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INTRODUCTION 

When  on  the  15th  of  September,  1841,  Trollope 
landed  in  Dublin,  in  order  to  become  derk  to  a 
postal  surveyor  in  Connaught  at  a  salary  of  one 
hundred  pounds  a-year,  few,  if  any,  would  have 
detected  in  him  the  successful  novelist.  Yet  it 
was  in  Ireland,  and  while  occupying  that 
seemingly  most  unliterary  position,  that  he  wrote 
his  first  novel,  "The  Macdermots  of  Bally- 
cloran."  He  has  told  us  how  the  plot  suggested 
itself  to  him.  "  I  was  located  at  a  little  town 
called  Drumsna,  or  rather  village,  in  the  county 
Leitrim,  where  the  postmaster  liad  come  to 
some  sorrow  about  his  money,  and  my  friend, 
John  Merivale,  was  staying  with  me  for  a  day 
or  two.  As  we  were  taking  a  walk  in  that  most 
uninteresting  country,  we  turned  up  through  a 
deserted  gateway,  along  a  weedy,  grassgrown 
avenue,  till  we  came  to  the  modern  ruins  of  a 
country  house.  It  was  one  of  the  most  melan- 
choly spots  I  ever  visited.  I  will  not  describe 
it  here,  as  I  have  done  so  in  the  first  chapter  of 
my  first  novel.  We  wandered  about  the  place, 
suggesting  to  each  other  causes  for  the  misery 
we  saw  there,  and  while  I  was  stiW  amorv?,  xJci-^ 
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ruined  walls  and  decayed  beams,  I  fabricated 
the  plot  of  the  Macdermots  of  Ballycloran." 

It  was  Trollope's  own  opinion  that  the  plot 
was  as  good  a  one  as  he  had  ever  made,  and  it 
certainly  is  a  capitalj  one  may  almost  say,  a 
typical,  story  of  Irish  life  before  the  great  famine 
and  the  Encumbered  Estates  Bill. 

He  had  only  written  one  volume  when  an 
event  occurred  which,  as  he  characteristically 
says,  was  of  no  special  interest  to  any  one  ex- 
cept his  wife  and  himself;  and  a  year  after  his 
marriage  he  entrusted  the  complete  manuscript 
to  his  mother  for  disposal  among  the  London 
publishers. 

A  Mr.  Newby  of  Mortimer  Street  consented 
to  publish  the  book  at  his  own  expense,  giving 
half  the  profits  to  the  author*  But  there  were 
no  profits.  In  spite  of  the  book's  undoubted 
qualities  it  was  a  dead  failure.  From  the  days 
of  Charles  Lever,  it  has  been  necessary  that  an 
Irish  novel  should  contain  plenty  of  fighting 
and  plenty  of  fun ;  for  the  Ireland  of  literaturet 
if  not  a  land  of  promise,  has  at  least  been  one  of 
hope  flowing  with  whisky  and  broken  pates,  and 
**  The  Macdermots  of  Ballycloran  "  does  not  fail 
in  this  respect,  witness  the  very  delightful  duel 
between  Mr*  Webb  and  Mr.  Brown.  Nor  has 
the  author  forgotten  the  essential  figure  of  all 
Irish  romance,  the  genial,  large-hearted  s(^arih. 
J*kther  John  ikfcGrath  is  indeed  more  than  this. 
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He  was  a  man  of  family  and  had  been  educated 
at  St  Omer*9,  and  retained  from  his  French 
education  a  distinction,  both  of  mind  and  appear- 
ance, unusual  among  his  confreres. 

The  tragic  episode  of  the  betrayal  of  poor 
Feemy  Macdermot,  together  with  the  vengeance 
of  her  brother  on  the  villain,  adds  a  note  of 
poignant  pathos  to  the  story.  Altogether  it 
may  be  said  that  "The  Macdermots  of  Bally- 
cloran"  fully  justifies  its  locale  and  its  title,  while 
its  alternate  humour  and  pathos  more  than  com- 
pensate for  the  lack  of  technique  in  the  writing. 
It  is  really  quite  a  good  story. 

Algar  Thorold. 
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THE  MACDERMOTS 
OF     BALLYCLORAN 

CHAPTER  I 

BALLYCLORAN    HOUSE    AS    FIRST    SEEN    BY   THE 
AUTHOR 

In  the  autumn,  184 — ,  business  took  me  into 
the  West  of  Ireland,  and,  amongst  other  places, 
to  the  quiet  little  village  of  Drumsna,  which  is 
m  the  province  of  Connaught,  County  Leitrim, 
about  72  miles  w.n.w.  of  Dublin,  on  the  mail- 
coach  road  to  Sligo.  I  reached  the  little  inn 
there  in  the  morning  by  the  said  mail,  my 
purpose  being  to  leave  it  late  in  the  evening  by 
the  day  coach ;  and  as  my  business  was  but  of 
short  duration,  I  was  left,  after  an  early  dinner, 
to  amuse  myself.  Now,  in  such  a  situation,  to 
take  a  walk  is  all  the  brightest  man  can  do,  and 
the  dullest  always  does  the  same.  There  is  a 
kind  of  gratification  in  seeing  what  one  has 
never  seen  before,  be  it  ever  so  little  worth 
seeing;  and  the  gratification  is  the  greater  if 
the  chances  be  that  one  will  never  see  it  a^arn. 
J^ow Drumsna,  stands  on  a  bend  in  the  SbaiiXioii  •, 
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the  street  leads  down  to  a  bridge,  passing  over 
which  one  finds  oneself  in  the  County  Ros- 
common ;  and  the  road  runs  by  the  well-wooded 
demesne  of  Sir  G —  K — ;  moreover  there  is  a 
beautiful  little  hill,  from  which  the  demesne, 
river,  bridge,  and  village  can  all  be  seen ;  and 
what  farther  agremms  than  these  could  be 
wanted  to  make  a  pretty  walk  ?  But,  alas !  I 
knew  not  of  their  existence  then.  One  cannot 
ask  the  maid  at  an  inn  to  show  one  where  to 
find  the  beauties  of  nature.  So,  trusting  to 
my  self  J  I  went  directly  away  from  river,  woods, 
and  all, — along  as  dusty,  ugly,  and  disagreeable 
a  road  as  is  to  be  found  in  any  county  in 
Ireland 

After  proceeding  a  mile  or  so,  taking  two 
or  three  turns  to  look  for  improvement,  I 
began  to  perceive  evident  signs  on  the  part  of 
the  road  of  retrograding  into  lane-ism ;  the 
county  had  evidently  deserted  it,  and  though 
made  for  cars  and  coaches,  its  traffic  appeared 
to  be  now  confined  to  donkeys  carrying  turf 
home  from  the  bog,  in  double  kisbes  on  their 
back.  Presently  the  fragments  of  a  bridge 
presented  themselves,  but  they  too  were  utterly 
fallen  away  from  their  palmy  days,  and  in  their 
present  state  afforded  but  indifferent  stepping- 
stones  over  a  bog  stream  which  ran,  or  rather 
crept,  across  the  road.  These,  however,  I 
luckily  traversed,  and  was  rewarded  by  finding 
a  broken  down  entrance  to  a  kind  of  wood  on 
the  right  hand.  In  Ireland,  particularly  in  the 
poorer  parts— to  rank  among  which,  County 
JLeitrim  has  a  right  which  will  not  be  disputed 
— B  few  trees  together  are  always  th^i^cjQ^m^ed 
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sign  of  a  demesne,  of  a  gentleman's  seat, 
or  the  place  where  a  gentleman's  seat  has 
been;  and  I  directly  knew  that  this  must 
be  a  demesne.  But  ah!  how  impoverished, 
if  one  might  judge  from  outward  appear- 
ances. Two  brick  pillars,  from  which  the  out- 
side plaster  had  peeled  off  and  the  coping 
fallen,  gave  evidence  of  former  gates;,  the 
space  was  closed  up  with  a  loose-built  wall,  but 
on  the  outer  side  of  each  post  was  a  little 
well-worn  footpath,  made  of  soft  bog  mould. 
I  of  course  could  not  resist  such  temptation, 
and  entered  the  demesne.  The  road  was 
nearly  covered  with  that  short  dry  grass  which 
stones  seem  to  throw  up,  when  no  longer 
polished  by  the  wealthier  portion  of  man  or 
brute  kind. 

About  thirty  feet  from  the  gap  a  tall  fir  had 
half  fallen,  and  lay  across  the  road,  so  that  a 
man  should  stoop  to  walk  under  it;  it  was 
a  perfect  barrier  to  any  equipage,  however 
humble,  and  the  roots  had  nearly  refixed  them- 
selves in  their  reversed  position,  showing  that 
the  tree  had  evidently  been  in  that  fallen  state 
for  years. 

The  usual  story,  thought  I,  of  Connaught 
gentlemen;  an  extravagant  landlord,  reckless 
tenants,  debt,  embarrassment,  despair,  and  ruin. 
Well,  I  walked  up  the  deserted  avenue,  and 
very  shortly  found  myself  in  front  of  the  house. 
Oh,  what  a  picture  of  misery,  of  useless  ex- 
penditure, unfinished  pretence,  and  premature 
decay ! 

The  house  was  two  stories  high,  with.  lax%<i 
stone  steps  up  to  the  front   door,  mila.  io\^ 
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windows  in  the  lower,  and  six  in  the  upper 
story,  and  an  area  with  kitchens,  etc.,  below. 
The  entire  roof  was  off;  one  could  see  the 
rotting  joists  and  beams,  some  fallen,  some 
falling,  the  rest  ready  to  fall,  like  the  skeleton 
of  a  felon  left  to  rot  on  an  open  gibbet  The 
stone  steps  had  nearly  dropped  through  into  the 
area,  the  rails  of  which  had  been  wrenched  up. 
The  knocker  was  still  on  the  door, — a  large 
modern  lion-headed  knocker ;  but  half  the  door 
was  gone  ;  on  creeping  to  the  door-sill^  I  found 
about  six  feet  of  the  floor  of  the  hall  gone  also 
— ^stolen  for  fire-wood.  But  the  joists  of  the 
flooring  were  there,  and  the  whitewash  of  the 
walls  showed  that  but  a  (qw^  a  very  few  years 
back,  the  house  had  been  inhabited.  I  leaped 
across  the  gulf,  at  great  risk  of  falling  into  the 
cellar,  and  reached  the  bottom  of  the  stairs ; 
here  my  courage  failed  me ;  all  that  was  left 
was  so  damp  and  so  rotten,  so  much  had  been 
gradually  taken  away,  that  I  did  not  dare  to  go 
up :  the  doors  on  the  ground  floor  would  not 
open ;  the  ceiling  above  me  was  all  gone,  and 
I  could  see  the  threatening  timbers  of  the  roof, 
which  seemed  only  hanging  till  they  had  an 
opportunity  of  injuring  some  one  by  their  fall. 
I  crept  out  of  the  demi-door  again,  and  down 
the  ruined  steps,  and  walked  round  the  mansion ; 
not  only  was  there  not  a  pane  of  glass  in  the 
whole,  but  the  window  frames  were  all  gone; 
everything  that  wanted  keeping  was  gone; 
everything  that  required  care  to  preserve  it  had 
perished.  Time  had  not  touched  it.  Time  had 
Bvidently  not  yet  had  leisure  to  do  his  work. 
Ic  is  sure,  but  slow.     Ruin  woiks  fast  enough 
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unaided,  where  once  he  puts  his  foot  Time 
would  have  pulled  down  the  chimneys — Ruin 
had  taken  off  the  slates;  Time  would  have 
bulged  the  walls — Ruin  brought  in  the  rain, 
rotted  the  timbers,  and  assisted  the  thieves. 
Poor  old  Time  will  have  but  little  left  him  at 
Ballycloran !  The  gardens  had  been  large ; 
half  were  now  covered  by  rubbish  heaps,  and 
the  other  half  consisted  of  potato  patches ;  and 
round  the  out-houses  I  saw  clustering  a  lot  of 
those  wretched  cabins  which  the  poor  Irish 
build  against  a  deserted  wall,  when  they  can 
find  one,  as  jackdaws  do  their  nests  in  a  super- 
annuated chimney.  In  the  front  there  had 
been,  I  presume  a  tolerably  spacious  lawn,  with 
a  drive  through  it,  surrounded  on  all  sides, 
except  towards  the  house,  by  thick  trees.  The 
trees  remained,  but  the  lawn,  the  drive,  and  the 
flower  patches,  which  of  course  once  existed 
there,  were  now  all  alike,  equally  prolific  in 
large  brown  dock  weeds  and  sorrels.  There 
were  two  or  three  narrow  footpaths  through  and 
across  the  space,  up  to  the  cabins  behind  the 
house,  but  other  marks  of  humanity  were  there 
none. 

A  large  ash,  apparently  cut  down  years  ago, 
with  the  branches  still  on  it,  was  stretched 
somewhat  out  of  the  wood :  on  this  I  sat, 
lighted  a  cigar,  and  meditated  on  this  cha- 
racteristic specimen  of  Irish  life.  The  sun  was 
setting  beautifully  behind  the  trees,  and  its  im- 
perfect light  through  the  foliage  gave  the  un- 
natural ruin  a  still  stronger  appearance  of  death 
and  decay,  and  brought  into  my  mind  thoughts 
of  the  wrong,  oppression,  misery,  and  d^^^^jvi^ 
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to  which  some  one  had  been  subjected  by  what 
I  saw  before  me, 

I  had  not  been  long  seated,  when  four  or  five 
ragged  boys  and  girls  came  through  the  woodj 
driving  a  lot  of  geese  along  one  of  the  paths. 
When  they  saw  me,  they  all  came  up  and  stood 
round  me,  as  if  wondering  what  I  could  be.  I 
could  learn  nothing  from  them — the  very  poor 
Irish  children  will  never  speak  to  you  *  but  a 
middle-aged  man  soon  followed  them.  He  told 
me  the  place  was  called  Ballycloran ;  "  he  did 
not  know  who  it  belonged  to  j  a  gintleman  in 
Dublin  recaved  the  rints^  and  a  very  stiflf  gintle- 
man he  was  too ;  and  hard  it  was  upon  them  to 
pay  two  pounds  tin  an  acre  for  the  garden 
there,  and  that  half  covered  with  the  ould  house 
and  the  bricks  and  rubbish,  only  on  behalf  of 
the  bog  that  was  convaynient,  and  plinty  of  the 
timber,  tho'  that  was  rotten,  and  illigant  out- 
houses for  the  pigs  and  the  geese,  and  the  ould 
bricks  of  the  wall  wor  good  manure  for  the 
praties  '*  (this,  in  all  my  farming,  I  had  never 
dreamt  of);  "but  times  was  very  hard  on  the 
poor,  the  praties  being  ninepence  a  stone  in 
Carrick  all  last  summer;  God  help  the  poor, 
the  crayturs  !  for  the  gintlemin,  their  raal  frinds, 
that  should  be,  couldn't  Iielp  thimselves  now, 
let  alone  others  " — and  so  on,  now  speaking  of 
his  sorrow  and  poverty,  and  again  descanting 
on  the  "illigancc  "  of  his  abode.  I  could  only 
learn  that  a  family  called  the  Macdermots  had 
lived  there  some  six  or  seven  years  back,  that 
they  were  an  unfortunate  people,  he  had  heard 
lell,  but  he  had  not  been  in  the  country  then, 
a/jd  it  was  a  bloody  story,  etc,  etc.  etc.    The 
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evening  was  drawing  on,  and  the  time  for  my 
coach  to  come  was  fast  approaching ;  so  I  was 
obliged  to  leave  Ballycloran,  unsatisfied  as  to 
its  history,  and  to  return  to  Drumsna. 

Here  I  had  no  time  to  make  further  inquiries, 
as  Mr.  Hartley's  servants  always  keep  their 
time ;  and  very  shortly  the  four  horses  clattered 
down  the  hill  into  the  village.  I  got  up  behind, 
for  McC — ,  the  guard,  was  an  old  friend  of 
mine ;  and  after  the  usual  salutations  and 
strapping  of  portmanteaus,  and  shifting  down 
into  places,  as  McC —  knows  everything,  I 
began  to  ask  him  if  he  knew  anything  of  a  place 
called  Ballydoran. 

"  'Deed  then.  Sir,  and  I  do,'*  said  he,  "  and 
good  reason  have  I  to  know ;  and  well  I  knew 
those  that  lived  in  it,  ruined,  and  black,  and 
desolate,  as  Ballydoran  is  now  : "  and  between 
Drumsna  and  Boyle,  he  gave  me  the  heads  of 
the  following  story.  And,  reader,  if  I  thought 
it  would  ever  be  your  good  fortune  to  hear  the 
history  of  Ballydoran  from  the  guard  of  the 
Boyle  coach,  I  would  recommend  you  to  get  it 
from  him,  and  shut  my  book  forthwith. 


CHAPTER  II 

THE   MACDERMOT  FAMILY 

McC — 's  Story  runs  thus;.    About  sixty  years  ago^ 
a  something  Macdermot,  true  Milesian,  p\OM^ 
Catholic,  and  descendant  of  king    soitvtbo^^, 


8  The  Macdermots  of  Ballycloran 

died  somewhere,  having  managed,  through  all 
the  troubles  of  his  poor  country,  to  keep  a 
comfortable  httle  portion  of  his  ancestors'  royal- 
ties to  console  him  for  the  loss  of  their  sceptre, 
He  having  two  sons,  and  disdaining  to  make 
anything  but  estated  gentlemen  of  them,  made 
over  in  some  fictitious  manner  (for  in  those 
righteous  days  a  Roman  Catholic  could  make 
no  legal  will)  to  his  eldest,  the  estate  on  which 
he  lived,  and  to  the  youngest,  that  of  Ballycloran 
— about  six  hundred  as  bad  acres  as  a  gentle- 
man might  wish  to  call  his  own.  But  Thaddeus, 
otherwise  Thady  Macdermot,  being  an  estated 
gentleman,  must  have  a  gentleman's  residence 
on  his  estate,  and  the  house  of  Ballycloran  was 
accordingly  built.  Had  Thady  Macdermot  had 
ready  money,  it  might  have  been  well  built; 
but  though  an  estated  gentleman,  he  had  none. 
He  had  debts  even  when  his  lather  died ;  and 
though  he  plannedj  ordered,  and  agreed  for  a 
house,  such  as  he  thought  the  descendant  of  a 
Connaught  Prince  might  inhabit  without  dis- 
grace, it  was  ill-built,  half  finished,  and  paid  for 
by  long  bills^  This,  however,  is  so  customary 
in  poor  Ireland  that  it  but  little  harassed 
Thady.  He  had  a  fine,  showy  house,  with 
stables,  etc.,  gardens,  an  avenue,  and  a  walk 
round  his  demesne ;  and  his  neighbours  had  no 
more.  It  was  little  he  cared  for  comfort,  but 
he  would  not  be  the  first  of  the  Macdermots 
Hihat  would  not  be  respectable*  When  his  house 
r%as  finished,  Thady  went  into  County  Galway, 
and  got  himself  a  wife  with  two  thousand  pounds 
for  tune,  for  which  he  had  to  go  to  law  with 
his  brother-in-law.     The  lawsuit,  \\ve  cotv\.\tv\Ml 
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necessity  of  renewing  the  bills  with  which  the 
builder  in  Carrick-on-Shannon  every  quarter 
attacked  him,  the  fruitless  endeavour  to  make  his 
tenants  pay  thirty  shillings  an  acre  for  half-re- 
claimed bog,  and  a  somewhat  strongly  developed 
aptitude  for  potheen,  sent  poor  Thady  to  another 
world  rather  prematurely,  and  his  son  and  heir, 
Lawrence,  came  to  the  throne  at  the  tender  age 
of  twelve.  The  Galway  brother-in-law  com- 
promised the  lawsuit ;  the  builder  took  a  mort- 
gage on  the  property  from  the  boy's  guardian  ; 
the  mother  gave  new  leases  to  the  tenants; 
Larry  went  to  school  at  Longford ;  and  Mrs. 
Mac  kept  up  the  glory  of  Ballycloran. 

At  the  age  of  twenty,  Lawrence,  or  Larry, 
married  a  Milesian  damsel,  portionless,  but  of 
true  descent.  The  builder  from  Carrick  had 
made  overtures  about  a  daughter  he  had  at 
home,  and  offered  poor  Larry  his  own  house, 
as  her  fortune.  But  the  blood  of  the  Macder- 
mots  could  not  mix  with  the  lime  and  water 
that  flowed  in  a  builder's  veins;  he  therefore 
made  an  enemy  where  he  most  wanted  a  friend, 
and  brought  his  wife  home  to  live  with  his 
mother.  In  order  that  we  may  quickly  rid 
ourselves  of  encumbrances,  it  may  be  as  well  to 
say  that  during  the  next  twenty-five  years  his 
mother  and  wife  died;  he  had  christened  his 
only  son  Thaddeus,  after  his  grandfather,  and 
his  only  daughter  had  been  christened  Euphemia, 
after  her  grandmother.  He  had  never  got  over 
that  deadly  builder,  with  his  horrid  percentage 
coming  out  of  the  precarious  rents;  twice, 
indeed,  had  writs  been  out  against  h\m  fot  \iY^ 
smears,  and  once  he  had  received  noUe^  feoxcL 
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Mr.  Hyacinth  Keegan,  the  oily  attorney  of 
Carrick,  that  Mr,  Fknnelly  meant  to  foreclose* 
Rents  were  greatly  in  arrear,  his  credit  was  very 
bad  among  the  dealers  in  Mohiil,  with  Carrick 
he  had  no  other  dealings  than  those  to  which 
necessity  compelled  him  with  Mr.  Flannelly  the 
builder,  and  Larry  Macdermot  was  anything  but 
an  easy  man, 

Thady  was  at  this  time  about  twenty- four. 
As  had  been  the  case  with  his  father,  he  had 
been  educated  at  a  country  school  •  he  could 
read  and  write,  but  could  do  little  more:  he 
was  brought  up  to  no  profession  or  business; 
he  acted  as  his  father's  agent  over  the  property 
—by  which  I  mean  to  signify  that  he  occupied 
himself  in  harrowing  the  tenintry  for  money 
which  they  had  no  means  of  paying;  he  was 
occasionally  head  driver  and  ejector;  and  he 
considered*  as  Irish  landlords  are  apt  to  do. 
that  he  had  an  absolute  right  over  the  tenants^ 
as  feudal  vassals.  Still,  they  respected  and  to 
a  certain  extent  loved  him ;  ''  for  why  ?  wasn't 
he  the  masther's  son,  and  wouldn't  he  be  the 
masthcr  hisself?''  And  he  bad  a  regard,  per- 
haps an  affection,  for  the  poor  creatures ;  against 
any  one  else  he  would  defend  them  ;  and  would 
they  but  coin  their  bones  into  pounds,  shillings, 
and  pence,  he  would  have  been  as  tender  to 
them  as  a  man  so  nurtured  could  be.  With  all 
his  faults,  Thady  was  perhaps  a  better  man 
than  his  father  |  he  was  not  so  indomitably 
idle ;  had  he  been  brought  up  to  anything,  he 
would  have  done  it ;  he  was  more  energetic, 
3nd  feh  the  degradation  of  his  position ;  he  felt 
tAji£  his  hmily  was  sinking  lowex  and  \on<« 
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daily. ;  but  as  he  knew  not  what  to  do^  he  only 
became  more  gloomy  and  more  tyrannical. 
Beyond  this,  he  had  acquired  a  strong  taste  for 
tobacco,  which  he  incessantly  smoked  out  of  a 
dhtidheeri ;  and  was  content  to  pass  his  dull 
life  without  excitement  or  pleasure. 

Euphemia,  or  Feemy,  was  about  twenty;  she 
was  a  tall,  dark  girl,-  with  that  bold,  upright, 
well-poised  figiire,  Which  is  so  peculiarly  Irish. 

•  She  -walked  ^  if  all  the  blood  of  the  old  Irish 
Princes  was  in  her  veins  :  her  step,  at  any  rate, 
was  princely.  Feemy,  also,  had  large,  bright 
brown  eyes,  and  long,  soft,  shining  dark  hair, 
which  was  divided  behind,  and  fell  over  her 
shoulders,  or  was  tied  with  ribands;  and  she 
had  a  well-formed  nose,  as  all  coming  of  old  . 
families  have ;  and  a  bright  olive  complexion, 
only  the  olive  was  a  little  too  brown,  the  skin  a 
little  too  coarse  ;  and  then  Feemy's  mouth  was, 
oh  !  half  an  inch  too  long ;  but  her  teeth  were 
white  and  good,  an^  her  chin  was  well  turned 
and  short,  with  a  dimple  on  it  large  enough  for 
any  finger  Venus  might  put  there.  In  all, 
Feemy  was  a  fine  girl  in  the  eyes  of  a  man 
not  too  much  accustomed  to  refinement.  Her 
hands  were  too  large  and  too  red,  but  if  Feemy 
got  gloves  sufficient  to  go  to  mass  with,  it  was 
all  she  could  do  in  that  way;  and  though 
Feemy  had  as  fine  a  leg  as  ever  bore  a  pretty 
girl,  she  was  never  well  shod,^-her  shoes  were 
seldom  clean,  often  slipshod,  usually  in  holes ; 
and  her  stockings — ^but  no !  I  will  not  further 
violate  the  mysteries  of  Feemy's  wardrobe.  But 
if  the  beautiful  girls  of  this  poor  couivli^  Yxi^^ 

bat  MIf  the  charms  which  neatness  Vias,  \!cv^^ 
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would  not  so  often  appear  as  poor  Feemy  too 
usually  appeared. 

Like  her  brother,  she  was  ardent  and  ener- 
getic, if  she  had  aught  to  be  ardent  about ;  she 
was  addicted  to  novelsj  when  she  could  get 
them  from  the  dirty  little  circulating  library'  at 
M  oh  ill ;  she  was  passionately  fond  of  dancing, 
which  was  her  chief  accomphshment ;  she 
played  on  an  old  spinnet  which  had  belonged 
to  her  mother ;  and  controlled  the  motions  and 
actions  of  the  two  barefooted  damsels  who 
officiated  as  domestics  at  Ballycloran, 

Such  was  the  family  at  Ballycloran  in  the 
summer  of  iSj^,  and  though  not  perfect,  I 
hope  they  have  charms  enough  to  make  a 
further  acquaintance  not  unacceptable* 


CHAPTER   III 

THE  TENANTRY   OF   BALLYCLORAN 

"  ThadYj"  said  old  Macdermot,  as  he  sat  eating 
stirabout  and  thick  milk,  over  a  great  turf  fire, 
one  morning  about  the  beginning  of  October^ 
"  Thady,  will  you  be  getting  the  money  out  of 
them  bom  divils  this  turn,  and  they  owing  it, 
some  two,  some  three  years  this  November,  bad 
cess  to  them  for  tenants?  Thady,  I  say/' 
shouted,  or  rather  screamed,  the  old  man,  as 
his  son  continued  silently  eating  his  breakfast, 
^^TIiRdy^  I  say;  have  they  the  money,  at  all 
^a/4  ,^n.y  oi'  ijxeiu  j  or  is  it  slubboxu  \k^^  ax^l   4 
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There's  Flannelly  and  Keegan  with  their  d — d 
papers  and  bills  and  costs ;  will  you  be  making 
out  the  ;^i42  7 J.  6d,  before  Christmas  for  the 
hell-hounds ;  or  it's  them  '11  be  masters  in 
Ballycloran  ?  Then  let  the  boys  see  the  land- 
lord they'll  have  over  them,  that  time  ! " 

"Well,  Larry,"  said  the  son  (unless  in  a 
passion,  he  always  called  his  father  by  his 
baptismal  name,  or  rather  by  its  abbreviation), 
"  whafs  the  use  going  on  that  way  before  the  girls 
there,  and  Feemy  too."  Feemy,  however,  was 
reading  the  "  Mysterious  Assassin,"  and  paying 
little  heed  to  her  father's  lamentations.  "  When 
we're  done,  and  the  things  is  out,  we'll  have  a 
look  at  the  rent-book,  and  send  for  the  boys  to 
come  in ;  and  if  they  haven't  it,  why,  Pat  Brady 
must  go  round  agin,  and  see  what  he  can  do 
with  the  potatoes  and  oats,  and  the  pigs ;  but 
the  times,  Larry,  is  very  hard  on  them ;  too 
hard  entirely,  so  it  is,  poor  things " 

"  Poor  things  1 "  said  the  father,  "  and  aint  I 
a  poor  thing?  and  won't  you  and  Feemy  be 
poor  things  ?  Hard  times,  too !  who  is  the 
times  hardest  on?  See  that  sneaking  ould 
robber,  Flannelly,  that  cozened  my  father — 
good  father  for  him — with  such  a  house  as  this, 
that's  falling  this  day  over  his  son's  head,  and 
it  not  hardly  fifty  years  built,  bad  luck  to  it  for 
a  house  1  See  that  ould  robber,  Flannelly,  who 
has  been  living  and  thriving  on  it  for  all  them 
years,  and  a  stone  or  stick  not  as  good  as  paid 
for  yet ;  and  he  getting  two  hundred  a  year  off 
the  land  from  the  crayturs  of  tenants." 

True  enough  it  was,  that  Mr.  ]oe  TXantifc^'^  ^ 
of  Carrick-on'ShsLunon,    whatever   m\%\^\.  \\a.N^ 


I 
^ 


I 


T4  Ihe  Macdermots  or  xsailycloran 

been  the  original  charge  of  building  the  Balljr- 
cloran  mansion,  now  claimed  ^200  a-year  from 
that  estate,  to  which  his  ingenious  friend  and 
legal  adviser,  Mr.  Hyacinth  Keegan,  usually 
managed  to  add  certain  mysterious  costs  and 
ceremonious  expenses,  which  made  each  half- 
year's  rent  of  Larry  Macderraot's  own  house 
about  p^"  140,  before  the  poor  man  had  managed 
to  scrape  it  together.  To  add  to  this  annoy- 
ance, Mr.  Macderraot  had  continually  before 
his  eyes  the  time,  which  he  could  not  but 
foresee  was  not  distant,  when  this  hated  Flan- 
nelly  would  come  down  on  the  property  itself, 
insist  on  being  paid  his  principal,  and  probably 
not  only  sell,  but  buy,  Ballyrloran  itself.  And 
whither,  then,  would  the  Macdermots  betake 
themselves? 

Often  and  often  did  Larry,  in  his  misfortunes, 
regret  the  slighted  offers  of  Sally  Flannelly's 
charms  and  cash.  Oh,  had  he  but  then 
condescended  to  have  married  the  builder's 
daughter^  he  would  not  now  have  been  the 
builder's  slave.  But  Sally  Flannelly  was  now 
Sally  Keegan,  the  wife  of  Hyacinth  Keegan, 
Esq.,  Attorney ;  who,  if  he  had  not  the  same 
advantages  as  Larry  in  birth  and  bloody  had 
compensation  for  his  inferiority  in  cash  and 
comforts*  When  the  poor  man  thought  of 
these  things — and  he  did  little  else  now  but 
think  of  them — bitterly,  though  generally  in 
silence,  he  cursed  him  whom  he  looked  upon 
as  his  oppressor  and  incubus.  It  never  occurred 
to  him  that  if  Mr.  Flannelly  built  the  house  he 
lived  in,  he  should  be  paid  for  it*  He  never 
rejected  that  he  had  lived  to  the  exlent  ol,  a.iv'i 
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above  his  precarious  income^  as  if  his  house 
had  been  paid  fqr ;  that,  instead  of  passing  his 
existence  in  hating  the  Carrick. tradesman,  he 
should  have  used  his  industry  in  finding  the 
means  to  pay  him.  He  sometimes  blamed  his 
father,  having  an  indefinite  feeling  that  he 
ought  not  to  have  permitted  FlanneUy  to  have 
anything  to  do  with  Ballycloran,  after  building 
it ;  but  himself  he  never  blamed ;  people  never 
do ;  it  is  so  much  easier  to  blame  others, — and 
so  much  more  comfortable.  Mr.  Macdermot 
thus  r^arded  his  creditor  as  a  vulgar,  low-born 
blood-sucker,  who,  having  by  chicanery  obtained 
an  unwarrantable  hold  over  him,  was  determined, 
if  possible,  to  crush  him.  The  builder,  on  the 
other  hand,  who  had  spent  a  long  Hfe  of  con- 
stant industry,  but  doubtful  honesty,  in  scraping 
up  a  decent  fortune,  looked  on  his  debtor  as 
one  who  gave  himself  airs  to  which  his  poverty 
did  not  entitle  him;  and  was  determined  to 
make  him  feel  that  though  he  could  not  be  the 
father,  he  could  be  the  master  pf  a  "rale 
gintleman." 

After  the  short  conversation  between  father  and 
son  the  breakfast  passed  over  in  silence.  The 
father  finished  his  stirabout,  and  turned  round 
to  the  blazing  turf,  to  find  consolation  there. 
Feemy  descended  into  the  kitchen,  to  scold  the 
girls,  give  out  the  dinner, — ^if  there  was  any  to 
give  out ;  and  to  do  those  offices,  whatever  they 
be,  in  performing  which  all  Irish  ladies,  bred, 
bom,  and  living  in  moderate  country-houses, 
pass  die  first  two  hours  after  breakfast  in  the 
kitchen.  Thady  took  his  rent-book  axid  ^e^X. 
into  an  outhouse,  which   he   compWm.taX.^d  ^^i 


1 6  The  Macdermots  of  Ballycloran 

the  name  of  his  office,  at  the  door  of  which 
be  was  joined  by  Pat  Brady,  Now  Pat  was 
an  appendage,  tinfortunately  very  necessary  in 
Ireland  to  such  an  estate  as  Macdermofs  j  and 
his  business  was  not  only  to  assist  in  collecting 
the  rents,  by  taking  possession  of  the  little 
rops,  and  driving  the  cows,  or  the  pig ;  but  he 
fra.s,  moreover,  expected  to  know  who  could, 
and  who  could  not,  make  out  the  money;  to 
have  obtained,  and  always  have  ready,  that 
secret  knowledge  of  the  affairs  of  the  estate, 
which  is  thought  to  be,  and  is  so,  necessary  to 
tlie  managing  of  the  Irish  peasantry  in  the  way 
they  are  managed,  Pat  Brady  was  all  this ; 
moreover,  he  had  as  little  compunction  in 
driving  the  cow  or  the  only  pig  from  his  neigh- 
bour or  cousin,  and  in  selling  oflf  the  oats  or 
potatoes  of  his  uncle  or  brother-in-law,  as  if  he 
was  doing  that  which  would  be  quite  agreeable 
to  them.  But  still  he  was  liked  on  the  estate ; 
he  had  a  manner  with  him  which  had  its  charms 
to  them ;  he  was  a  kind  of  leader  to  them  in 
their  agrarian  feelings  and  trotibles ;  and  though 
the  tenants  of  Ballycloran  half  feared,  they  all 
liked  and  courted  Pat  Brady. 

The  most  remarkable  feature  in  his  personal 
appearance  was  a  broken  nose ;  not  a  common, 
ordinary  broken  nose,  such  as  would  give  it  an 
apparent  partiality  to  the  right  or  left  cheek, 
nor  such  as  would,  by  indenting  it,  give  the 
face  that  good-natured  look  which  Irish  broken 
noses  usually  possess.  Pat  Brady's  broken  nose 
was  all  but  flattened  on  to  his  face,  as  if  it  had 
never  Jiitcd  its  head  after  the  fatal  blow  which 
/j^d  laid  it  low.     He  was  stiOBg^-W\\i^  tc»ww<i- 
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shouldered,  bow-legged,  about  five  feet  six  in 
height,  and  he  had  that  kind  of  external  respec*. 
ability  about  him,  which  a  tolerably  decent  hat, 
strong  brogues,  and  worsted  stockings  give  to 
a  man,  when  those  among  whom  he  lives  are 
without  such  luxuries.  When  I  add  to  the 
above  particulars  that  Pat  was  chief  minister, 
adviser,  and  confidential  manager  in  young 
Macdermof  s  affairs,  I  have  said  all  that  need 
be  said.  The  development  of  his  character 
must  be  left  to  disclose  itself. 

"  Well,  Pat,"  began  his  master,  seating  him- 
self on  the  solitary  old  chair,  which,  with  a  still 
older  looking  desk  on  four  shaking  legs,  com- 
prised the  furniture  of  Macdermot's  rent-office, 
"what  news  from  Mohill  to-day?  was  there 
much  in  the  fair  at  all  ?  " 

"Well,  yer  honor,  then,  for  them  as  had 
money  to  buy,  the  fair  was  good  enough ;  but 
for  them  as  had  money  to  get,  it  was  as  bad  as 
them  that  wor  afore  it,  and  as  them  as  is  likely 
to  come  afther  it." 

**  Were  the  boys  in  it,  Pat  ?  " 

"  They  wor,  yer  honor,  the  most  of  'em." 

"Well,  Pat?" 

"  Oh,  they  wor  just  there,  that's  all." 

**Tim  Brady  should  have  got  the  top  price 
for  that  oats  of  his,  Pat." 

"  Maybe  he  might,  Masther  Thady." 

"What  did  he  get?  there  should  be  twelve 
barrels  there." 

"  Eleven,  or  thereabouts,  yer  honor." 

"  Did  he  sell  it  all,  yesterday  ?  " 

"  Divil  a  grain,  then,  at  all  at  all,  be  XooVl  \.o 
the  fair  yesterday. " 
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**Bad  manners  to  him^  and  why  didn't  he? 
why  he  owes  "  (and  Thady  turned  over  the  old 
book)  **  five  half  years  this  gale,  and  there's  no 
use  gammoning  ;  father  must  get  the  money  off 
the  land,  or  Flannelly  wall  help  himself." 

"  1  knows,  Masther  Thady ;  I  knows  all 
about  it  Tim  has  between  five  and  six  acres, 
and  he  owes  twenty-two  pound  tin ;  his  oats 
is  worth,  maybe,  five  pound  fifteen, — from  that 
to  six  pound,  and  his  cow  about  six  pound 
more ;  that's  all  Tim  has,  barring  the  brats  and 
the  mother  of  them.  An'  he  knows  right  well, 
yer  honor,  if  he  brings  you  the  price  of  the  oats, 
you  wouldn't  let  him  off  that  way ;  for  the  cow 
should  folly  the  oats,  as  is  nathural ;  the  cabin 
would  be  saized  next ;  so  Tim  ses,  if  you  choose 
to  take  the  corn  yourself,  you  can  do  so  ; — well 
an^  good,  and  save  him  the  throuble  of  bringin* 
it  to  Mohilh" 

"  Did  the  widow  Reynolds  sell  her  pig  ?  " 
**  She  did,  yer  honor,  for  two  pound  tin." 
*'And  she  owes  seven  pound.     And  Dan 
Coulahan — " 

*^  Dan  didn't  cut  the  oats,  good  or  bad/* 
**  ril  cut  it  for  him,  then.     \Vas  ould  Tiemey 
there?'' 

**  He  war,  yer  honor ;  and  I  was  tell  in'  him 
yer  honor  'id  be  wantin'  the  money  this  week, 
an'  I  axed  him  to  stip  up  o'  Friday  mornin'; 
an',  sis  I,  *  Misthur  Tiemey '—for  since  he  made 
out  the  mare  and  the  ould  car,  it's  Misthur 
Tiemey  he  goes  by — ^  it's  a  fine  saison  any  way 
f  jr  the  corn,'  sis  I,  *  the  Lord  be  praised ;  an' 
the  hay  aJl  saved  on  thim  illigant  bottoms  of 
yours,   Misthur  Tiemey.     The    m^X\vex    ^^^ 
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glad  to  hear  the  cocks  was  all  up  afore  the 
heavy  rain  was  come.'  *  Well,  Pat/  sis  he,  *  I'll 
be  at  Ballycloran  o'  Friday,  plase  God,  but  it's 
little  I'll  have  with  me  but  myself;  an'  if  the 
masthnr  likes  the  com  an'  the  hay,  he  may  just 
take  them  aV  if  s  plazin'  to  him,  for  the  divil  a 
cock  or  grain  will  I  sell,  an'  the  prices  so  bad.'" 

"  Obstinate  ould  fool !  why,  Pat,  he  must 
have  the  money." 

"Money,  to  be  shure  he  has  the  money, 
Misthur  Thady ;  but  maybe  he'd  be  the  bigger 
fool  if  he  gave  it  to  your  father." 

"  Do  the  boys  mane  to  say  they  won't  pay 
the  rent  at  all?" 

•*They  mane  to  say  they  can't;  an'  it's  nearly 
thnie  for  them." 

"Was  Joe  Reynolds  at  the  fair,  Pat?" 

"  He  wor  not ;  that's  to  say,  he  wor  not  at 
the  fair,  but  I  seen  him  in  the  evening,  with 
the  other  boys  from  Drumleesh,  at  Mrs. 
Mubeady's." 

"Them  boys  has  always  the  money  when 
they  want  a  drop  of  whiskey.  By  dad,  if  they 
go  to  Mulready's  with  the  money  in  their 
pockets  on  a  Tuesday,  where's  the  wonder  they 
come  here  with  them  empty  on  a  Friday  ?  Fetch 
me  a  coal  for  the  pipe,  Pat." 

Whilst  Pat  walked  into  the  kitchen  for  a 
lighted  piece  of  turf  {Hibemice^  coal)  to  kindle 
his  patron's  pipe,  Thady  stuck  the  said  pipe  in 
his  jaw,  and  continued  poring  over  the  unsatis- 
factory figures  of  the  Ballycloran  rent-book. 

**I   tell  you  what  it  is,  Pat,"  said  he,  after 
finishing  the  process  of  blowing,  and  di2cw*\i\%^ 
and  tbrowing  the  coal  on  the  earthen  ftooT,  2Jid 
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pressing  down  the  hot  burning  tobacco  with  the 

top  of  his  forefinger  repeatedly,  **  Misthur  Joe 

Reynolds  will  out  of  that,     I  told  him  so  last 

April,  and  divil  a  j  >enny  of  his  we've  seen  since ; 

he  don't  do  the  best  he  can  for  us-  and  my 

-belief  is,  he  hinders  the  others;  eh,  Brady?" 

pand  he  looked  up  into  Brady's  face  for  con- 

■  firmation  or  refutation  of  this  opinion.    But  that 

gentleman,  contrary  to  his  usual  wont,  seenae  1 

to  have  no  opinion  on  the  matter ;  he  continued 

scratching  his  head,  and  swinging  one  leg,  while 

he  stood  on  the  other.    Thady,  finding  that  his 

counsellor  said  nothing,  continued, 

"Joe  Reynolds  will  out  of  that  this  time, 
d*you  hear?  what  has  he  on  that  bit  of  laad 
of  his  ?  " 

**  Praties  mostly,  Misthur  Thady.  He  had 
half  an  acre  of  whate ;  he  parted  that  on  the 
ground  to  ould  Tierney;  he  owed  Tieraey 
money.** 

**  An'  so  the  tenants  buy  the  crops  from  one 
another,  and  yet  won't  pay  their  own  rents. 
Well,  my  father's  to  blame  himself  j  av  he'd  put 
a  man  like  Keegan  over  them,  or  have  let  the 
land  to  some  rough  hand  as  would  make  them 
pay,  divil  a  much  he  need  care  for  Flannelly 
this  day." 

**An'  you'd  be  for  puttin'  a  stranger  over 
ihim,  Misthur  Thady;  an'  they  that  would  stand 
betw^een  you  an'  all  harum,  or  the  masthur,  or 
the  old  masthur  afore  him  ;  becaze  of  the  dirthy 
money,  and  becaze  a  blagguard  and  a  black 
ruffian  like  Flannelly  has  an  ould  paper  signed 
by  the  masthur,  or  the  like  ?  An'  as  for  Mr. 
Hyacinth  Keegan,— I'm  tVvmVvn^,  ^^  tvi^X  ^tcw^ 
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he  goes  coUectin*  on  the  lands  of  Drumleesh, 
it's  a  wann  welcome  he'll  be  gettin';  at  any 
rate,  he'd  have  more  recates  m  his  carcass  than 
in  his  pocket,  that  day." 

«  That's  very  fine  talk,  Pat ;  but  if  Keegan  had 
them,  he'd  tame  them,  as  he  has  others  before ; 
not  but  I'd  be  sorry  they  should  be  in  his  hands, 
the  robber,  bad  as  they  are.  But  it'll  come  to 
that,  whether  or  no.  How's  my  father  to  get 
this  money  for  Flannelly  ?  " 

"  D — ^n  Flannelly ! "  was  Brady's  easy  solution 
of  the  feimily  difficulties.  "Let  him  take  the 
house  he  built,  and  be  d — d  to  him ;  and  if  we 
can't  build  a  betther  one  for  the  masthur  and 
Miss  Feemy  and  you,  without  his  help,  may 
praties  choke  me ! " 

"  By  dad,  if  he'd  take  the  house,  and  leave 
the  ground,  he's  my  welcome,  and  ceade  mille 
faltha,  Pat.  But  the  land  will  stick  to  the 
house ;  and  mark  me,  when  ould  Flannelly  dies 
(an'  the  divil  die  along  with  him),  Mr.  Keegan 
of  Carrick  will  write  himself,  Hyacinth  Keegan, 
Esquire,  of  Ballycloran." 

**  May  I  nivir  see  that  day,  an'  he  an'  I  alive, 
amen,"  said  Brady,  as  he  crossed  himself  in 
sign  of  the  sacred  truth  of  his  wish ;  "  but  I 
think,  Misthiu:  Thady,  when  you  come  to  con- 
sider of  it,  you'll  find  plenty  of  manes  of  keepin' 
Mr.  Keegan  and  Mrs.  Keegan  but  of  the 
parlour  of  Ballycloran.  But  about  Joe  Reynolds, 
yer  honor  was  sayin' " 

"I  was  saying  that  divil  another  potato  he 
should  dig  in  Drumleesh,  nor  another  grain 
of  com  shall  he  sow  or  rape ;  that's  'whaX.  1  \«a^ 
saying." 
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**Well,  Misthur  Thady,  youVe  the  masthur, 
thank  God,  an*  if  you  say  so,  it  must  be  done* 
But  Joe  Reynolds  is  not  that  bad  either  :  he 
was  say  in*  tho'  at  Mrs,  Mulready^s  that  he  ex- 
pected little  from  yer  honor,  but  just  leave  to 
go  where  he  liked,  and  lave  the  cow  and  the 
praties  behind  him*" 

**  What  wor  they  saying  at  Mulready*s,  Pat  ?  *' 
"They  were  only  jist  passin*  their  remarks, 

■  yer  honor,  about  how  thick  you  war  this  time 
I  back  with  Captain  Ussher ;    an'  Miss  Feemy 

too,  an*  the  masthur  ;  an*  that  when  the  likes  of 
him  wor  as  one  of  the  family,  it's  little  the  likes 
of  them  would  be  gettin'  now  from  Ballycloran, 
only  hard  words,  and  maybe  a  help  to  Carrick 
Gaol." 

*'  Because  Captain  Ussher  visits  at  Bally- 
doran,  is  that  any  reason  why  he  should  inter- 
fere between  my  father  and  his  tenants  ?" 

"Sorra  a  one  av  me  knows  then,  Misthur 
Thady ;  only  that  the  tenants  is  no  good  frinds 
to  the  Captain  ;  nor  why  should  they,  an'  he 
going  through  the  counLhry  with  a  lot  of  idle 
blagguards,  with  arms,  an'  guns,  sazin'  the  poor 
divils  for  nothin*  at  all,  only  for  thryin*  to  make 
out   the  rint   for  yer  honor,  with  a  thrifle  of 

■  potheen?    That's  quare  friendship;  ay,  au'  it's 
f  the  truth  Vm  tellin'  you,   Misthur  Thady,  for 

he*s  no  frind  to  you  or  yours.  Shure  isn't  Pat 
Reynolds  in  Ballinamore  Bridewell  on  his 
account,  an*  two  other  boys  from  the  mountains 
behind  Drumleesh,  becaze  they  found  a  thrifle 
of  half  malted  barley  up  there  among  them  ? 
an'  be  the  same  token,  Joe  was  sayin',  if  the 
frind  of  the  family  war  paisecuim^  \\\^tci  ^^x 
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way,  an'  puttin'  •  his  brother  in  gaol,  whilst  the 
masthur  wouldn't  rise  a  linger,  barrin'  for  the 
rint,  the  sooner  he  an'  his  were  off  the  estate, 
the  betther  he'd  like  it ;  for  Joe  sed  he'd  not  be 
fightin'  agin  his  own  masthur,  but  whin  you  war 
not  his  masthur  any  more, — then  let  every  one 
look  to  hisself." 

Whilst  Brady  was  giving  this  short  exposk  of 
the  feelings  displayed  at  the  little  whiskey  shop 
in  MohiU  on  the  previous  fair  day,  young 
Macdermot  was  pulling  hard  at  the  dhudheen, 
as  if  trying  to  hide  his  embarrassment  in  smoke. 
Brady  paused  for  some  time,  and  then  added, 

"  Joe  mostly  leads  those  boys  up  at  Drum- 
leesh,  an'  hard  to  lead  they  are ;  I'm  thinking 
Captain  Ussher,  with  all  his  revenue  of  peelers 
an*  his  guns,  may  meet  his  match  there  yit. 
They'll  hole  him,  av  he  goes  on  much  farthur, 
as  shure  as  my  name's  Pat." 

"  They'll  get  the  worst  of  that,  Brady— not 
that  I  care  a  thrawneen  for  him  and  his  com- 
pany. If  s  true  for  you ;  he  is  persecuting  them 
too  far ;  what  with  revenue  police,  constabulary 
police,  and  magistrates'  warrants,  they  won't  let 
them  walk  to  mass  quietly  next.  I  didn't  care 
what  they  did  to  Master  Myles,  but  they'd  have 
the  worst  of  it  in  the  end." 

"And  it's  little  you  ought  to  care  for  the 
same  Captain,  Misthur  Thady,  av  you  heard 
all.  It's  little  he's  making  of  Miss  Feemy's 
name  with  the  police  captain,  and  the  young 
gauger,  and  young  James  Fitzsimon,  when 
die)r're  over  there  at  Ballinamore  together — ^and 
great  nights  they  have  ol  it  too ;  thou^b.  iVvfc^ 
all  have  it  in  Mohill  he's  to  marry  Miss  ¥eem^. 
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If  so,  indeed  I  but  then  isn't  he  a  black  Protes- 
tant, sorrow  take  them  for  Protestants  !  There's 
Hyacinth  Keegan  calls  himself  a  Protestant 
now;  his  father  wam*t  ashamed  of  the  ould 
religion,  when  he  sarved  processes  away  to 
Dnimshambo/' 

"  And  what  wor  the  gentlemen  saying  about 
Feemy,  Pat  ?  *' 

"Oh,  yer  honor,  how  could  I  know  what 
gentlemin  is  saying  over  their  punch,  together? 
only  they  do  be  say  in*  in  Ballinamore,  that  the 
Captain  doesn't  spake  that  dacently  of  Miss 
Feemy,  as  if  they  wor  to  be  man  and  wife: 
sorrow  blister  his  tongue  the  day  he'd  say  a  bad 
word  of  her  ! " 

**  Faith  he'd  better  take  care  of  himself,  if  it's 
my  sister  he's  playing  his  game  with ;  he'll  find 
our,  though  there  aint  much  to  be  got  worth 
having  at  Ballycloran  now,  as  long  as  there's  a 
Macdermot  in  it,  he  may  still  get  the  trait  men  t 
a  blackguard  desarves,  if  he  plays  his  tricks 
with  Feeray  I  *' 

Pat  saw  that  his  object  had  been  gained  ;  he 
suspected  that  no  warm  feelings  of  friendship 
existed  in  his  master  towards  the  aforesaid 
Captain,  and  he  was  determined  there  should 
be  none  if  he  could  help  it.  He  was  not  wrong 
in  his  surmises ;  for,  from  the  constant  visits  of 
Myles  Ussher  to  Ballycloran,  people  had  for 
some  time  been  saying  that  he  meant  to  marry 
Fcemy.  They  now  began  to  say  that  he  ought 
to  do  so. 

While  her  brother  and  his  minister  are  dis- 

cussiag  that  subject^  and  others — settling  who 

coald  pay,  or  who  should  pay,  at  l\ie  cou\oc,^\\<m 
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of  the  tenants  to  be  held  on  the  coming  Friday, 
and  who  couldn't,  and  who  should  be  ejected, 
and  who  not — ^we  will  obtain  a  little  insight  into 
Captain  Ussher's  affairs,  and  account  for  the 
residence  of  so  gallant  a  gentleman  in  the  little 
town  of  MohilL 


CHAPTER    IV 

MYLES   USSHER 

Every  one  knows  that  Ireland,  for  her  sins, 
maintains  two  distinct,  regularly  organised 
bodies  of  police ;  the  duties  of  the  one  being 
to  prevent  the  distillation  of  potheen  or  illicit 
whiskey,  those  of  the  other  to  check  the  riots 
created  by  its  consumption.  These  forces,  for 
they  are  in  fact  military  forces,  have  each  their 
officers,  sub-officers,  and  privates,  as  the  army 
has ;  their  dress,  full  dress,  and  half  dress ;  their 
arms,  field  arms,  and  house  arms;  their  barracks, 
stations,  and  military  regulations ;  their  captains, 
colonels,  and  commander-in-chief,  but  called  by 
other  names ;  and,  in  fact,  each  body  is  a  regu- 
larly disciplined  force,  only  differing  from  the 
standing  army  by  being  carried  on  in  a  more 
expensive  manner. 

The  first  of  these — that  for  preventing  the 
distillation  of  potheen,  commonly  called  the 
revenue  police — ^was,  at  the  time  of  our  story, 
honoured  by  the  services  of  Myles  UssVvei,  K^ 
held  the  office  of  one  of  the  sub-it\sptcV.at^  Va. 
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the  county  of  LeitTim,  and  he  resided  in  the 
town  of  Mohill ;  he  had  a  body  of  about  five- 
and-twenty  men  under  hira,  with  a  sergeant ; 
and  his  duty  was,  as  I  have  before  said,  to 
prevent  the  distdlation  of  potheen-  This  was 
only  to  be  done  by  seizing  it  wheu  made,  or  in 
I  he  process  of  making;  and,  as  a  considerable 
portion  of  the  fine  levied  in  all  cases  possible 
from  the  dealers  in  the  trade,  became  the  per- 
quisite of  the  sub-inspector  or  officer  effecting 
the  seizure,  the  situation  in  a  wild  lawless  dis- 
trict was  one  of  considerable  emolument }  con- 
sequently gentlemen  ot  repute  and  good  family 
were  glad  to  get  their  sons  into  the  service,  and 
at  the  present  time,  a  commission  in  the  revenue 
police  is  considered,  if  not  a  more  fashionable, 
at  any  rate  a  more  lucrative  appointment  than 
a  commission  in  the  army.  Among  these  officers 
some  of  course  would  be  more  active  than  others» 
and  would  consequently  make  more  money ; 
but  it  will  be  easily  imagined^  that  however 
much  the  activity  of  a  sub-inspector  of  revenue 
police  might  add  to  his  character  and  standing 
at  headquarters,  it  would  not  be  likely  to  make 
him  popular  in  the  neighbourhood  in  which  he 
resided. 

MylesUssher  was  most  active  in  the  situation 
which  he  filled;  whether  an  impartial  judge 
would  have  said  that  he  was  too  much  so, 
would  be  a  question  difficult  to  settle,  as  1  have 
no  impartial  judge  on  the  subject  to  whom  I 
can  refer;  but  the  persons  among  whom  he 
lived  thought  that  he  was.  At  the  time  I  allude 
to,  about  ten  years  ago,  a  great  deal  of  whiskey 
was  distilled  in  the  mountaVas  runmiv^  \>^vw^t,Ti 
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the  counties  of  Leitrim  and  Cavan,  and  in 
different  parts  of  the  County  Leitrim.  Father 
Mathew's  pledge  was  then  unknown;  the  dis- 
trict is  a  wild  country,  not  much  favoured  by 
gentlemen's  residences,  and  very  poor;  and 
though  it  may  seem  to  be  an  anomaly,  it  will 
always  be  found  to  be  the  case  that  the  poorer 
the  people  are  the  more  they  drink ;  and,  con- 
sequently, Captain  Ussher,  as  he  was  usually 
called  in  the  neighbourhood,  found  sufficient 
occupation  for  himself  and  hiis  men. 

Now  the  case  is  different ;  the  revenue  police 
remain,  but  their  duties  have,  in  most  districts, 
gone;  and  they  may  be  seen  patrolling  the 
roads  with  their  officers  accompanying  them, 
being  bound  to  walk  so  many  miles  a  day.  It 
is  very  seldom  one  hears  of  their  effecting  a 
seizure,  and  their. inactivity  is  no  doubt  owing 
to  the  prevalence  of  Father  Mathew's  pledge  of 
total  abstinence. 

Myles  Ussher  was  a  Protestant,  from  the 
County  Antrim  in  the  north  of  Ireland,  the 
illegitimate  son  of  a  gentleman  of  large  pro- 
perty, who  had  procured  him  the  situation  which 
he  held  ;  he  had  been  tolerably  well  educated  ; 
that  is,  he  could  read  and  write  sufficiently, 
understood  somewhat  of  the  nature  of  figures, 
and  had  learnt,  and  since  utterly  forgotten,  the 
Latin  grammar.  He  had  natural  abilities  some- 
what above  par;  was  good-looking,  strongly 
made,  and  possessed  that  kind  of  courage,  which 
arises  more  from  animal  spirits,  and  from  not 
having  yet  experienced  the  evil  effects  of  danger, 
than  from  real  capabilities  of  enduring  its  con- 
sequeaces,    Myles  Ussher  had  never  ^eX.  Y^eer^ 
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bit  in  a  duel,  and  would  therefore  have  no 
hesitation  in  fighting  one;  he  had  never  yet 
been  seriously  injured  in  riding,  and  would 
therefore  ride  any  horse  boldly  *  he  had  never 
had  his  head  broken  in  a  row,  and  therefore 
would  readily  go  into  one ;  he  cared  little  for 
bodily  pain  if  it  did  not  incapacitate  him,— little 
at  least  for  any  pain  he  had  as  yet  endured,  and 
his  imagination  was  not  strong  enough  to  suggest 
any  worse  evil.  And  this  kind  of  courage, 
which  is  the  species  by  far  most  generally  met 
with,  was  sufficient  for  the  life  he  had  to  lead. 

But  the  quality  in  which  Ussher  chiefly  ex- 
celled, and  which  was  most  conducive  to  give 
him  the  character  which  he  certainly  held  in  the 
country  for  courage,  talent,  and  gallantry,  was 
his  self-confidence  and  assurance.  He  believed 
himself  Inferior  to  none  in  powers  of  body  and 
mind,  and  that  he  could  accomplish  whatever 
he  perseveringly  attempted*  He  had,  moreover, 
an  overwhelming  contempt  for  the  poor,  amongst 
whom  his  duties  so  constantly  brought  him,  and 
it  is  not  therefore  wonderfiil  that  he  was  equally 
feared  and  execrated  by  them.  I  should  also 
state  that  Myles  Ussher  had  had  sagacity 
enough  to  keep  some  of  the  money  which  he 
had  received,  and  this  added  not  a  little  both 
to  his  reputation  and  standing  in  the  country, 
and  also  to  the  real  power  which  he  possessed ; 
for  in  Connaught  ready  money  is  scarce,  and  its 
scarcity  creates  its  importance. 

This,    then,   was    Fecmy's    lover,   and    she 

certainly  did  love  him  dearly  ;  he  had  all  the 

chief  ornaments  of  her  novel  heroes — he  was 

handsome,   he    carried    aims^  was  a  ma^u  of 
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,  and    talked  of  deeds  of  courage ;    he 

uniform  j  be  rode  more  gracefuDy^  talked 

more  fluently,  and  seemed  a  more  mighty 
personage,  than  any  other  one  whom  Feemy 
usually  met.  Besides,  he  gloried  in  the  title  of 
Captain,  and  would  not  that  be  sufficient  to 
engage  the  heart  of  any  girl  in  Feemy*s  position  ? 
let  alone  any  Irish  girl,  to  whom  the  ornaments 
of  arms  are  always  dear.  But  whether  he  loved 
r  as  truly,  might,  I  fear,  be  considered  doubt- 

if  so,  why  were  they  not  married  ? 
Larry  Macdermot  was  too  broken-hearted  a 
man,  and  too  low-spirited,  to  have  objected  to 
Myles  on  the  ground  of  his  being  a  Protestant ; 
it  was  not  that  he  was  indifferent  about  his 
religion,  but  he  had  not  heart  enough  left  to  be 
energetic  on  any  subject,  1ti  other  respects, 
"  yles  was  more  than  a  match  for  his  daughter, 
the  present  fallen  condition  of  the  family. 
But  the  matter  had  not  even  been  mentioned 
to  him  by  his  daughter  or  her  loven  Ussher 
was  constantly  at  Ballycloran,— was  in  the  habit 
riding  over  from  Mohill,  only  three  miles, 
ost  daily,  when  disengaged,  giving  his  horse 
Patsy^  the  only  male  attendant  at  Ballycloran, 
d  staying  the  whole  morning,  or  the  evening, 
ere,  without  invitation  j  and  Larry,  if  he  never 
emed  particularly  glad,  at  any  rate  never 
inced  any  dislike  to  his  visits. 
Whatever  war  the  sub-inspector  might  wage 
in  St  run  spirits  in  the  mountains  and  bogs, 
always  appeared  on  good  terms  with  it  at 
Jycloran,  and  as  the  Macdermots  had  but 
le  else  to  give  in  the  way  of  hospitality^  thv^ 
was  we}}* 
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Young  Thady  could  not  but  see  that  his  sister 
was  attached  to  Ussher  ;  but  he  knew  that  she 
could  not  do  better  than  mniry  htm,  and  if  he 
considered  much  about  it,  he  thought  that  she 
was  only  taking  her  fun  out  of  it,  as  other  girls 
did,  and  that  it  would  all  come  right.  Thady 
was  warmly  attached  to  his  sister ;  he  had  had 
no  one  else  really  to  love  ;  he  was  too  sullen  at 
his  prospects,  too  gloomy  from  his  situation,  to 
have  chosen  for  himself  any  loved  one  on  whom 
to  expend  his  heart ;  he  was  of  a  disposition  too 
satumiae,  though  an  Irishman,  to  go  and  look 
for  love  when  it  did  not  fall  in  his  way,  and  all 
that  he  had  to  give  he  gave  to  his  sister.  But 
it  must  be  remembered  that  poor  Thady  had  no 
refinement;  how  should  he?  And  though  he 
would  let  no  one  injure  Feemy  if  he  could  help 
it,  he  hardly  knew  how  effectually  to  protect 
her-  His  suspicions  were  now  aroused  by  his 
counsellor  Pat  Brady  ;  but  the  effect  was  rather 
to  create  increased  dislike  in  him  against  Ussher, 
than  to  give  rise  to  any  properly  concerted  scheme 
for  his  sister's  welfare. 

On  the  evening  previous  to  the  fair  at  MohiU 
mentioned  in  the  last  chapter,  Captain  Ussher 
with  a  party  of  his  men  had  succeeded  in  making 
a  seizure  of  some  half-malted  barley  in  a  cabin 
on  the  margin  of  a  little  lake  on  the  low  moun- 
tains, which  lay  between  Mohill  and  Cashcarri- 
gan.  He  had,  as  in  these  cases  was  always  his 
practice,  received  information  from  a  spy  in  his 
pay,  who  accompanied  him,  dressed  as  one  of 
bis  own  men,  to  prevent  any  chance  of  his 
being  recognised ;  this  man's  name  was  Cogan, 
and  be  had  been  m  the  habit  of  buying  illicit 
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whiskey  from  the  makers  at  a  very  cheap  rate, 
and  carrying  it  round  to  the  farmers'  houses  and 
towns  for  sale,  whereby  he  obtained  considerable 
profit,  but  at  considerable  risk.  With  this  em- 
ployment Captain  Ussher  had  made  himself 
acquainted,  and  instead  of  seizing  the  man 
whilst  in  possession  of  the  whiskey,  he  had 
sounded  him,  and  finding  him  sufficiently  a 
villain,  had  taken  him  into  his  pay  as  a  spy ; 
this  trade  Cogan  found  more  lucrative  even 
than  the  former,  but  also  more  dangerous ;  as 
if  detected  he  might  reckon  on  his  death  as 
certain.  He  still  continued  to  buy  the  spirits 
from  the  people,  but  in  smaller  quantities ;  he 
offered  lower  prices ;  and  though  he  nominally 
kept  up  the  trade,  it  was  more  for  the  purpose 
of  knowing  where  the  potheen  was,  than  of 
buying  and  selling  it 

It  was  not  wonderful  therefore  that  more 
seizures  than  ever  had  been  lately  made,  and 
that  the  men  were  getting  more  cautious,  and 
at  the  same  time  more  irate  and  violent  in  their 
language.  In  the  present  instance  the  party 
had  come  on  the  cabin  in  question  unawares ; 
not  that  they  might  not  have  been  noticed,  but 
that  the  people  were  confident  of  not  being 
suspected.  No  whiskey  had  been  run  there; 
and  the  barley  had  only  lately  been  brought  in 
turf  kishes  from  another  cabin  where  it  was  not 
thought  to  be  safe. 

Three  men  and  an  old  woman  were  found  in 
the  cabin  when  Captain  Ussher  entered  with 
three  of  his  own  men.  On  being  questioned 
they  denied  the  existence  of  either  whiskey, 
malt^  or  barley;  but  on  searching,  fti^  VSCvciX. 
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article  was  found  in  the  very  kishes  in  which  it 
had  been  brought ;  they  were  easily  discovered 
shoved  into  the  dark  chimney  corner  farthest 
from  the  door* 

"  Dat  I  may  never  see  the  light,"  began  the 
old  woman,  "  if  I  thought  it  wor  anything  but 
the  turf,  and  jist  the  kishes  that  Barney  Smith 
left  there,  the  morn  ;  and  he  to  say  nothing  of 
the  barley,  and  bring  all  these  th roubles  on  me 
and  yer  honer, — the  like  of  him,  the  spalpeen  ! " 

"Never  mind  my  trouble,  my  dear,"  said 
Ussher  ;  **  it  is  little  we  think  of  the  trouble  of 
easing  you ;  and  who's  Barney  Smith,  ma'am  ?  *' 

**  Oh,  then,  Barney's  jist  my  daughter's  own 
son ;  and  he  coming  down  from  the  mountains 
with  turf,  and  said  he  must  lave  the  kishes  here, 
till  he  just  went  back  round  Loch  Sheen  with 
the  ass  he'd  borrowed  from  Paddy  Byrne,  and 
he^dbe— " 

**And  very  good  natured  it  was  of  him  to 
leave  you  the  malt  instead  of  the  turf]  and  who 
are  you,  my  good  men  ?  " 

The  men  had  continued  smoking  their  pipes 
quietly  at  the  fire  without  stirring. 

"We  be  sthrangers  here,  yer  honer/'  said 
one ;  "  that  is,  not  sthrangers  jistp  but  we  don't 
live  here,  yer  honer." 

**  Where  do  you  live,  and  what's  your 
names  ?  " 

'*  I  and  Joe  Smith  live  down  away  jist  on  the 
road  to  Cash,  about  half  a  mile  out  of  this; 
and  Tim  Reynolds,  he  lives  away  at  Drumleesh, 
on  Mr.  Macdermot's  land ;  and  ray  name's 
Paddy  Byrne." 

*'Oh,  oh;  so  one  of  you  \s  Cathet  of  the  lad 
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who  brought  the  donkey,  and  the  other  the 
owner  of  it ;  and  you  neither  of  you  knew  what 
was  in  the  kishes." 

"  Sorrow  a  know,  yer  honer ;  ye  see  Barney 
brought  them  down  here  from  the  mountains 
when  we  warn't  in  it ;  and  it  war  some  of  the 
boys  up  there  was  getting  him  to  get  away  the 
malt  unknownst,  hearing  of  yer  honer,  maybe." 

"  Ah,  yes,  I  see — whose  land  is  this  on  ?  " 

"  Counseller  Webb's,  yer  honer." 

"  Who  holds  the  cabin  and  potato  garden  ?  " 

"  I  do,  your  honer,  jist  for  my  wife*s  mother, 
ye  see;  but  I  live  down  towards  Cash." 

"  Ah,  very  good-natured  of  you  to  your  wife's 
mother.  I  hope  the  three  of  you  have  no 
objection  to  take  a  walk  to  Mohill  this 
evening." 

"Ochone,  ochone,  and  it's  ruined  we'll  be, 
yer  honer ;  and  that  I  may  never  see  the  Jight 
if  the  boys  knew  it ;  and  yer  honer  wouldn't 
have  the  death  of  an  ould  woman  on  ye  1 "  the 
old  woman  was  exclaiming,  while  the  police 
began  seizing  the  malt  and  making  prisoners 
of  the  men. 

"  Carol,  see  and  get  an  ass  to  put  these  kishes 
on,"  said  Ussher.  **  Killeen,  pass  a  rope  across 
these  fellows'  arms ;  I  suppose  they'll  go  quiet." 

It  was  now  full  time  for  the  men  to  arise  when 
they  found  that  the  rope  was  to  be  fastened 
across  their  arms ;  which  meant  that  a  rope  was 
to  be  fastened  on  the  right  arm  of  one,  passed 
behind  his  back,  fastened  to  the  arm  of  the 
second,  and  so  behind  his  back  to  the  third. 
Smith  and  Byrne,  the  former  of  whom  in  spite 
of  bis  protestations  to  the  contrary  was  \\\^ 
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inhabitant  of  the  cabin,  had  given  the  matter  up 
as  lost ;  but  as  the  other,  Tim  Reynolds,  did  in 
^ct  reside  at  Drumleesh,  he  thought  he  might 
stilt  show  some  cause  why  he  should  not  be 
arrested  for  visiting  bis  friend  Joe  Smith, 

**  Yei  honer  won't  be  afther  taking  an  innocent 
boy  like  me,"  began  Tim,  "that  knows  nothing 
at  all  at  all  about  it  Shure  yer  honer  knows 
the  masther,  Mn  Thady  down  at  Biliydoran ; 
he  will  tell  yer  honer  Fd  nothing  in  life  to  do 
in  it.  Then  don't  you  know  yourself  I  live  with 
Joe  Reynolds  down  at  Drumleesh,  and  war  only 
up  here  jist  gagging  with  the  ould  woman  and 
the  boys,  and  knew  nothing  in  life — ^how  could 
I?— about  the  malt,  Captain  Ussher.'* 

"  Oh  no,  Mr.  Reyiiplds,  of  course  you  could 
not ;  how  could  you,  as  you  justly  observe, — 
particuktly  being  the  brother  of  that  inoffensive 
character  Mr.  Joe  Reynolds,  and  you  living  too 
on  Mr.  Macdermot's  property.  You  and  your 
brother  never  ran  whiskey  at  Drumleesh,  I 
suppose.  Why  should  a  tenant  of  the  Macder- 
mots  escape  any  more  than  one  of  Counsellor 
Webb's?*' 

"  No,  yer  honer,  in  course  not ;  only  you 
being  so  thick  with  the  masther,  and  that  like ; 
and  av  he*d  spake  a  good  word  for  me— as 
why  shouldn't  he  ?— and  I  knowing  nothing  at 
all  at  all  about  it,  perhaps  yer  honer — " 

"  Tm  sorry,  Mr,  Reynolds,  I  cannot  oblige 
you  in  this  htlle  matter,  but  that's  not  the  way 
I  do  business.  Come  along,  Killeen ;  hurry, 
it's  getting  d — d  cold  here  by  the  water/' 

VVitJi  this  Captain  Ussher  walked  out  of  the 
caMn,  sad  the  two  men  fo\\owe<5»t^e\v\vw'^' 
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an  end  of  the  rope.  Smith  and  Byrne  followed 
doggedly,  but  silently;  but  poor  Reynolds, 
though  no  lawyer,  could  not  but  feel  that  he 
was  unjustly  treated. 

"And  will  I  go  to  gaol  then,  jist  for  coming 
up  to  see  ould  widow  Byrne,  Captain  ?  " 

•*  Yes,  Mr.  Reynolds,  as  far  as  I  can  foresee, 
you  wilL" 

"Then,  Captain  Ussher,  it's  you'll  be  sorry 
for  the  day  you  were  trating  that  way  an 
innocent  boy  that  knows  nothing  at  all  at  all 
about  it." 

"Do  you  mean  to  be  threatening  me,  you 
niflfian?" 

"  No,  Captain  Ussher,  I  doesn't  threaten  you, 
but  there  is  them  as  does ;  and  it's  this  day's 
work,  or  this  night's  that's  all  the  same,  will  be 
the  black  night  work  to  you.  It's  the  like  of 
you  that  makes  ruffians  of  the  boys  about;  they 
isn't  left  the  manes  of  living,  not  even  of  getting 
the  dhry  pratees ;  and  when  they  tries  to  make 
out  the  rint  with  the  whiskey,  which  is  not  for 
themselves  but  for  them  as  is  your  own  friends, 
you  hunts  them  through  the  mountains  and 
bogs  like  worried  foxes;  and  not  that  only; 
but  for  them  as  does  it,  and  them  as  does  not 
be  doing  it,  is  all  the  same ;  and  it's  little  the 
masther,  or,  for  the  like  of  that,  the  masther's 
daughter  either,  will  be  getting  from  being  so 
thick  with  sich  as  you, — harrowing  and  sazing 
his  tenants  jist  for  your  own  fun  and  divarsion. 
Mind  I  am  not  threatening  you.  Captain  Ussher, 
but  it's  little  good  you  or  them  as  is  in  Bally- 
cloran  will  be  getting  for  the  work  you're  now 
doing — What   are    you    pulling    at,  mv^NJcvtx'^ 
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D'ye  think  I  can't  walk  av  myself,  without 
your  hauling  and  pulling  like  a  gossoon  at  a 
pig*«  hind  leg/' 

The  last  part  of  Tim's  eloquence  was  addressed 
to  the  man  who  held  the  foremost  end  of  the 
rope,  and  who  was  following  his  officer  at  a 
rapid  pace- 
Captain  Ussher  made  no  further  answer  to 
his  reraonstratmg  prisoner,  but  marched  on 
rapidly  towards  Carrick  after  the  advanced 
party,  with  whom  was  Cogan  the  informer. 
He,  after  having  pointed  out  the  cabin,  of 
course  did  not  wait  to  be  recognised  by  its 
occupiers.  This  capture  was  the  subject  of  the 
discussion  held  on  the  fair-day  at  Mulreadys 
whiskey-shop  in  Mohill,  at  which  Joe  Reynolds 
the  prisoner's  brother  had  piesided,  as  Brady 
informed  Thady  Macdermor, — or  at  any  rale 
had  taken  the  most  noisy  part.  To  tell  the 
truth,  our  friend  Pat  himself  had  been  present 
all  the  evening  at  Mulready's,  and  if  he  did  not 
talk  so  loud,  he  had  said  full  as  much  as  Joe, 
The  latter  was  naturally  indignant  at  the  capture 
of  his  brother,  who,  in  fact,  at  the  time  was 
living  in  his  cabin,  though  he  did  hold  an  acre 
or  two  of  ground  in  the  same  town-land  as  Joe 
Smith  and  the  widow  Byrne.  He  was  not, 
however,  engaged  in  the  potheen  making  there; 
and  though  at  the  moment  of  the  entrance  of 
the  pohce,  the  party  were  all  talking  of  the 
malt,  which  had,  in  fact,  been  brought  from 
Byrne's  cabin  10  that  of  his  mother  and  brother- 
iu-law,  Reynolds  had  really  nothing  to  do  with 
ihe  concern. 
His  known  innocence  made  tht  ^atv^  mw^ 
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mdignant,  and  they  consequently  swore  that 
among  them  they'd  put  an  end  to  our  poor 
friend  Ussher,  or  as  Joe  Reynolds  expressed  it, 
"  we'll  hole  hhn  till  there  ar'nt  a  bit  left  in  him 
to  hole."  Now,  for  the  benefit  of  the  ignorant,  T 
I  may  say  that,  "  holing  a  man,"  means  putting 
a  bullet  through  him.  ^ 

The  injuries  done  by  the  police  were  not, 
however,  the  only  subject  discussed  at  Mul- 
ready's  that  night. 

Ribhoaisra,  about  1 83-,  was  again  becoming 
very  prevalent  in  parts  of  Ireland,  at  any  rate 
so  said  the  stipendiary  magistrates  and  the 
inspectors  of  police;  and  if  they  said  true, 
County  Leitrim  was  full  of  ribbonmen,  and  no 
town  so  full  as  Mohill.  Consequently  the 
police  sub-inspector  at  Ballinamore,  Captain 
Greenough,  haid  his  spies  as  well  as  Captain 
Ussher,  and  Joe  Reynolds  was  a  man  against 
whom  secret  information  had  been  given.  Joe 
was  aware  tnaT  lie  was  a' marked  man,  and  con- 
sequently, if  not  actually  a  ribbonman,  was  very 
well  inclined  to  that  or  anything  else,  which 
might  be  inimical  to  gaols,  policemen,  inspectors, 
gangers,  or  any  other  recognised  authority  j  in 
^ct,  he  was  a  reckless  man,  originally  rendered 
so  by  inability  to  pay  high  rent  for  miserably 
bad  land,  and  afterwards  becoming  doubly  so 
from  having  recourse  to  illegal  means  to  ease 
him  of  his  difficulties. 

He,  and  many  others  in  the  neighbourhood 
of    Mohill    somewhat    similarly   situated,   had 
joined  together,  bound  themselves   by   oaths, 
and  had  determined   to   become  libboiim^tv.  \ 
tbeir  chief  objects,  however,  at  pieseiil,  N«ei^  \.o 
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free  themselves  from  the  terrors  of  Captains 
Ussher  and  Greenough,  and  to  prei^ent  their 
landlords  ejecting  them  for  non-pa>Tnent  of 
rent.  It  would  be  supposed  a  man  of  Pat 
Brady's  discernment,  station,  and  character, 
would  not  have  wished  to  belong  to,  or  have 
been  admitted  by,  so  desperate  a  society;  but 
he^  nevertheless,  was  not  only  of  them,  but  one 
of  their  leaders,  and  it  can  only  be  supposed 
that  "he  had  his  rasons." 

All  these  things  were  fully  talked  over  at 
Mulready*s  that  night  The  indignities  offered 
to  humanity  by  police  of  eveiy  kmd,  the  ioi- 
quities  of  all  Protestants,  the  benefits  likely  to 
accrue  to  mankind  from  an  unlimited  manu- 
facture of  potheen,  and  the  injustice  of  rents, 
were  fully  discussed;  on  the  latter  head  cer- 
tainly Brady  fought  the  battle  of  his  master,  and 
not  unsuccessfully  •  but  not  on  the  head  that  he 
had  a  right  to  his  own  rents,  but  what  he  was  to 
do  about  Flannelly,  if  he  did  not  get  them. 

**And  sliure,  boys,  what  would  the  ould 
masther  do,  and  what  would  Mr.  Thady  do 
without  the  rint  among  ye, — an'  ould  Flannelly 
dMnning  about  him  with  his  bonds,  and  his  bills 
id  morgidges  ?  HowM  ye  like  to  see  the  good 
^uld  blood  that's  in  it  now,  driven  out  by  the 
likes  of  Flannelly  and  Keegan,  and  them  to  be 
masthers  in  Ballycloran  ?  " 

**  That's  all  very  well,  Pat,  and  we'd  be  sorry 
to  see  harum  come  to  Mr.  Larry  and  the  young 
masther  along  of  such  born  robbers  as  them; 
but  is  them  dearer  to  us  than  our  own  flesh  and 
Wood  ?  As  Jong  as  they  and  the  like  of  them*d 
s/anci  between  us  and  want,  the  dWiV  a  IS.tt^'Mv 


Myles  Ussher  39 

of  them  aird  dare  put  a  foot  in  Ballycloran. 
But  who  is  it  now  rules  all  at  Ballycloran? 
Who,  but  that  bloody  robber,  Ussher  ?  They'd 
go  through  the  country  for  hiifi,  the  born  ruffian, 
— may  food  choke  him  ! — and  he  making  little 
of  them  all  the  time.  Bad  manners  to  the  Uke 
of  him  I  they  say  he  never  called  an  honest 
woman'  his  mother.  Will  I,  Mr.  Brady,  be 
giving  my  blood  for  them,  and  he  putting  my 
brother  in  gaol,  and  all  for  sitting  up  warming 
his  shins  at  Loch  Sheen?  No;  may  this  be 
my  curse  if  I  do  ! "  and  Joe  Reynolds  swallowed 
a  glass  of  whiskey ;  **  and  you  may  tell  Mr. 
Thady,  Pat,  if  he  wants  the  boys  to  stick  to 
him,  let  him  stick  to  them,  and  not  be  helping 
a  d— d  ruffian  to  be  dhriving  the  lives  out  of 
them  he  should  befriend.  And  maybe  he  will 
want  us,  and  that  soon  ;  and  if  he'll  stick  to  us 
now,  as  his  fathers  always  did,  sure  it's  little  he 
need  be  fearing  Flannelly  and  Keegan.  By 
G — ,  the  first  foot  they  set  in  Ballycloran  they 
shall  leave  there  for  ever,  if  Thady  Macdermot 
will  help  rid  his  father's  land  of  that  bloody 
ruffian." 

"It's  little  Mr.  Thady  loves  the  Captain,  Joe, 
and  it's  little  he  ever  will,  I  think;  however, 
you  can  come  up,  you  know,  on  Friday,  and 
say  your  own  say  about  your  brother,  and  the 
rint  and  alL" 

"  And  so  I  will  come,  Pat ;  but  there's  all  the 
rint  I  have,  and  Mrs.  Muheady,  I  think,  '11  have 
the  best  part  of  that,"  and  he  jingled  a  few  half- 
pence in  his  pocket  So  ended  the  meeting 
previous  to  the  conversation  in  M.ajcdeimoSl"& 
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CHAPTER    V 


FATHER  JOHN 


TaK  Rev.  Joha  McGrath  was  priest  of  the  parish 
of  Dmmsna  at  the  time  of  which  we  write.  This 
rish  contains  the  post  town  of  Dnicnsna  and 
country  adjaceot,  including   the  town-land 

'and  demesne  of  Ballycloraa  At  this  time  the 
spacious  chapel  which  now  stands  on  the  hill 
about  two  miles  out  of  Drumsna  had  not  been 
built,  and  Father  John's  chapel  was  situated  on 
the  road  from  Drumsna  to  Ballycloran,  Near 
this  he  had  built  himself  a  small  cottage  in  the 
quasi-Gothic  style,  for  Father  John  was  a  man 
of  taste ;  he  rented  also  about  twenty  acres  of 
land,  half  of  this  being  on  the  Macdermots* 
estate. 

The  Rev.  Mr,  McGrath  is  destined  to  appear 
somewhat  prominently  in  this  history,  and  I 
must  therefore  be  excused  in  giving  a  somewhat 
elaborate  description  of  him. 

He  had  been,  like  many  of  the  present  parish 
priests  in  Ireland,  educated  in  France ;  he  had 
been  at  college  at  St»  Omer,  and  afterwards  at 
Paris,  and  had  officiated  as  a  cure  there ;  he 
had  consequently  seen  more  of  French  manners 
and  society  than  usually  falls  to  the  lot  of  Irish 
theological  students  in  that  capital.  He  was, 
also,  which  is  equally  unusual,  a  man  of  good 

family,  and  from  his  early  avocations  was  more 
^tte£j  than  is  generally  the  case  ^ViVl  v\iq^^  cil 
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his  order,  to  mix  in  society.  He  possessed  also 
very  considerable  talents,  and  much  more  than 
ordinary  acquirements,  great  natural  bonhomie^ 
and  perpetual  good  temper.  He  was  a  thorough 
French  scholar,  and  had  read  the  better  portion 
of  their  modern  literature.  On  leaving  Paris 
he  had  gone  to  Rome  on  a  begging  expedition, 
to  raise  funds  for  building  chapels  in  his  own 
country,  and  there  too  he  had  been  well  received ; 
and  from  thence  he  had  returned  to  take  pos- 
session of  a  populous  parish  in  one  of  the  very 
poorest  parts  of  Ireland. 

With  all  his  acquirements,  however,  in  many 
things  Father  John  was  little  better  than  a  child. 
Though  his  zeal  had  enabled  him  to  raise 
money  for  the  church,  he  could  never  keep  any 
of  his  own ;  he  had  always  his  little  difficulties, 
and  though  he  sedulously  strove  to  live  within 
his  income,  and  never  really  much  outstripped 
it,  he  was  always  in  want  of  money.  He  had 
built  his  house,  and,  unlike  his  neighbour,  had 
managed  to  pay  for  it;  but  he  was  always  in 
trouble  about  it ;  the  rats  were  in  the  roof,  and 
his  flooring  was  all  warped,  and  his  windows 
would  neither  open  nor  shut,  and  the  damp 
would  get  to  his  books.  Therefore,  though  his 
cottage  was,  exteriorly,  the  prettiest  house  in  his 
parish,  interiorly,  it  was  discomfort  personified. 

A  more  hospitable  man  than  Father  McGrath 
never  lived  even  in  Connaught ;  he  took  a  look 
in  at  dinner  time  as  a  personal  favour;  and 
whatever  might  be  the  state  of  his  larder,  his 
heart  was  always  full,  and  the  emptiness  of  the 
former  never  troubled  him.  He  had  not  the 
^i^htest  shame  at  asking  any  one  lo  eaX  ^VaXcit.^ 
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and  cold  mutton.  They  all  knew  him,  and 
what  they  were  likely  to  get  at  his  hou^e,  and  if 
they  did  not  choose,  they  need  not  come.  Who- 
ever did  come  had  as  good  as  he  had  himself. 
A  more  temperate  man  never  lived  ;  but  he  had 
as  much  pleasure  in  seeing  another  man  drink 
a  tumbler  of  punch,  as  any  one  else  would  in 
drinking  it  himself.  He  kept  under  his  own 
bed  a  great  stone  jar,  always,  partly  at  least,  full 
of  whiskey  of  native  manufacture ;  and  though, 
were  be  alone,  the  jar  would  long  have  remained 
untouched,  as  it  was,  it  very  often  had  to  be 
refilled.  Tumblers  he  had  only  two;  when 
his  guests  exceeded  that,  the  lea-cups  made 
their  appearance,  and  he  would  naively  tell  his 
friends  that  he  meant  to  buy  tumblers  when  he 
got  any  money ;  but,  heaven  help  them  I  if  he 
got  in  debt,  the  people  would  never  be  paid. 

His  whole  domestic  arrangements  were  on  a 
par :  his  crockery  was  of  a  most  heterogeneous 
and  scanty  description;  his  furniture  of  the 
most  common  kind,  put  in  bit  by  bit,  as  it  was 
found  indispensable.  In  two  things  only  did 
Father  John  show  his  extravagance;  in  the 
first,  too,  his  expenditure  was  only  so  to  be 
called,  in  comparison  with  that  of  others  round 
him,  of  the  same  profession.  It  was  this — he 
was  always  dressed  like  a  gentleman ;  Father 
John's  bhck  coat  w^as  always  black,  never  rusty 
brown;  his  waistcoat,  his  trowsers,  his  garters, 
even  shoes,  the  same  ]  and  not  only  did  his 
clothes  always  look  new,  but  they  were  always 
well  made,  as  far  as  his  figure  would  allow ;  his 
hat  was  neat,  and  his  linen  clean ;  his  hands, 
iQo,  irvere  aiviays  dean,  and|  i»\\ctv  W  V!as  Ctoua 
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home,  always  gloved;  even  his  steady  cob, 
whom  he  called  Paul  (it  was  rumoured  that 
he  had  called  him  St.  Paul,  but  the  bishop 
objected),  together  with  his  saddle  and  bridle, 
was  always  neat ;  this  particular  was  nearly  all 
that  the  polish  of  French  society  had  left  him, 
and  those  who  are  accustomed  to  see  Irish 
priests  will  know  that  this  peculiarity  would  be 
striking.  His  other  expensive  taste  was  that 
of  books;  he  could  not  resist  the  temptation 
to  buy  books,  books  of  every  sort,  from  volumi- 
nous editions  of  St.  Chrysostom  to  Nicholas 
Nicklebys  and  Charles  O'Malleys;  and  conse- 
quently he  had  a  great  many.  But  alas!  he 
had  no  book  -  shelves,  not  one;  some  few 
volumes,  those  of  every  day  use,  were  piled 
on  the  top  of  one  another  in  his  little  sitting- 
room  ;  the  others  were  closely  packed  in  great 
boxes  in  different  parts  of  the  cottage — his  bed- 
room, his  little  offertory,  his  parlour,  and  many 
in  a  Uttle  drawing-room,  as  he  called  it,  but  in 
which  was  neither  chair  nor  table,  nor  ever 
appeared  the  sign  of  fire !  No  wonder  the  poor 
man  complained  the  damp  got  to  his  books. 

In  all  other  respects  Father  John  was  a  fair 
specimen  of  the  Irish  priesthood.  He  must 
have  been  an  eloquent  man,  for  he  had  been 
sent  on  different  foreign  missions  to  obtain 
money  for  building  chapels  by  preaching  ser- 
mons. But  his  appearance  was  anything  but 
dignified ;  he  was  very  short,  and  very  fat,  and 
had  little  or  no  appearance  of  neck;  his  face, 
however,  was  intelligent;  he  had  bright,  small 
black  eyes,  a  fine,  high  forehead,  very  white 
teetb,  and  short  thick,  curling,  daTkWvr. 
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As  I  am  on  the  subject  of  the  church, 
as  well  say  now  that  his  curate,  Father 
was  unlike  him  in  everything  but  his  zeal  for 
the  church.  He  was  educated  at  Maynooth, 
was  the  son  of  a  little  farmer  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, was  perfectly  illiterate, — but  chiefly 
showed  his  dissimilarity  to  the  parish  priest  by 
his  dirt  and  untidiness.  He  was  a  violei  ~ 
politician;  the  Catholic  Emancipation  had  bi 
come  law,  and  he  therefore  had  no  longer  that 
grievance  to  complain  of;  but  he  still  had 
national  grievances,  respecting  which  he  zej 
ously  declaimed,  when  he  could  find  a  hean 
Repeal  of  the  Union  was  not,  at  that  time,  the 
common  topic,  morning  and  night,  at  work  and 
at  rest,  at  table  and  even  at  the  altar,  as  it 
afterwards  became ;  but  there  were,  even  then, 
some  who  maintained  that  Ireland  would  never 
be  herself,  til!  the  Union  was  repealed;  and 
among  these  was  Father  Cullen.  He  was  as 
zealous  for  his  religion  as  for  his  politics ;  and 
he  could  become  tolerably  intimate  with  no 
Protestant,  without  thinking  he  was  specially 
called  OD  to  convert  hiro.  A  disciple  less  likely 
to  make  converts  than  Father  Cullen  it  would 
be  difficult  to  imagine,  seeing  that  in  language 
he  was  most  violent  and  ungrammatical — in 
appearance  most  uncouth — in  argument  most 
untain  He  was  impatient  if  any  one  spoke 
but  himself.  He  relied  in  all  such  arguments 
on  his  power  of  proving  logically  that  his  own 
church  was  the  true  church,  and  as  his  educa- 
tion had  been  logical,  he  put  all  his  arguments 
into  syllogisms.  If  you  could  not  answer  ht 
in  syllogisms,  he  conceived  that  ^ovi  must 
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evidently  to  yourself,  in  the  wrong,  and  that 
obstinacy  alone  prevented  you  from  owning 
it.  Father  CuUen's  redeeming  point  was  his 
earnestness, — his  reality;  he  had  no  humbug 
about  him;  whatever  was  there,  was  real;  he 
had  no  possible  appreciation  for  a  joke,  and 
he  understood  no  ridicule.  You  might  gull 
him,  and  dupe  him  for  ever,  he  would  never 
find  you  out ;  his  heart  and  mind  were  full  of 
the  Roman  Catholic  church  and  of  his  country's 
wrongs;  he  could  neither  think  nor  speak  of 
aught  beside. 

Ussher  was  the  only  Protestant  whom  this 
poor  man  was  in  the  habit  of  meeting,  and  he 
was  continually  attempting  to  convert  him ;  in 
which  pursuit  Ussher  rather  encouraged  him 
with  the  purpose  of  turning  him  into  ridicule. 

Such  were  the  spiritual  guides  of  the  inmates 
of  Baliycloran  and  its  neighbourhood. 

On  the  Wednesday  morning  after  the  fair, 
Father  John  was  sitting  eating  his  breakfast  in 
his  little  parlour,  attending  much  more  to  a 
book  on  the  table  before  him  than  to  the  large 
lumps  of  bread  and  butter  which  he  uncon- 
sciously swallowed,  when  the  old  woman  ser- 
vant, Judy  McCan,  opened  the  door  and  said, 

"  Father  John,  plase,  there's  Denis  McGovery 
wanting  to  see  yer  riverence,  below  then." 

People  in  Connaught  always  call  the  hall, 
door,  and  passage  **  below,"  the  parlour,  or 
sitting-room,  **  above,"  though,  in  nine  cases 
out  of  ten,  they  are  on  the  same  floor. 

"Why,  then,  Judy,"  said  Father  John,  with 
his  mouth  full,  '*bad  manners  to  them;  mayn't 
I  eat  a  bit  of  breakfast  in  peace  axv^  C3^\'^\."t 
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'here  was  I  at  the  widow  Byrne's  all  night, 

destroyed  with  the  cold,  and  nothing  the  matter 
with  her  at  last,  and  now  I  must  lose  my 
breakfast,  as  well  as  my  sleep." 

"  It's  nothing  of  that  sort,  I'm  thiEking,  Father 
John,  but  Denis  McGovery  is  afther  going  to 
get  married,  I  hear." 

**  Oh,"  exclaimed  Father  John,  **  that's  a  horse 
of  another  colour ;  going  to  get  married,  is  he  ? 
and  why  shouldn't  he,  and  he  able  to  support 
a  wife  ?  let  him  come  in,  Judy." 

It  will  be  remembered  that  the  "above"  and 
*' below"  in  the  priest's  house  were  only  terms 
of  compliment,  and,  as  Denis  McGovery  was 
standing  in  the  hall, — that  is,  at  the  open  door 
of  the  very  room  in  which  Judy  McCan  had 
been  announcing  his  attendance,^he,  of  course, 
had  heard  what  had  passed ;  therefore,  when 
Father  John  said  "  let  him  come  in/'  he  wanted 
no  further  introduction,  but,  thrusting  himself 
just  through  the  door,  and  taking  hold  of  a 
scanty  lock  of  hair  on  his  forehead,  by  way  of 
reverential  salutation,  he  said,  **  Iss,  yer  honor.** 

Now,  laconic  as  this  was,  it  was  intended  to 
convey,  and  did  convey,  a  full  assent  not  only 
to  Judy's  assertion  that  he  was  "afther  going 
to  get  married,'  but  also  to  the  priest's  remark, 
that  there  was  no  good  reason  on  earth  why  he 
shouldn't,  seeing  that  he  was  able  to  support 
a  family. 

**  Iss,  yer  honor,"  said  Denis  McGovery, 

'MVtll,  Denis—that'll  do,  Judy,"  meaning 
that  Judy  need  not  listen  any  longer,  at  any 
rale  within  the  room — **so  you  are  going  to 
^ei  married f  are  you  ?  " 
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"  Didn't  Father  Cullen  say  anything  to  your 
riverence  about  it,  then  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  he  did  then ;  I  didn't  remember 
it  just  at  first,  when  Judy  mentioned  your 
name." 

•'  Iss,  yer  riverence ;  if  ye  plaze,  I  am  going 
to  be  married." 

The  bridegroom  in  this  case  was  a  man  about 
forty  years  of  age,  who  seemed,  certainly,  never 
to  have  eaten  the  bread  of  idleness,  for  he  was 
all  gristle  and  muscle ;  nor  had  he ;  he  was  a 
smith  living  in  Drumsna,  and  the  reputed  best 
sheer  of  horses  in  the  neighbourhood;  and 
consequently  was,  as  the  priest  had  said,  able 
to  maintain  a  family:  in  fact,  Denis  had  the 
reputation  of  hoarded  wealth,  for  it  was  said 
he  had  thirty  or  forty  pounds  in  the  Loan  Fund 
Office  at  Carrick-on-Shannon.  He  was  a  hard- 
working, ill-favoured,  saving  man;  but,  as  he 
was  able  to  keep  a  comfortable  home  over  a 
wife,  he  had  no  difficulty  in  getting  one. 

"  Oh  then  it  pleases  me  entirely,  because  you 
are  the  boy  that's  both  able  and  willing  to  pay 
your  clergyman  respectably  as  you  should '' 

"  In  course,  your  riverence,  though  the  likes 
of  a  poor  boy  like  me  hasn't  much,  I  wouldn't 
not  be  married  dacently,  Father  John ;  and  in 
course  I  couldn't  expect  yer  riverence  to  be 
dobg  it  for  nothing." 

"  For  nothing  indeed !  Where  would  I  be 
getting  the  coat  on  my  back,  and  the  roof  over 
my  head?  —  no,  the  poor  themselves  always 
make  out  something  for  me;  and  you,  Denis, 
that  are  comfortable,  would  of  course  be  sorry 
to  set  SL  had  example  to  those  that  are  noX.  ^^ol" 
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**  Oh  then,  yer  riverence  is  poking  yer  fun 
at  me/' 

*'  No  fun  at  all,  Denis.  If  you  that  have  the 
money  don't  pay  your  priest,  who  is  to,  Fd  like 
to  know.  Fun  indeed  1  no,  but  it's  good 
earnest  I'm  talking ;  and  if  you  ha^re  a 
character  that  you  wish  to  support,  aid  to 
give  your  children  after  you,  it's  noi»  you 
should  be  looking  to  it," 

Denis  McGovery  began  twirling  his  hat  Tonm 
in  his  hand,  and  bending  his  knees,  as  if  non- 
plussed. He  had  known  well  enough,  before- 
hand, what  the  priest  would  say  to  bin-,  and 
the  priest  too,  what  answer  he  would  get.  The 
question  in  these  cases  is,  which  would  cajole 
the  other  the  best,  and  of  course  the  priest 
would  have  the  best  of  it.  This  may  seem  odd 
to  those  who  do  not  know  the  country;  but 
did  he  not  do  so,  the  Roman  Catholic  clergy- 
man could  not  get  even  the  moderate  remuier- 
ation  which  he  does  receive  for  his  labor.ous 
services. 

"Oh,  yer  riverence,'*  continued  Denis,  at- 
tempting a  grim  smile,  "you  know  it's  the 
young  woman,  or  her  friends,  as  always  pays 
the  priest  mostly.'* 

**ADd  who  is  the  young  woman,  Denis; 
Betsy  Cane,  isn't  it?" 

"  No,  Father  John,"  said  Denis,  blushing 
almost  black  through  his  dark  skin;  *Mt  ain't 
Betsy.'* 

"Not  Betsy  Cane  I  why  she  told  me  thiee 
weeks  ago  you  were  to  be  married  to  her," 

"And  so  1  was,  yer  riverence,  only  ye  see  fur 
a  whukc  as  happened.'*  J 
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"  A  mistake !  Was  it  she  made  the  mistake 
or  you  ?  " 

"Why,  it  wam*t  exactly  herself  thin  as  did  it ; 
it  war  her  mother." 

"  Her  mother  made  a  mistake !  What  mis- 
take did  her  mother  make  ?  " 

"Along  of  the  cow,  yer  riverence."  Denis 
seemed  very  slow  of  explaining,  and  Father 
John  began  to  be  impatient. 

"  What  cow,  Denis  ?  How  did  the  mother's 
making  a  mistake  about  the  cow  prevent  your 
manying  her  daughter  ?  " 

"  Why,  yer  riverence,  then,  if  you*ll  let  me, 
m  jist  explain  the  matter.  Ould  Betsy  Cane 
— ^that's  her  mother,  you  know — promised  me 
the  brown  cow,  yer  riverence  may  know,  as  is 
in  the  little  garden  behint  the  cabin,  for  her 
dater's  fortin;  and  says  I  to  her,  *  Well,  may 
be  she  may  be  worth  four  pound  tin,  Mrs. 
Cane.'  *Four  pound  tin,*  says  she,  *  Mr. 
McGovery;  and  you  to  know  no  better  than 
that,  and  she  to  calve  before  Christmas!  well 
then,  four  pound  tin  indeed,' — ^jist  in  that  man- 
ner, yer  riverence.  Well  then  I  looks  at  the  cow, 
and  she  seemed  a  purty  sort  of  a  cow,  and  I 
agreed  to  the  bargain,  yer  honer,  purviding  the 
cow  turned  out  to  be  with  calf.  Well,  yer 
honer,  now  it's  no  such  thing,  but  it's  sticking 
me  she  was  entirely  about  the  cow :  so  now  she 
got  the  cow  and  her  daughter  both  at  home ; 
and  likely  to  for  me." 

"And  so,  Denis,  you  broke  your  promise, 
and  refused  to  marry  the  girl  you  were  engaged 
to,  because  a  cow  was  not  in  calf?" 

**No  I  didn't,  yer  honer -^  that  is,  1  did  i^lw?»^ 
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^     to   marry  the  girl;   why  wouldn't   I?     But  ^^ 


to  marry  the  girl;  why  wouldn't  I?  But 
didn't  break  my  promise,  becase  I  only  pro- 
mised, purviding — ;  and  you  see,  Father  John, 
they  was  only  decaying  me." 

**  \Veil»  Denis ;  and  who  is  it  after  all  that 
you  are  going  to  have  ?  " 

"  Well,  then,  it*s  jist  Mar>^  Brady.'* 

"AVhatl  Pat  Brady's  sister  is  it?" 

**  Iss,  yer  honer,*' 

"  And  is  her  cow  really  in  the  fimily  way  ? 

**  Now  yer  riverence  'U  make  a  handle  of  that 
agin  me ! " 

**  Never  mind^  Denis,  how  I  handle  the  cow, 
so  long  as  you  handle  the  calf;  but  has  Mary  a 
cow?" 

"  No,  Father  John,  she  aint  got  a  cow  thej 
as  I  knows  on." 

"  Well,  Denis,  and  what  fortune  are  you  ti 
get?     You  are  not  the  man  would  take  a  wife 
unless  she  brought  something  with  her/' 

**  Well  then,  it's  only  jist  a  pair  of  young  pig& 
and  a  small  thrifle  of  change,"  ~ 

**  A  trifle  of  change,  eh  !  Then,  Mr.  McGovei 
1  take  it,  it  wasn't  only  along  of  the  mistake 
about  a  cow  that  you  left  poor  Betsy  Cane,  but 
you  found  you  could  do  better,  I  suppose." 

**  Well  then,  it  might  be  jist  a  lutle  of  both ; 
but  you  see,  Father  John,  they  war  the  first  to 
decave  me," 

"Well,  Denis,  and  when's  the  wedding  to 
be?" 

"  Oh — then,  to-morrow  evening,  if  yer  river- 
ence plazes*" 

'^What!  so  soon,  Denis?    Take  care;  per- 
Aaps  Sifter  all  Betsy  Cane's  cow  may  calve  *,  see ; 
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would  you  be  too  much  in  a  hurry  after  the 
pigs?" 

"Sorrow  to  the  tongue  of  me  then  that  I 
tould  yer  riverence  a  word  about  it ! " 

"  But  what  are  you  in  such  a  hurry  about  ? 
Won't  the  pigs  do  as  well  at  Pat  Brady's  as  they 
will  down  at  Drumsna?" 

"  Why  you  see,  Father  John,  after  to-morrow 
is  Friday,  which  wouldn't  do  for  the  two  legs 
of  mutton  Pat  brought  from  Carrick  with  him 
yesterday,  and  the  fine  ham,  yer  riverence,  Mrs. 
McKeon,  long  life  to  her,  has  sent  us  up  from 
Drumsna ;  and  Saturday  wouldn't  shute  at  all, 
seeing  the  boys  will  mostly  be  dhrunk,  which 
may  be  yer  honer  wouldn't  like  on  the  morning 
of  the  blessed  Sabbath." 

"Nor  on  any  other  morning.  Can't  they 
take  their  fun  without  getting  drunk,  like  beasts  ? 
But  drunk  they'll  be,  of  course.  And  why 
would  not  Monday  do?" 

"  Why  that's  next  week,  yer  riverence  ! " 

"You've  remained  single  all  this  time,  and 
only  jilted  poor  Betsy  Cane  last  week ;  and  are 
you  so  hot  after  Mary  Brady  that  you  can't  wait 
till  next  Monday  to  be  married  ?  Or  is  it  the 
pigs,  Denis  ?  Are  you  afraid  Pat  may  change 
his  mind  about  the  pigs,  as  you  did  about  the 
cow?" 

"  Oh,  drat  the  cow  now.  Father  McGrath  ! 
and  will  ye  never  be  aisy  with  yer  joke  agin  a 
poor  boy?  It  was  not  about  the  pigs  then,  ncr 
nothing  of  the  kind,  but  jist  that  I  heard  as 
how,  but — "  and  Denis  began  scratching  his 
head — "  yer  honer  '11  be  after  twisting  what  I'll 
he  tellin' yer,  and  poking  your  fun  at  me,' 
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"Not  I,  my  boy;  out  with  it     You  know 

nothing  goes  farther  with  me." 

"Then  it  war  just  this,  yer  rivcrence,  as 
makes  me  so  hurried  about  getting  the  thing 
done.  I  heard  tell  that  Tom  Ginty,  the  pig- 
jobber,  has  corned  home  to  Dromod  from  where 
he  was  away  tiv'  Athlone;  and  they  do  be 
telling  me,  he  brought  a  thrifle  of  money  with 
him ;  and  yer  honer  knows  Mary  had  half  given 
a  promise  to  Ginty  afore  he  went ;  and  so,  yer 
riverence,  lest  there  be  any  scrimmage  betwixt 
Ginty  and  I,  ye  see  it*s  as  well  to  get  the 
marriage  done  off  hantl." 

"  Oh  yes,  I  see ;  you  were  afraid  Tom  Ginty 
would  be  taking  Mary  Brady*s  pigs  to  Athlone. 
That  was  it,  was  it  ?  '* 

"  No,  yer  honer,  I  war  not  afraid  of  that ;  but 
it  might  be  as  well  there  should  be  no  scrim- 
mage betwixt  usj  as  in  course  there  would  not 
be,  and  we  oncet  man  and  wife.  But  as  in 
course  Mary  has  promised  me  now,  she  could 
not  go  and  act  like  that," 

"  Why  no,  Denis,  not  well ;  unless,  you  know, 
she  was  to  find  your  cow  would  not  have  any 
calf,  eh?" 

*'  Oh,  bother  it  for  a  calf  then  1** 

**  No  ;  for  not  being  a  calf,  Denis." 

*'Well  then,  yer  honer,  I'll  jist  go  and  spake 
to  Father  CuUen.  Though  he  is  not  so  good- 
humoured  like, — at  least,  he  don't  be  always 
laughing  at  a  boy." 

"  Come  back,  McGovery,  and  don't  be  a  fool 
Father  CuUen's  gone  to  Dromod.  I  think  I 
heard  him  say  Tom  Ginty  wanted  him.** 

*'/5  it  Tom  Ginty ?   but  shure  what  would 
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Tom  be  doing  with  Father  Cullen?  wouldn't 
he  be  going  to  his  own  priest?  Well,  what 
time  will  yer  riverence  come  up  to  Pat  Brady's 
to-morrow?" 

"Well,  get  the  mutton  done  about  seven  to- 
morrow evening,  and  I'll  be  with  you.  But 
you'll  ask  Tom  Ginty,  eh?" 

"  Sorrow  a  foot,  then  ! " 

"  Nor  Betsy  Cane,  Denis? " 

"  It  afnt  for  me  to  ax  the  company.  Father 
John,  but  if  Betsy  likes  to  come  up  and  shake 
her  feet  and  take  her  sup,  she's  welcome  for 
me. 

"That's  kind  of  you;  and  you  know  you 
could  be  asking  after  the — *' 

"Well  then,  Father  John,  may  it  be  long 
before  I  spake  another  word  to  you,  barring  my 
sins!" 

"Well,  Denis,  I've  done.  But,  look  ye  now 
you've  a  good  supper  for  the  boys,  and  lots  of 
the  stuflf,  m  go  bail.  Let  there  be  plenty  of 
them  in  it,  and  don't  let  them  come  with  their 
pockets  empty.  By  dad,  they  think  their  priest 
can  live  on  the  point  without  the  potatoes." 

"  Oh,  Father  John,  Pat  says  there'll  be  plenty 
of  them  in  it,  and  a  great  wedding  he  says  he'll 
make  it :  there's  a  lot  of  the  boys  over  from 
Mohill  is  to  be  there." 

"From  Mohill,  eh?  then  they've  my  leave  to 
stay  away ;  I  don't  care  how  little  I  see  of  the 
boys  from  Mohill.  Why  can't  he  get  his  com- 
pany from  Drumsna  and  the  parish  ?  " 

"Oh  shure,  yer  riverence,  an'  he'll  do  that 
too ;  won't  there  be  all  the  Ballycloran  tenants, 
and  the  boys  and  girls  from  DrumleesYv"?" 
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**0h  yes,  Drumlcesh;  Drumleesh  is  as  bai 
as  Mohill;  I'm  thinking  it's  those  fellows  u 
Drumleesh  that  make  Mohill  what  it  is;  but 
suppose  Pat  Brady  would  tell  me  he  has  a  righl 
to  choose  his  own  company." 

Ob,  Pat  would  not  tell  your  riverence  the  Hk< 
of  that/' 

**  And  he's  the  boy  that  would  do  it,  directlf 
And  mind  this,  McGovery,  youVe  the  name  of 
a  prudent  fellow — when  you're  once  marrietl 
the  less  you  see  of  your  brother-in-law  th 
better,  and  stick  to  your  work  in  Drumsna*** 

**And  so  I  manes.  Oh,  yer  riverence,  they 
won't  be  making  me  be  wasting  my  hard  amed 
wages  at  Mrs,  Mulready's,  Pat  wanted  me  to. 
L  be  there  last  night  of  all,  as  I  was  coming  out 
f  of  the  fair ;  but,  no,  says  I ;  if  ye'd  hl^e  to  see 
yer  sister  respectable,  don't  be  axing  me  to  go 
there ;  if  ye'd  like  her  to  be  on  the  roads,  and 
me  in  Carrick  Gaol,  wliy  that's  the  way,  I 
take  it/' 

"Stick  to  that,  Denis,  and  youUl  be  the 
better  of  it.  Well,  I'll  be  down  with  you  to- 
morrow evening;  but  mind  now,  two  thiities 
is  the  very  least ;  and  you  should  make  it  more, 
if  you  want  any  luck  in  your  marriage/' 

**ril  spake  to  Pat,  Father  John;  you  know 
that's  his  business;  but  your  riverence.  Father 
John,  you'll  not  be  saying  anything  up  there 
before  the  boys  and  girls  about  you  know — 
Betsy  Cane,  you  know/' 

**  Oh  1  the  cow ! — only,  you  see,  if  you  don't 

come  down  with  the  money  as  you  should,  it 

might  be  an   excuse  for  your   poverty*     But, 

Denis,  Vll  take  care  j  and  \i  ;m^  on^  ^\sssM\4^a?f 
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anything  about  the  price  of  cows  or  the  like, 
Fll  tell  them  all  it  isn't  Betsy  Cane's  cow,  who 
wouldn't  have  the  calf,  though  she  was  en- 
gaged." 

Denis  McGovery  now  hurried  off.  Father 
John  called  for  Judy  to  take  away  the  cold  tea, 
and  prepared  to  sally  forth  to  some  of  his 
numerous  parochial  duties. 

But  Father  McGrath  was  doomed  to  still 
further  interruptions.  He  had  not  walked  above 
a  mile  on  his  road, — ^he  was  going  by  Bally- 
cloran, — when,  coming  down  the  avenue,  he 
saw  Pat  Brady  with  his  master,  Mr.  Thady, 
and  of  course  he  didn't  pass  without  waiting  to 
speak  to  them. 

"Well,  Thady,"  and  ''  Well,  Father  John,"  as 
they  shook  hands;  and,  "Well,  Pat  Brady," 
and  "  Well,  yer  riverence,"  as  the  latter  made 
a  motion  with  his  hand  towards  his  hat,  was  the 
first  salutation. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  Thady  and  the 
other  had  just  been  talking  over  affairs  in  the 
rent-office,  and  Thady  did  not  seem  as  though 
he  were  exactly  in  a  good  humour. 

"  So,  Pat,  your  sister  is  getting  married  to 
Denis  McGovery.  I'll  tell  you  what — she 
might  do  a  deal  worse." 

"She  might  do  what  she  plased  for  me. 
Father  John.  But,  faix,  I  was  tired  enough  of 
her  myself;  so,  you  see,  Denis  is  welcome  to 
his  bargain." 

"  What !  are  you  going  to  bring  a  wife  of  your 
own  home  then  ?  " 

**  Devil  a  wife,  then,  axing  your  riverence's 
pardon.     What'd  I  be  doing  with  a  wife"?" 


56  The  Macdermots  of  Ballycloran 

"  Wlio'U  keep  the  house  over  you  now,  Pat, 
your  sisters  as  good  as  gone?'* 

^*1  woQ^t  be  axing  a  woman  to  keep  the 
hoase  over  me  j  so  Mary's  welcome  to  go ;  or, 
she  wor  welcome  to  stay,  too,  for  me*  1  didn't 
ax  her  to  have  him,  and,  by  the  *postles^  when 
Denis  is  tired  of  his  bargain^  he'll  be  recollect- 
ing I  wasn't  axing  him  to  have  her/* 

**  Well,  Thady,  I  suppose  you  and  Feemy  11 
be  at  the  wedding,  eh  ?  and,  Pat,  you  must  make 
them  bring  Captain  Ussher.  Mrs,  McGovety, 
as  is  to  be,  must  have  the  Captain  at  her  wed- 
ding ;  you*U  be  there,  Thady  ?  *' 

"Oh,  Pat's  been  telling  me  about  it,  and  1 
suppose  I  and  Feemy  must  go  down.  If  Brady 
chooses  to  ask  the  Captain,  I've  nothing  to  say ; 
it'5  not  for  me  to  ask  him,  and,  as  he'd  only  be 
quizzing  at  all  he  saw^  I  tl^ink  he  might  as  well 
be  away." 

**  Ah  !  Thady,  but  you  never  think  of  your 
priest;  think  of  the  half-crown  it  would  be  to 
me.  Never  mind,  Pat,  you  ask  him  ;  he'll  come 
anywhere,  where  Miss  Feemy  is  likely  to  be; 
eh,  Thady  ?*' 

"  Then  I  wish  Feemy  had  never  set  eyes  on 
him,  Father  John ;  and  can't  you  be  doing  better 
than  coupling  her  name  with  that  of  his,  that 
way  ?  and  he  a  black  ruffian  and  a  Protestant, 
and  filling  her  head  up  with  nonsense  :  I  thought 
you  had  more  respect  for  the  family.  Well,  Pat, 
jist  go  down  to  them  boys,  and  do  as  I  was 
telling  you  :  "■ — and  Pat  walked  oE 

"  And  what  more  respect  for  the  family  could 

I  have,  Thady,  than  to  wish  to  see  your  sister 

decently  married?"    and  Falser  John  turned 
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round  to  walk  back  with  young  Macdermot  the 
way  he  was  going,  "  what  better  respect  could 
I  have  ?  If  Captain  Ussher  were  not  a  proper 
young  man  in  general,  your  father  and  you, 
Thady,  wouldn't  be  letting  him  be  so  much  with 
Feemy;  and,  now  we're  on  it,  if  you  did  not 
mean  it  to  be  a  match,  and  if  you  did  not  mean 
they  should  marry,  why  have  you  let  him  be  so 
much  at  Ballycloran,  seeing  your  father  doesn't 
meddle  much  in  anything  now  ?  " 

"That's  just  the  reason,  Father  John,  I  couldn't 
be  seeing  all  day  who  was  in  it  and  who  was 
not;  besides,  Feemy's  grown  now;  she's  no 
mother,  and  roust  learn  to  care  for  herself." 

**  No,  Thady,  she's  no  mother ;  and  no  father, 
poor  girl,'  that  can  do  much  for  her ;  and  isn't 
that  Hie  reason  you  should  care  the  more  for 
her?  Mind,  I'm  not  blaming  you,  Thady,  for 
I  know  you  do  care  for  her ;  and  you  only  want 
to  know  how  to  be  a  better  brother  to  her ;  and 
what  could  she  do  better  than  marry  Captain 
Ussher?" 

**  But  isn't  he  a  black  Protestant,  Father  John  ; 
and  don't  the  country  hate  him  for  the  way  he's 
riding  down  the  poor?" 

"  He  may  be  Protestant,  Thady,  and  yet  not 
'  black.'  Mind,  I'm  not  saying  I  wouldn't  rather 
see  Feemy  marry  a  good  Catholic ;  but  if  she's 
set  her  heart  on  a  Protestant,  I  wouldn't  have 
you  be  against  him  for  that :  that's  not  the  way 
to  show  your  religion;  it's  only  nursing  your 
pride ;  and  sure,  mightn't  she  make  a  Catholic 
of  him  too  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Father  CuUen  has  tried  that." 

"FFe//,  /  wouldn't  tell  him  so,  bu^  1  iVxt^ 
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your  sister  would  show  more  power  in  convert- 
ing a  young  fellow  like  Ussher  than  poor  Cullen, 
And  then,  as  to  his  riding  down  the  poor;  you 
know  every  one  must  do  his  duty,  and  if  the 
boys  will  be  acting  against  the  laws,  why,  of 
course^  they  must  bear  the  consequences.  Not 
but  that  I  think  Captain  Ussher  is  too  hard 
upon  them.  But,  Thady,  are  you  telling  me 
the  trudi  in  this?  Is  it  not  that  you  fear  the 
young  man  won't  marry  Feemy,  rather  than  that 
he  will?'' 

**Why,  Father  John? ^' 

"Til  ttU  you  why,  Thady;  this  Captain 
Ussher  has  been  the  intimate  friend  in  your 
house  now  for  more  than  six  months  back ;  he 
has  been  received  there  willingly  by  your  father, 
and  willingly  by  yourself,  but  still  more  willingly 
by  Feemy  ;  all  the  country  knows  this ;  of  course 
they  all  said  Feemy  was  to  be  married  to  him  ; 
and  who  could  say  why  she  shouldn't,  if  her 
father  and  broth  ^  agreed  ?  I  always  thought 
it  would  be  a  match ;  and  though,  as  1  said 
before,  I  would  sooner  have  mairied  Feemy  to 
a  good  Catholic,  I  should  have  thought  myself 
much  exceeding  my  duty  as  her  priest,  had  I 
said  a  word  to  persuade  her  against  it  Now 
people  begin  to  say — and  you  know  what  they 
say  in  the  parish  always  comes  to  my  ears— that 
Captain  Ussher  thinks  too  much  of  himself  to 
take  a  wife  from  Ballycloran,  and  that  he  has 
only  been  amusing  himself  with  your  sister;  and 
I  must  tell  you,  Thady,  if  you  didn't  know  more 
of  Captain  Ussher  and  his  intentions  than  you 
setm  to  do,  it  isn  t  to-day  you  should  be  think- 
yjy^  what  you  ought  to  do." 
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Thady  walked  on  with  his  head  down,  and 
the  priest  went  on. 

'*  IVe  been  meaning  to  speak  to  you  of  this 
some  days  back,  for  your  poor  father  is  hardly 
capable  to  manage  these  things  now ;  and  it's 
the  respect  I  have  for  the  family,  and  the  love 
I  have  for  Feemy, — ^and,  for  the  matter  of  that, 
for  you  too, — that  makes  me  be  mentioning  it. 
You  aint  angry  with  your  priest,  are  you,  Thady, 
for  speaking  of  the  welfare  of  your  sister  ?  If 
you  are,  I'll  say  no  more." 

*'  Oh  no !  angry.  Father  John !  in  course  I 
aint  angry.  But  what  can  I  do  then?  Bad 
luck  to  the  day  that  Ussher  darkened  the  door  of 
Ballycloran  !  By  dad,  if  he  plays  Feemy  foul  he'll 
shortly  enter  no  door,  barring  that  of  hell  fire  !  " 
"Whisht,  Thady,  whisht  1  it's  not  cursing  '11 
do  you  any  good  in  life,  or  Feemy  either ;  *' — 
and  then  continued  the  priest,  seeing  that  poor 
Macdermot  still  appeared  miserably  doubtful 
what  to  say  or  do,  "  come  in  here  awhile,"  they 
had  just  got  to  the  gate  of  Father  John's  Gothic 
cottage,  **just  come  in  here  awhile,  and  we'll 
talk  over  what  will  be  best  to  do." 

They  entered  the  little  parlour  in  which 
McGovery  had  shortly  before  been  discussing 
his  matrimonial  engagements,  and  having  closed 
the  door,  and,  this  time,  taking  care  that  Judy 
McCan  was  not  just  on  the  other  side  of  it,  and 
making  Macdermot  sit  down  opposite  to  him, 
the  priest  began,  in  the  least  disagreeable  manner 
he  could,  to  advise  him  on  the  very  delicate 
subject  in  question. 

•*  You  see,  Tnady,  there's  not  the  least  doubt 
in  hfe  poor  Feemy's  very  fond  of  him  •,  ^.Iv^  Vo^ 
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could  she  not  be,  poor  thing,  and  she  seeing  no 
one  else,  and  mewed  up  there  all  day  with  your 
father? — no  blame  to  her — and  in  course  she 
thinks  he  means  all  right;  only  she  doesn't  like 
to  be  asking  him  to  be  naming  the  day,  or 
talking  to  you  or  Larry,  or  the  like,  and  that's 
natural  too ;  but  what  I  fear  is,  that  he's  taking 
advantage  of  her  ignorance  and  quietness,  you 
see;  and^  though  I  don't  think  she  would  do 
anything  really  wrong,  nor  would  he  lead  her 
astray  altogether — " 

■  **  And  av  he  did,  Father  John,  Fd  knock  the 
■•brains  out  of  the  scoundrel,  though  they  bung 

me  in  Carrick  Gaol  for  it ;  I  would,  by  G—  I " 

"  Whishtj  now,  Thady ;  I  don't  mean  that  at 
all — but  you  get  so  hot — but  what  I  really  mean 
is  this ;  though  no  actual  harm  might  come  of 
it,  it  doesn't  give  a  girl  a  good  name  through 
the  country,  for  her  to  be  carrying  on  with  a 
young  man  too  long,  and  that  all  for  nothing ; 
-  and  Feemy's  too  pretty  and  too  good,  to  have  a 
li  bad  word  about  her.     And  so,  to  make  a  long 

■  story  short,  I  think  you'd  better  just  speak  to 
her,  and  tell  her,  if  you  like,  what  I  say ;  and 
then,  you  know,  if  you  find  things  not  just  as 
they  should  be,  ask  her  not  to  be  seeing  the 
Captain  any  more>  except  just  as  she  can't  help  ; 
and  do  you  tell  him  that  Ws  not  so  welcome  at 
Ballycloran  as  he  was,  or  ask  him  at  once  what 
he  means  about  your  sister.  It's  making  too 
little  of  any  girl  to  be  asking  a  man  to  marry 
her,  but  better  that  than  let  her  break  her  heart, 
and  get  ill  spoken  of  through  the  country  too/' 

^*  J  don*t  think  they  dare  do  that  yet,  poor  as 
the  MacdQrtnots  now  are,  ot,  b^  Vie2tN«,vv '* 
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"There's  your  pride,  —  bad  pride,  again, 
Thady.  Poor  or  rich,  high  or  low,  don't  let 
your  sister  leave  it  to  any  one  to  speak  bad  of 
her,  or  put  it  in  any  man's  power  to  hurt  her 
character.  At  any  rate,  by  following  my  advice, 
you'll  find  how  the  land  lies." 

"But  you  see.  Father  John,  she  mightn't 
exactly  mind  what  I  say.  Feemy  has  had  so 
much  of  her  own  way,  and  up  to  this  I  haven't 
looked  after  her  ways, — ^not  so  much  as  I  should, 
perhaps ;  though,  for  the  matter  of  that,  there's 
been  little  need,  I  believe ;  but  she's  been  left 
to  herself,  and  if  she  got  cross  upon  me  when  I 
spoke  of  Ussher,  it  would  only  be  making  ill 
blood  between  us,  I'd  sooner  a  deal  be  speak- 
ing to  Captain  Ussher." 

**  Nonsense,  Thady ;  do  you  mean  to  say  you 
are  afraid  to  speak  to  your  sister  when  you  see 
the  necessity  ?  By  speaking  to  Captain  Ussher 
you  mean  quarrelling  with  him,  and  that's  not 
what'll  do  Feemy  any  good." 

"  Well,  then,  I'm  sure,  I'll  do  anything  you 
tell  me,  Father  John ;  but  if  she  don't  mind  me, 
will  you  speak  to  her  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  will,  Thady,  if  you  wish  it ;  but 
go  and  see  her  now  at  once,  while  it's  on  your 
mind,  and  though  Feemy  may  be  a  little  head- 
strong, I  think  you'll  find  her  honest  with  you." 

"  I'll  tell  you  another  thing,  Father  John  ; 
father  is  so  taken  up  with  Ussher,  and — to  out 
with  it  at  once — he's  trying  to  borrow  a  thrifle  of 
money  from  him ;  not  that  that  should  stand  in 
my  way,  but  the  ould  man  gets  obstinate,  you 
know." 

''Ob,  then,  tbafd  be  very  bad,  Thad^  •,  HiYi^j 
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doesn^t  he  go  to  his  natural  friends  for  money, 
and  not  to  be  borrowing  it  of  a  false  friend  and 
a  stranger?" 

'*Nathural  friends  t  and  who  is  his  nathural 
friends  I  Is  it  Flannelly,  and  Hyacinth  Kcegan? 
I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Father  John,  Fee  my  and 
her  father  and  I  won't  have  the  roof  over  our 
heads  shortly,  with  such  nathural  friends  as  we 
have.  God  knows  where  I'm  to  make  out  the 
money  by  next  November,  even  let  alone  what*s 
to  come  after." 

"Anything  better  than  borrowing  from  Ussher^ 
my  boy ;  but  sure,  bad  as  the  time  is,  the  rints 
more  than  pay  Flannell/s  interest  money,  any 
how/' 

^*  I  wish  you  had  to  collect  I  hem  then,  Father 
John,  and  then  you'd  see  how  plentiful  they 
are ;  besides,  little  as  is  spent,  or  as  there  is  to 
spend  up  above  there j  we  can*t  live  altogether 
for  nothing/' 

**  No,  I'hady,  the  Lord  knows  we  can  none 
of  us  do  that — and,  tell  the  truth  now,  only  I 
stopped  the  words  in  your  throat  about  poor 
Fecmy's  business,  weren't  you  just  going  to  be 
dunning  me  for  the  bit  of  rent?  out  with  it 
now." 

'^  *'  It*s  little  heart  1  have  now  to  be  saying  to 
you  what  I  was  going  to  do,  for  ray  soul's  sick 
within  me,  with  all  the  throubles  that  are  on 
^^*T  I  me.  An'  av  it  warn't  for  Feemy  then,  Father 
■^  John,  bad  as  I  know  I've  been  to  her,  laving 
1^1  her  all  alone  there  at  Ballycloran,  with  her 
'  \^  ^     novels  and  her  trash, — av  it  warn't  for  her,  it's 

kJinJe   Vd  mind   about  Ballycloran.      There   is 
t/jenj  silJJ  as  wouldn't  let  the  ouVd  m^a  wtaat 
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his  stirabout,  and  his  tumbler  of  punch,  bad  as 
they  all  are  to  us ;  and  for  me,  Td  sthrike  one 
blow  for  the  counthry,  and  then,  if  I  war  hung 
or  shot,  or  murthered  any  way,  devil  a  care. 
But  I  couldn't  bear  to  see  the  house  taken  off 
her,  and  she  to  lose  the  rispect  of  the  counthry 
entirely,  and  the  name  of  Macdermot  still  on 
her  I " 

"  Oh,  nonsense,  Thady,  about  blows  for  your 
country,  and  getting  hung  and  murthered. 
You're  very  fond  of  being  hung  in  theory,  but 
wait  till  you've  tried  it  in  practice,  my  boy." 

**  May  be  I  may  I  there  be  many  things  to 
try  me." 

**  Oh,  bother  Thady;  stop  with  your  nonsense 
now.  Go  up  to  your  sister,  and  have  your  talk 
well  out  with  her,  and  then  come  down  to  me. 
Judy  McCan  has  got  the  best  half  of  a  goose, 
and  there's  as  fine  a  bit  of  cold  ham — or  any 
way  there  ought  to  be — ^as  ever  frightened  a 
Jew ;  and  when  you  get  a  tumbler  of  punch  in 
you,  and  have  told  me  all  you've  said  to  Feemy, 
and  all  Feemy's  said  to  you,  why,  then  you  can 
begin  to  dun  in  earnest,  and  we'll  talk  over  how 
we'll  make  out  the  rint." 

"  No,  Father  John,  I'd  rather  not  be  coming 
down." 

"  But  it's  yes.  Father  John,  and  I'm  not  say- 
ing what  you'd  rather  do,  but  showing  you  your 
duty ;  so  at  five,  Thady,  you'll  be  down,  and  see 
what  sort  of  a  mess  Judy  makes  of  the  goose." 

There  was  no  gainsaying  this,  so  Thady 
started  off  for  Ballycloran,  and  Father  John 
once  more  set  about  performing  his  ipaiot\\\a.\. 
dudts. 
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CHAPTER  VI 

THE    BROTHER    AND    SISTER 

At  the  time  that  the  priest  and  young  Mac- 
dermot  were  talking  over  Feemy's  affairs  at  the 
cottage,  she  and  her  lover  were  together  at 
Ballycloran, 

Nothing  that  her  brother  or  Father  John  had 
said  about  her,  either  for  her  or  against,  would 

rgive  a  fair  idea  of  her  character. 

She  was  not  naturally  what  is  called  strong- 
minded;  but  her  feelings  and  courage  were 
strong,  and  they  stood  to  her  in  the  place  of 
mind. 

She  would  have  been  a  fine  creature  had  she 

been  educated,  but  she  had  not  been  educated, 

and  consequently  her  ideas  were  ill-formed,  and 

her  abilities  were  exercised  in  a  wrong  direction. 

She   was   by  far  the   most  talented   of  her 

tfamiiy,  but  she  did  not  know  how  to  use  what 
God  had  given  her,  and  therefore,  abused  it. 
Her  mother  had  died  before  she  had  grown  up, 
and  her  grandmother  had  soon  followed  her 
mother.  Whatever  her  feelings  were,- — and  !or 
her  mother  they  were  strong, — the  real  effect  of 
this  was,  that  she  was  freed  from  the  restraint 

^  and  constant  scolding  of  two  stupid  women  at 
very  early  age ;   consequently  she   was   left 

*  alone  with  her  father  and  her  brother,  neither 
of  whom  were  at  all  fitting  guides  (or  so  way- 

w^rd  a  pupiU     By  both  she  was  loved   more 
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than  any  other  living  creature;  but  their  very 
love  prevented  them  taking  that  care  of  her 
they  should  have  taken.  Her  father  had 
become  almost  like  the  tables  and  chairs  in 
the  parlour,  only  much  less  useful  and  more 
difficult  to  move.  What  little  natural  power  he 
had  ever  had,  could  not  be  said  to  have  been 
impaired  by  age,  for  Lawrence  Macdermot  was 
not  in  years  an  old  man — he  was  not  above 
fifty;  but  a  total  want  of  energy,  joined  to  a 
despairing  apathy,  had  rendered  him  by  this 
time  little  better  than  an  idiot 

Very  soon  after  his  coming  to  his  property 
Flannelly  had  become  a  daily  and  intolerant 
burthen  to  him.  He  had  in  his  prime  made 
some  ineffectual  fight  against  this  man, — he  had 
made  some  faint  attempts  rather  to  parry  blows, 
than  overcome  his  foe;  but  from  the  time  that 
Keegan's  cunning  had  been  added  to  Flannelly's 
weight,  poor  Lawrence  Macdermot  had,  as  it 
were,  owned  himself  thoroughly  vanquished  for 
this  world.  Since  that  time  he  had  done  nothing 
but  complain. 

Joined  to  all  this — ^and  no  wonder — ^he  had 
taken  to  drink, — not  drinking  in  the  would-be-  , 
jolly,  rollicking,  old  Irish  style,  as  his  father 
had  done  before  him;  but  a  slow,  desperate, 
solitary,  continual  melancholy  kind  of  suction, 
which  left  him  never  drunk  and  never  sober. 
It  had  come  to  that,  that  if  he  were  left  through- 
out the  morning  without  his  whiskey  and  water, 
he  would  cry  like  a  child ;  whatever  power  he 
had  of  endurance  would  leave  him,  and  he 
would  sit  over  the  fire  whining  the  names  of 
Flannel!/  and  Keegan,  and  slobbering  o\ti  Vva 
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wrongs  and  persecutions,  till  he  had  again  drank 
himself  into  silence  and  passive  tolerance. 

Not  only  his  hair  and  his  whiskers,  but  his 
very  face  had  become  grey  from  the  effect  of 
the  miserable,  torpid  life  he  led.  He  looked 
as  if  he  were  degenerating  into  the  grub  even 
before  he  died. 

The  only  visible  feeling  left  to  him  was  a 
kind  of  stupid  family  pride,  which  solely,  or 
chiefly,  showed  itself  in  continual  complaints 
that  the  descendants  and  the  present  family  of 
the  Macdermots  should  be  harrowed  and  brought 
to  the  ground  by  such  low-born  ruffians  as 
Flannelly  and  Keegan. 

It  is  odd  that  though  Feemy  often  thwarted 
him  and  Thady  rarely  did, — and  though  Thady 
was  making  the  best  fight  he  cotild,  poor  fellow, 
for  the  Macdermots  and  Ballycloran, — the  old 
man  always  seemed  cross  to  him,  and  never 
was  so  to  her.  May  be  he  spent  more  of  his 
time  with  her,  and  was  more  afraid  of  her ;  but 
so  it  was;  and  though  he  certainly  loved  her 
better  than  anything,  excepting  Ballycloran  and 
his  own  name,  it  will  be  owned  that  he  was  no 
guide  for  a  girl  hke  Feemy,  possessed  of  strong 
natural  powers,  stronger  passions,  and  but  very 
indifferent  education. 

And  from  circumstances  her  brother  was  not 
much  better.  He  had  been  called  on  at  a  very 
early  age  to  bear  the  weight  of  the  family. 
From  the  time  of  his  leaving  school  he  had  been 
subjected  to  constant  vexation  ;  on  the  contrary, 
his  pleasures  were  very  few  and  far  between ; 
his  constant  occupation  for  many  years  had 
been  hanting  for  money,  which,  w^s  not  to  be 
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got  If  his  heart  could  have  been  seen,  the 
word  "  Rent  ^  would  have  been  found  engraved 
on  it.  Collecting  the  rent,  and  managing  the 
few  acres  of  land  which  the  Macdermots  kept 
in  their  own  hands,  were  his  employments,  and 
hard  he  laboured  at  them.  He  was  therefore 
constantly  out  of  the  house ;  and  of  an  evening 
after  his  punch,  he  spent  his  hours  in  totting 
and  calculating,  adding  and  subtracting  at  his 
old  greasy  book,  till  he  would  turn  into  bed,  to 
forget  another  day's  woes,  and  dream  of  punctual 
tenants  and  unembarrassed  properties.  Alas ! 
it  was  only  in  his  dreams  he  was  destined  to 
meet  such  halcyon  things.  What  could  such  a 
man  have  to  say  to  a  young  girl  that  would 
attract  or  amuse  her?  Poor  Thady  had  little 
to  say  to  any  one,  except  in  the  way  of  business, 
and  on  that  subject  Feemy  would  not  listen  to 
him.  She  constantly  heard  her  father  growling 
about  his  Carrick  foes,  and  her  brother  cursing 
the  tenants ;  but  she  had  so  long  been  used  to 
it,  that  now  she  did  not  think  much  of  it.  She 
knew  they  were  very  poor,  and  that  it  was  with 
difficulty  she  now  and  again  got  the  price  of  a 
new  dress  from  her  brother ;  and  when  she  did, 
it  was  usually  somewhat  in  this  fashion :  Pat 
Kelly  owed  two  years'  rent  or  so,  may  be  five 
pounds.  Mrs.  Brennan,  the  Mohill  haberdasher, 
took  Pat's  pig  or  his  oats  in  liquidation  of  the 
small  bill  then  due  to  her  from  Ballycloran,  and 
Feemy's  credit  at  the  shop  was  good  again 
about  to  the  amount  of  another  pig.  It  was 
very  rarely  ready  money  found  its  way  to 
Ballycloran. 
On  the  whole,  therefore,  she  paid  \\\A^  at  xva 
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altention  to  the  family  misfortunes.  She  had 
used  to  confine  her  desires  to  occasional  visits 
to  Carrick  or  Mohill;  for  they  still  possessed 
an  old  car,  and  sometimes  she  could  take  the 
old  mare  destined  to  perform  the  whole  faimmg 
work  of  Ballycloran ;  and  sometimes  she  coaxed 
the  loan  of  Paul  for  a  day  from  Father  John  • 
and  if  she  could  do  that,  could  always  have  a 
novel  from  Mohill,  and  see  her  friends  the  Miss 
McKeons  at  Drumsna  two  or  three  times  a 
week,  she  was  tolerably  contented  and  good- 
humoured*  But  of  late  things  were  altered. 
Feemy  had  got  a  lover.  Her  novels  ceased  to 
interest  her;  she  did  not  care  about  going  to 
Carrick,  and  the  Miss  McKeons  were  neglected. 
It  was  only  quite  lately,  however,  that  Feemy 
had  begun  to  show  signs  of  petulance  and  ill 
temper.  When  her  father  grumbled  she  left 
him  to  grumble  alone,  and  if  her  brother  asked 
her  to  do  any  ordinary  little  thing  about  the 
house,  she  would  show  her  displeasure.  She 
did  not  attend  either  so  closely  as  she  used  to 
do  to  Biddy  and  Katty,  the  two  kitchen  girls, 
and  consequently  the  fare  at  Ballycloran  grew 
worse  than  ever, 

Larry  always  grumbledj  but  no  one  marked 
his  grumbling  more  than  heretofore.  Thady 
had  too  many  causes  of  real  suffering  to  grumble 
much  at  trifles,  and  usually  passed  over  his 
sister's  petulance  in  silence :  but  the  truth  was, 
her  lover  was  sometimes  cross  to  her. 

Soon  after  Father  John  and  young  Macdermot 
had   turned  their   backs   on    Ballycloran,   Pi 
Brady,  who  stood  smoking  his  pipe,  and  h 
leaning  against  the  gate-post  from  which,  eveo 
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then*  the  gate  was  half  wrenched,  heard  the 
sounds  of  Captain  Ussher's  horse  on  the  road 
firom  Mohill.  As  soon  as  he  came  up,  Brady 
very  civilly  touched  his  hat :  "  Well  then  long 
life  to  you,  Captain  Ussher,  and  if  s  you  enjoys 
a  fine  horse,  and  ifd  be  a  pity  you  shouldn't 
have  one.  You  war  with  the  Carrick  harriers 
last  Monday,  Til  go  bail." 

"No  doubt,  Mr.  Brady,  you  would  go  bail 
for  that  or  anything  else;  but  I  was  not  there." 

"  You  war  not  I  feix  but  you  war  in  the  wrong 
then,  Captain,  for  they  had  fine  sport,  right 
away  behind  Lord  Lorton's  new  farms — aright 
to  Boyle,     I  wonder  yer  honer  warn't  in  it" 

"  Seeing  you  know  very  well  I  was  arresting 
prisoners  up  at  Loch  Sheen,  Mr.  Brady,  your 
wonder  is  wonderful," 

"Sorrow  a  taste  I  knew  then.  Captain.  I 
did  hear  at  the  fair  poor  Paddy  Smith  was  in 
throuble  about  a  thrifie  of  sperits,  or  the  like. 
But  I  didn't  know  yer  honer'd  been  at  it  yerself. 
If  the  boys,  ye  know,  will  be  going  agin  the 
laws,  why  in  course  they'd  be  the  worse  of  it, 
when  they  is  took." 

"  A  very  true  and  moral  reflection.  Was  it 
a  note  you  were  taking  to  Mr.  Keegan's  at 
Carrick  from  the  master,  about  the  money 
perhaps,  on  Monday  evening  ?  " 

"  Me  in  Carrick  Monday  evening ! "  said  Pat, 
a  little  confused ;  "  so  I  war  shure  enough,  yer 
honer,  jist  to  buy  the  mate  for  the  supper  as  is 
to  be  for  McGovery's  marriage.  You've  heard 
in  course.  Captain,  that  Mary — that's  my  sister 
— is  to  be  married  to  Denis  McGovety  to- 
morrowoJghtF" 
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"Why  I  didn*t  see  it  in  the  Dublin  news- 
papers/* 

"  Ob,  yer  honer ;  the  newspapers  indeed  I 
Perhaps,  Captain,  you'd  not  think  it  too  much 
throuble  to  come  down ;  Miss  Feemy  of  course 
has  promised  Mary  to  be  there,"— and  Pat 
attempted  a  facetious  grin. 

"  I  shall  be  most  proud,  Mr.  Brady,"  and  the 
Captain  made  a  mock  bow;  "but  do  they  sell 
mutton  at  Mr.  Keegan's  little  office  door  ?  " 

Here  Brady  again  seemed  confused,  and 
muttered  something  about  Keegan's  boy  and 
messages  :  but  he  was  evidently  annoyed. 

"  Shall  I  take  yer  honer's  horse  round  then  ?  " 
said  he  ;  and  Ussher  dismounted  without  saying 
anything  further,  and  ran  up  the  stone  steps,  at 
the  top  of  which  Feemy  opened  the  hall  door 
for  him. 

There  were  two  sitting-rooms  at  Ballycloran, 
one  at  each  side  of  the  hall;  in  that  on  the 
right  as  you  entered  the  family  breakfasted, 
dined,  and  in  fact  lived ;  and  here  also  Larry 
sat  throughout  the  day  sipping  his  grog,  and 
warming  his  shins  over  the  fire  from  morning 
to  night*  He  would  every  now  and  again  walk 
to  the  hall  door;  and  if  it  were  warm,  he  would 
slowly  creep  down  the  steps,  and  stand  looking 
at  the  trees  and  the  lawn  till  he  was  cold,  when 
he  would  creep  back  again* 

The  other  room  seemed  to  be  the  exclusive 
property  of  Feemy ;  here  she  made  and  mended 
her  clothes,  and  sometimes  even  washed  and 
ironed  them  too ;  here  she  read  her  novels, 
received  the  two  Miss  McKeons,  and  thought 
of  Captain  Ussher ;  and  here  aVao  \t  ^^&,  that 
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he  would  tell  her  all  the  soft  things  which  had 
filled  her  young  heart,  and  made  her  dislike 
Ballydoran. 

^  Well,  Myles,"  she  said  as  soon  as  he  was 
in  the  room,  and  before  the  door  was  shut, 
"  where  were  you  all  this  time,  since  Sunday  ?  " 
and  she  stood  on  tiptoe  to  give  him  the  kiss 
which  she  rather  offered  thaln  he  asked.  **  Who 
have  you  got  in  MohiU  then  that  keeps  you 
away  from  Feemy?  It's  Mary  Cassidy  now; 
what  business  had  you  shopping  with  Mary 
Cassidy?" 

"And  was  I  shopping  with  Mary  Cassidy, 
Feemy  ?  'deed  then  I  forget  it.  Oh  yes,  it  was 
fiadr-day  yesterday,  and  I  saw  them  all  in  at 
Brennan's.'' 

^And  what  did  you  want  at  Brennan's, 
Myles?''  said  she,  playfully  shaking  his 
shoulder  with  her  hand;  "it's  talking  to  that 
pretty  girl  in  the  shop  you're  after." 

^*  Oh,  of  course,  Feemy ;  I  was  making  love 
to  the  three  Miss  Cassidys,  and  Jane  Thompson, 
and  old  widow  Brennan  at  once.  But  why  was 
I  there,  you  say  ?  why  then,  I  was  just  buying 
this  for  Mary  Cassidy,  and  I  wanted  your 
opinion,  my  pet ; "  and  he  took  from  his  pocket 
some  article  of  finery  he  had  bought  for  his 
mistress. 

•*  Oh,  Myles,  how  good  of  you !  but  why  do 
you  be  squandering  your  money ;  but  it  is  very 
pretty,"  and  Feemy  put  the  collar  over  her 
shoulders. 

**  Don't  toss  it  now,  or  Mary  Cassidy  won't 
take  it  from  me,  and  then  it  would  be  leCt  otl 
my  hands,  for  Mrs,  jBrennan  wouldn't  Xak^  Vt 
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back  anyhow/'  and  he  put  out  his  hand  for  the 
article. 

"  No  fear,  Myles ;  no  fear,*'  said  the  laughing 
girl,  running  round  the  table.  "  It  won*t  be 
left  on  your  hands ;  111  wear  it  to-morrow  at 
Mary  Brady*s  wedding.*' 

'*Bat  you  won*t  keep  it  from  me  without 
paying  me,  Feemy  ?  " 

"  Oh,  paying  you,  Captain  Ussher ;  oh.  111 

pay  yoQ ;  bring  in  your  bill ;  *' — and  she  came 

ground  to  him,  and  he  took  her  in  his  arms  and 

*  kissed  her*     Then  at  least  he  seemed  fondly 

attached  to  her. 

Her  lover  was  evidently  in  one  of  his  best 
humours,  and  Feemy  was  quite  happy.  I  won't 
further  violate  tlieir  conversation,  as  it  is  not 
essential  to  the  tale,  and  was  much  such  as 
those  conversations  usually  are. 

Feemy  told  her  lover  of  the  wedding,  and  he 
told  her  that  he  had  already  been  invited,  and 
had  promised  to  go ;  and  then  she  was  more 
happy,  for  Feemy  dearly  loved  a  dance,  though 
it  was  only  a  jig  at  a  country  wedding;  but  a 
dance  with  her  lover  would  be  delightful ;  she 
had  only  danced  with  him  twice.  On  the  first 
of  these  occasions  she  had  met  him  at  a  grand 
gala  party,  at  Mrs.  Cassidy's,  the  wife  of  Lord 
Birmingham's  agent  in  Mohill,  where  first  Cap- 
tain Ussher  had  made  up  his  mind  that  Feemy 
Macdermot  was  a  finer  girl  than  pretty  little 
Mary  Cassidy,  though  perhaps  not  so  well 
educated;  and  once  again  at  a  litde  tea-party 
at  Mrs.  McKeon's,  which  had  been  got  up  on 
purpose  hy  Feemy's  friends,  to  ask  her  husband 
^  was  to  be — when  first  people  aaw\d  \V,  was  a 
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settled  thing.  Oh  !  that  was  a  happy  night  to 
Feemy,  for  her  friends  then  all  thought  that 
her  intimacy  with  Ussher  was  as  good  a  thing 
as  could  be  wished  for;  and  when  Feemy 
danced  the  whole  night  with  him,  the  Miss 
McKeons  all  thought  what  a  happy  girl  she 
was ; — ^and  that  night  she  was  happy.  Then 
he  first  told  her  she  should  be  his  wife,  and 
swore  that  he  never  had  loved,  and  never  would 
love  any  but  her ;  and  oh,  how  truly  she  believed 
him !  Why  should  she  not  ?  was  not  she  happy 
to  love  him,  and  why  should  not  he  be  as  much 
so  to  love  her?  If  any  one  had  whispered  a 
woid  of  caution  to  her,  how  she  would  have 
hated  the  whisperer!  But  there  was  no  one 
to  whisper  caution  to  Feemy,  and  she  had 
given  all  she  had — her  heart,  her  love,  her  obe- 
dience, her  very  soul — ^to  him  without  having 
any  guarantee  that  she  really  had  aught  in 
return. 

It  was  not  because  she  began  to  doubt  her 
lover  that  she  was  now  occasionally  fretful  and 
uneasy.  No;  the  idea  to  doubt  him  never 
reached  her,  but  nevertheless  she  felt  that 
things  were  not  quite  as  they  should  be. 

He  seldom  talked  of  marriage  though  he 
said  enough  of  love ;  and  when  he  did,  it  was 
with  vague  promises,  saying  how  happy  they 
would  be  when  she  was  his  wife,  how  much 
more  comfortable  her  home  would  be,  how 
nicely  she  would  receive  her  fiiends  in  Mohill. 
These,  and  little  jokes  about  their  future  mhiage 
in  a  married  state,  were  all  he  had  ever  said. 
She  never  asked  hun —indeed,  she  did  not  daxe 
to  ask;  she  did  not  like  to  press  Yum*,  axA 
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Captain  Ussher  had  a  frown  about  him,  which, 
somehow,  Feemy  had  ab-eady  learnt  to  fear- 
He  treated  her  too  a  little  cavalierly,  and  her 
father  and  brother  not  a  little.  He  ridiculed 
openly  all  that  with  her,  hitherto,  had  been 
most  sacred — her  priest  and  her  religion.  She 
was  not  angry  at  this  ;  she  was  hardly  aware  of 
it;  and|  in  fact,  was  gradually  falling  into  his 
way  of  thinking  ;  but  the  effect  upon  her  was 
the  same — it  made  her  uncomfortable.  A  girl 
should  never  obey  her  lover  till  she  is  married 
to  him ;  she  may  comply  with  his  wishes^  but 
she  should  not  allow  herself  to  be  told  with 
authority  that  ihls  or  that  should  be  her  line 
of  conduct. 

Now  Feemy  had  so  given  herself  up  to  her 
lover,  that  she  was  obedient  to  him  in  all 
things;  to  him,  even  in  opposition  to  her 
brother  or  her  priest,  and  consequently  she  was 
to  a  degree  humiliated  even  in  his  eyes.  She 
did  not  feel  the  degradation  herself,  but  there 
was  stiil  a  feeling  within,  which  she  could  not 
define,  which  usually  destroyed  her  comfort. 

Now,  however,  M>les  was  in  so  good  a 
temper,  and  seemed  so  kind  to  her,  that  that, 
and  her  little  prospect  of  pleasure,  did  make 
her  happy* 

She  was  sitting  in  this  humour  on  the  old 

sofa  close  to  him,  leaning  on  his  arm,  which 

was   round   her    waist,   when    she    heard    her 

brother's  footstep  at  the  hall  door. 

'*  Here's  Thady,  Myles  ;  sit  off  a  bit.'* 

Myles  got  up  and  walked  to  the  window,  ani 

Thady  entered  with  anything  but  a  gay  look  j 

It€  had  just  left  Father  John. 
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*'  WeU,  Thady  ?  "  said  Feemy. 

"  How  are  you,  Thady,  this  morning  ?  "  said 
the  Captain,  offering  his  hand,  which  the  other 
reluctantly  took. 

"  Good  morning,  Captain  Ussher." 

"  Did  you  hear,  Thady,  I  caught  another  of 
your  boys  with  malt  up  at  Loch  Sheen  last 
Monday, — Joe  Reynolds,  or  Tim  Reynolds,  or 
something  ?     He's  safe  in  Carrick." 

"I  did  hear  you  got  a  poor  boy  up  there, 
who  was  in  it  by  chance,  and  took  him  off  just 
for  nothing.  But  he's  no  tenant  of  ours,  so  I 
have  nothing  to  do  with  it;  his  brother  Joe 
lives  on  our  land." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,  Thady,  you  believe 
all  that  d — d  nonsense  about  knowing  nothing 
about  it ;  and  he  sitting  there  in  the  cabin,  and 
the  malt  hadn't  been  in  it  half  an  hour  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  call  d — d  nonsense, 
Captain  Ussher;  but  I  suppose  I  may  believe 
what  I  please  witiiout  going  to  Carrick  Gaol  too 
for  it." 

"Believe  what  you  please  for  me,  Master 
Thady.  Why  you  seem  to  have  got  out  of  bed 
the  wrong  side  this  morning ;  or  have  you  and 
Keegan  been  striking  up  some  new  tiff  about 
the*rints?'" 

"  Mr,  Keegan's  affairs  with  me  am't  any 
affairs  of  yours,  Captain  Ussher,  When  I  ask 
you  to  set  them  right,  then  you  can  talk  to  me 
about  them." 

**  Hoity  toity,  Mr.  Macdermot ;  your  affairs, 
and  Mr.  Keegan's  affairs,  and  my  affairs  1   Why  I 
suppose  you'll  be  calling  me  out  next  fox  ta^dw^ 
up  a  J— ^  whining  thief  of  a  fellow  because  >das 
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brother  is  a  tenant  of  your  Other's,  and  send 
me  the  challenge  by  Mr.  Brady,  who  inv^ted  me 
to  a  party  at  his  house  just  now.** 

Thady  said  nothing  to  this,  but  stood  with 
his  back  to  the  fire,  looking  as  grim  as  death. 

"  Oh,  Captain  Ussher  1 "  said  Feemy,  **  you 
wouldn't  be  quarrelling  with  Thady  about 
nothing  ?  You  know  he  has  so  much  to  bother 
him  with  the  rents  and  things.  Will  you  come 
to  Mary's  wedding  to-morrow,  Thady  ?  " 

"Quarrelling  with  him!  'Deed  then  and  I 
will  not,  but  it  seems  he  wants  to  quarrel  with 
me/' 

"  When  I  do  want  to  quarrel  with  you, 
Captain  Ussher, — that  is,  should  I  ever  want,— 
you  may  be  quite  certain  it*s  not  in  a  round 
about  way  Til  be  telling  you  of  it/' 

**  No,  don't,  my  boy,  for  ten  to  one  I  shouldn't 
understand  what  you'd  be  after.  Didn*t  you 
say  you'd  walk  up  to  Aughermore,  Miss  Mac- 
dermot  ?  " 

"  Vm  sorry  to  baulk  Feemy  of  her  walk, 
Captain  Ussher,  if  she  did  say  so.  It*s  not 
very  often  I  ask  her  to  put  herself  out  for  me ; 
but  this  afternoon,  I  shall  feel  obliged  to  her 
not  to  go.** 

Captain  Ussher  stared,  and  Feemy  opened 
wide  her  large  bright  eyes;  for  what  reason 
could  her  brother  desire  her  to  stay  indoors  ? 

**  What  can  you  want  me  in  the  house  for, 
Thady,  this  time  of  day  ? '' 

"  Well,  never  mind,  Feemy ;  I  do  want  you, 
and  you'll  oblige  me  by  staying." 

Feemy  still  had  on  the  new  collar,  and  she 
pulled  it  off  and  threw  it  on  iVvc  \.ab\^  \  ^W 
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evidently  imagined  that  it  had  something  to  do 
with  her  brother's  unusual  request.  She  cer- 
tainly would  not  have  put  it  on  in  that  loose 
way,  had  she  thought  he  would  have  seen  it  ; 
but  then  he  so  seldom  came  in  there. 

"Well,  Captain  Ussher,"  she  at  last  said 
slowly,  "  I  suppose  then  I  can't  go  to  Augher- 
more  to-day." 

Captain  Ussher  had  turned  to  the  window  as 
if  not  to  notice  Thady's  request,  and  now  came 
back  into  the  middle  of  the  room,  as  if  Feemy's 
last  sentence  had  been  the  first  he  had  heard 
on  the  subject. 

"Ohl  you  have  changed  your  mind,  then," 
said  he;  and  his  face  acquired  the  look  that 
Feemy  dreaded.  "Ladies,  you  know,  are  at 
liberty  to  think  twice." 

"  But,  Thady,  I  did  wish  to  go  to  Augher- 
more  particularly  to-day ;  wouldn't  this  evening 
or  to-morrow  do  ?  " 

"  No,  Feemy,"  and  Thady  looked  still  blacker 
than  Myles;  "this  evening  won't  do,  nor  to- 
morrow." 

"  Well,  Captain  Ussher,  you  see  we  must  put 
it  off,"  and  she  looked  deprecatingly  at  her 
lover. 

His  answering  look  gave  her  no  comfort ;  far 
from  it,  but  he  said,  "I  see  no  must  about  it, 
but  that's  for  you  to  judge ;  perhaps  you  should 
ask  your  father's  leave  to  go  so  far  from  home." 

This  was  a  cruel  cut  at  all  the  fallen  family, 
the  father's  incapacity,  the  sister's  helplessness, 
and  the  brother's  weak  authority.  Feemy  did  not 
feel  it  so,  she  felt  nothing  to  be  cruel  that  c^xxv^ 
from  Ussher;  but  Thady  felt  itsttongVj^Xv^^^s. 
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as  indignant  as  if  he  had  lived  all  his  life  among 
those  who  thought  and  felt  nobly,  but,  poor 
fellow,  he  could  not  express  his  indignation  as 
weU, 

**  My  sister,  Captain  Ussher,  has  long  been 
led  her  own  misthress  to  go  in  and  out  as 
she  plazes,  without  lave  from  father,  mother, 
or  brother;  better  perhaps  for  her  that  she 
had  not !  God  knows  I  have  seldom  stopped 
her  wishes,  though  may  be  not  often  able  to 
forward  them*  If  she  likes  she  may  go  now  to 
Aughermore,  but  if  a  brother's  love  is  anything 
to  her,  she*ll  stay  this  day  with  me,*' 

Feeroy  looked  from  one  to  the  other;  she 
knew  well  by  Myles*  look,  that  he  still  expected 
her  to  go,  and  strange  as  it  may  be,  she  hardly 
dared  to  disobey  him ;  but  then  her  brother 
looked  determined  and  sadly  resolute,  and  it 
was  so  unusual  in  him  to  speak  in  that  way, 

**  Well,  Miss  Macderraot,"  said  Ussher,  seeing 
he  could  not  prevail  without  causing  an  absolute 
break  with  Thady,  "  your  brother  wants  you  to 
count  the  rent  for  him.  I'm  glad  he  has  received 
so  much;  it  must  be  that,  1  presume,  for  he 
seldom  troubles  himself  on  much  else,  1  believe,*' 

"  I  do  what  I  have  to  do,  and  must  do  ;  God 
knows  it's  throuble  enough.  Do  you  go  and  do 
the  same ;  even  that,  bad  as  it  is,  is  better  than 
amusing  my  sister  by  laughing  at  me." 

"Oh,  Thady,  how  can  you  be  saying  such 
things  I  you  see  1  am  staying  for  you,  and  why 
can't  you  be  quiet  ?  *' 

Thady  made  no  reply;  the  Captain  twirled 
his  hat^  and  ceremoniously  bowing  to  the  lady, 
looA  ius  leave. 
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Thady  had  screwed  his  courage  to  the  stick- 
ing point  while  the  Captain  was  the  foe  with 
whom  he  had  to  contend,  and  he  had  carried  on 
the  battle  manfully  while  he  spoke  to  Feemy  in 
the  Captain's  presence;  but  to  tell  the  truth, 
when  he  heard  the  clatter  of  his  horse's  feet  he 
almost  wished  him  back  again,  or  that  Feemy 
was  away  with  him  to  Aughermore.  He  was 
puzzled  how  to  begin ;  he  could  not  think  what 
he  was  to  say;  was  he  to  quirrel  with  his  sister 
for  having  a  lover  without  telling  him  ?  was  he 
to  put  it  on  the  ground  that  her  lover  was  a 
Protestant  ?  That  would  have  been  the  easiest 
line,  but  then  Father  John  had  especially  barred 
that  I  Was  he  to  scold  her  because  her  lover 
would  not  marry  her  at  once  ?  That  seemed 
unreasonable.  It  had  never  occurred  to  him, 
in  his  indignation,  to  think  of  these  difficulties, 
and  he  now  stood  with  his  back  to  the  fire, 
looking  awfully  black,  but  saying  nothing. 

"Well,  Thady,  what  is  it  Til  be  doing  for 
you,  instead  of  going  to  Aughermore  this  morn- 
ing?" at  last  said  Feemy,  the  first  to  begin  the 
disagre^ble  conversation. 

When  Thady  looked  up,  thinking  what  to 
answer  to  this  plain  speech,  his  eye,  luckily  for 
him,  fell  on  the  new  Mohill  collar. 

"  Where  were  you  getting  that  collar,  Feemy?" 

"  And  are  you  afther  making  me  stay  at  home 
all  the  blessed  day,  and  sending  Captain  Ussher 
all  the  way  back  to  Mohill,  and  he  having  come 
over  here  by  engagement  to  walk  with  me," — 
this  was  a  fib  of  Feemy's — *^  and  all  to  ask  me 
where  I  got  a  new  collar  ?  " 

**May  be  I  was,  Feemy,  and  maybe  1  ^^s^V\ 
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but  I  suppose  there  isn't  any  hanim  in  my  ask- 
ing the  question^  or  in  you  answering  it  ?  ** 

*'  Oh  no,  not  the  laist :  only  it  ain*t  usual  in 
you  to  be  asking  such  questions." 

"But  if  tliere's  no  harum,  I  ask  it  now  ;  where 
were  you  getting  the  collar  ?  " 

*'Well,  youVe  very  queer;  but  if  you  must 
know.  Captain  Ussher  brought  it  with  him  from 
Mohili;^ 

"  And  if  you  wanted  a  parcel  from  Mohill, 

pwhy  couldn't  you  let  Brady  bring  it,  who  is  in  it 

^constantly,  instead  of  that  upstart  policeman, 

who'd  think  it  more  condescension  to  bring  that 

from  Mohill,  than  I  would  to  be  carrying  a  sack 

of  potatoes  so  far." 

**  There  then  youVe  wrong  ;  the  policeman,  as 
you're  pleased  to  call  him,  thinks  no  such  thing," 

**  Well,  Feemy,  but  did  you  bid  him  bring  it, 
or  did  he  bring  it  of  his  own  accord  ?  " 

Feemy  could  now  shuffle  no  longer^  so  blush- 
ing slightly,  she  said,  "  Well,  if  you  must  know 
then,  it  was  a  present ;  and  therc*s  no  such  great 
harm  in  that,  I  suppose," 

Here  Thady  was  again  bothered;  he  really 
did  not  know  whether  there  was  any  harm  in 
it  or  not ;  a  week  ago  he  certainly  would  have 
thought  not,  but  he  was  now  inclined  to  think 
that  there  was;  but  he  was  not  sure,  and  he 
sadly  wished  for  Father  John  to  tell  him  what 
to  do. 

"Well,  Thady,  now  what  was   it  you   were 

wanting  of   me  ?  '' — and   then   after   a   pause, 

she  added,  her  courage  rising  as  she  saw  her 

brother's    falling ;    *'  Was    it    anytliing    about 

Captain  Ussher?" 


The  Brother  and  Sister      8i 
"Yes,  it  was." 

"Is  there  anything  between  you  and  he, 
Feemy?" 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  between  us,  Thady  ?  " 
and  Feemy  made  a  little  fruitless  attempt  to 
laugh. 

"Well  then;  you're  in  love  with  him,  ain't 
you?  there  now,  that's  the  long  and  the 
short." 

"  Supposing  I  was,  why  shouldn't  I  ?  " 

"Only  this,  Feemy,  he's  not  in  love  with 
you." 

This  put  Feemy's  back  up,  "'Deed  then, 
it's  little  you  know  about  it,  for  he  just  is ;  and 
I  love  him  too  with  all  my  heart,  and  that's  all 
about  it;  and  you  might  have  found  that  out 
without  sending  him  back  to  MohilL" 

"  I  wish  then  he'd  stay  at  Mohill,  and  that 
I  might  never  see  him  over  the  door  at  Bally- 
doran  again  ! " 

"  That's  kind  of  you,  Thady,  after  what  I 
just  told  you;  but  don't  tell  him  so,  that's 
all." 

"  But  it's  just  what  I  mane  to  tell  him,  and 
what  I  shall  go  over  to  Mohill  on  purpose  to 
tell  him,  to-morrow." 

"  Good  gracious,  Thady  !  and  for  why  ?  " 

"  For  why,  Feemy  I  becase  I  still  want  to 
see  my  father's  daughter  an  honest  woman, 
though  she  may  be  soon  a  beggar;  becase  I 
don't  want  to  see  my  sister  crouching  under 
a  blackguard's  foot;  becase  I  don't  want  the 
worst  disgrace  that  can  happen  a  family  to 
hhckea  the  name  of  Macdermot  I " 
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Feemy  was  now  really  surprised  ;  fear  at  her 
brother's  strange  words  brought  out  at  once 
what  was  ever  raost  present  in  her  mind, 

"Oh,  heavens,  Thady  1  sure  we're  to  be 
married," 

It  must  be  remembered  that  this  was  not  an 
interview  between  a  fashionable  brother  and  an 
elegant  sister,  both  highly  educated,  in  which 
the  former  had  considered  himself  called  upon 
10  remonstrate  with  the  latter  for  having  waltzed 
loo  often  with  the  same  gentleman,  and  in  which 
any  expression  of  actual  blame  would  highly 
offend  the  delicacy  of  the  lady,  Thady  and 
his  sister  had  not  been  accustomed  to  delicacy ; 
and  though  she  was  much  shocked  at  his 
^violence,  she  hardly  felt  the  strong  imputation 
against  herself,  as  she  had  so  good  an  answer 
for  it*     She  therefore  exclaimed, 

"  Oh  heavens,  Thady !  sure  we're  to  be 
married/'  i 

**Well,  now,  Feemy,  jist  listen  to  me.  ♦  If 
Captain  Ussher  manes  to  marry  you,  under 
all  circumstances,  I  don't  know  you  could  do 
better,  I  don't  like  him,  as  how  should  I,  for 
isn't  he  a  Protestant,  and  a  low-botn,  impudent 
ruffian?  but  you  do  like  him,  and  I  suppose, 
if  he  marries  you,  it's  becase  he  hkes  you;  if 
not,  why  should  he  do  it  ?  And  when  once 
married,  you'll  have  to  fight  your  own  battles, 
and  no  joke  it'll  be  for  either  of  you.  But  if, 
as  Vm  thinking,  he  has  no  idea  on  arth  of 
marrying  you,  no  more  than  he  has  of  Mary 
Brady,  I'll  be  d — d  if  I  let  him  come  here 
fooVmg  you,  though  you  haven't  sperit  enough 
to   prevent   it  yourself.      We*xe   Vovi   tuouigh 
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already,  Feemy,  but  for  heaven's  sake  don't  be 
naking  us  lower  yet ! " 

"Well,  now,  Thady,  is  that  all?  and  you're 
wrong  then,  as  you  always  are,  for  Captain 
Ussher  has  asked  me  to  have  him,  just  as  plain 
as  I'm  telling  you  now;  and  he's  no  ruffian. 
It  is  you're  the  ruffian  to  him,  snubbing  him 
when  he  speaks  good-naturedly  to  you.  And 
as  for  being  a  Protestant,  I  suppose  he's  none 
the  worse  for  that,  if  he's  none  the  better.  I 
don't  know  why  you  do  be  hatmg  him  so,  unless 
it's  because  I  love  him." 

"I'm  not  talking  about  my  hating  him,  or 
loving  him.  If  he's  honest  to  you,  I'll  neither 
say  nor  do  anything  to  cross  him.  But  if  he 
does  mane  to  marry  you,  it's  time  he  did  it ; 
that's  all.  Did  he  say  anything  to  father 
about  it?" 

"What  should  he  be  saying  to  him?  Of 
course,  dada  would  have  no  objection." 

"  And  would  you  then  be  letting  him  come 
here  as  he  likes,  and  settling  nothing,  and  just 
maning  to  marry  you  or  not,  as  he  likes,  and 
you  and  he  talked  of  over  the  counthry  these 
four  months  back,  and  he  talking  about  you, 
jist  as  his  misthress,  through  the  counthry  ?  " 

Feemy  was  now  regularly  roused. 

"  Thaf  s  a  lie  for  you,  Thady  !  and  a  black 
lie — about  your  own  sister  too,  to  say  he  ever 
spoke  a  bad  word  against  me !  Pat  Brady  was 
telling  you  that  perhaps.  It's  what  he  never 
did,  or  would  do;  for  he's  as  true  as  you  are 
Msc ;  and  if  s  from  jealousy,  and  just  from  your 
hate,  because  everybody  else  likes  him,  makes 
fou  say  it    And  now  we  are  on  it,TV[a.&^,M\\ 
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just  tell  you  one  thing  :  I'm  not  to  do  what  you 
tell  me,  nor  will  I,  for  Fm  much  more  able  to 
manage  myself  than  you  are  for  me.  And  for 
all  you  say  about  him,  I'd  attend  more  to  one 
word  from  Myles,  than  lo  all  you  say,  if  you 
stood  talking  till  night ;  and  talk  you  may,  but 
I'll  not  stand  and  hear  you  1 "  And  she  bounced 
out  of  the  room,  slamming  the  door  in  a  manner 
which  made  Mr,  Flanneliy's  building  shake  to 
ihe  foundation. 

Poor  Thady  was  signally  defeated.  There  he 
stood  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  his  old  and  dirty 
hat  pulled  low  over  his  brow,  his  hands  stuck 
into  the  pockets  of  his  much-worn  shooting 
coat,  his  strong  brogues  and  the  bottoms  of  his 
corduroy  trowsers  covered  with  dirt  and  dry 
monld,  with  the  same  heavy  discontented  look 
about  his  face  which  he  always  now  wore.  He 
certainly  appeared  but  a  sorry  Mentor  for  a 
young  lady  in  a  love  affair  1  He  felt  that  his 
sister  despised  him,  the  more  from  her  being 
accustomed  to  the  comparatively  gentleman-like 
appearance  and  refined  manners  of  her  loven 

There  he  stood  a  long  time  without  stirring, 
and  so  he  stood  in  absolute  silence.  He  had 
put  his  pipe  down  when  first  Captain  Us&her 
left  the  room,  and  he  had  not  resumed  it,  now 
even  that  he  was  alone.  With  Thady  this  was 
a  sign  that  his  heart  was  very  full  indeed ;  and 
so  it  was,  full  almost  to  breaking. 

He   had   come   there   eager  with   two    high 

feelings,  love  for  his  sister,  real  fond  brotherly 

affection,  and  love   and  respect  for  his  family 

uame;   he  had   wished  to   protect  the  former 

from  insult  and  unhappinesSj  and  to  sustain  the 
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fallen  respectability  of  the  latter ;  and  he  had 
only  been'  scoffed  at  and  upbraided  by  the  sister 
he  loved.  For  he  did  love  her,  though  little 
real  communication  had  ever  passed  between 
them ;  he  had  always  supposed  that  she  loved 
him;  he  had  taken  it  for  granted,  and  had 
asked  for  no  demonstrative  affection;  but  her 
manner  and  her  words  now  cut  him  very  deep. 
He  was  not  aware  how  very  uncouth  his  own 
manner  had  been;  that  instead  of  reasoning 
with  her  gently  he  had  began  by  sneering  at  her 
lover,  that  he  had  taken  the  very  course  to 
oflfend  her  self-love,  and  that  therefore  Feemy 
was  quite  as  convinced  at  the  end  of  the  meeting 
that  she  had  a  right  to  be  angry,  as  he  was  that 
he  was  the  injured  party. 

At  any  rate,  there  he  stood  perfectly  baffled. 
His  object  had  been  to  advise  her,  if  Captain 
Ussher  did  not  at  once  declare  his  purpose  to 
her  family,  to  put  a  stop  to  his  further  visits ; 
and  if  she  refused  to  comply  with  his  advice,  to 
tell  her  that  he  should  himself  ask  Captain 
Ussher  his  intentions,  and  that  if  they  were  not 
such  as  he  approved,  he  should  inform  him  that 
he  was  no  longer  welcome  at  Ballycloran. 

This  had  seemed,  though  disagreeable, 
straightforward  and  easy  enough  before  the 
meeting;  and  now  that  it  was  over  he  could 
not  think  why  he  had  not  said  exactly  what  he 
had  come  there  to  say.  To  give  him  his  due, 
he  blamed  himself  as  much  as  he  did  his  sister ; 
he  was  very  unhappy  about  it  all,  but  he  could 
not  think  how  he  had  been  so  very  stupid. 

Had  he  lived  more  in  the  world,  he  Yiould 
have  bad  recourse  to   the   common  le^oiX.  va. 
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cases  where  speech  is  difficult ;  he  would  have 
written  a  letter  to  his  sister.  But  this  never 
occurred  to  him  i  even  had  it  done  so,  Thad/s 
epistolary  powers  were  very  small,  and  his 
practice  very  limited  ;  a  memento  to  the  better 
sort  of  tenants,  as  to  their  '*  thrifle  of  rint,"  or  a 
few  written  directions  to  Pat  Brady,  about  seizing 
crops  and  driving  pigs^  was  its  extent ;  and  these 
were  written  on  pieces  of  coarse  paper,  which 
had  been  ruled  for  accounts,  and  were  smeared 
rather  than  fastened  with  very  much  salivated 
wafers.  His  writing  too  was  very  slow,  and  his 
choice  of  language  not  extensive  ;  a  letter  on 
such  a  subject  from  a  brother  to  a  sister  should 
be  well  turned,  impressive,  terse,  sententious: 
that  scheme  would  never  have  done  for  Thady. 

What  then  should  he  do  ?  if  he  were  to  go  to 
Captain  Ussher  now,  and  tell  him  to  discontinue 
his  visits,  he  would  only  be  asked  if  he  had  his 
sister's  authority  for  doing  so,  or  his  father's. 
Should  he  get,  or  try  to  get,  his  father's 
authority  ?  The  old  man  he  knew  was  moping 
over  the  parlour  tire,  half  drunk,  half  stupid,  and 
half  asleep. 

After  thinking  over  it  alone  there  in  Feemy's 
sitting-room  for  an  hour,  he  determined  that  all 
he  could  do  was  to  go  back  again  to  his  only 
friend,  Father  John* 

When  Fee  my  slammed  the  door,  as  she  did 
at  the  end  of  her  violent  oration  above  given, 
she  betook  herself  to  her  bedroom,  and  began 
to  cry. 

Though  she  had  so  well  assumed  the  air  of 

^n  injured  person,  and  had  to  the  best  of  her 

abilities  vindicaited   her  absent  lovei^  sXxVl  ^\v^ 
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was  very  unhappy  at  what  her  brother  had  said 
to  her.  Nor,  in  truth,  was  it  only  because 
Thady  had  expressed  himself  unkindly  about 
MyleSy  but  she  also  could  not  but  feel  that  there 
was  something  wrong.  She  never  for  a  moment 
believed  that  her  lover  spoke  loosely  of  her 
behind  her  back,  for  she  never  for  a  moment 
doubted  his  love ;  but  she  did  feel  that  it  would 
be  more  comfortable  if  Myles  would  speak,  or 
let  her  speak  to  some  of  her  family,  if  it  were 
only  to  her  father.  Though  she  knew  so  little 
of  what  was  usual  in  the  world,  still  she  felt  that 
even  his  sanction,  stupid,  tipsy,  unconscious  as 
he  was,  would  give  to  her  attachment  a  respect- 
ability which  it  wanted  now;  and  if  a  day  for 
her  marriage  were  fixed,  though  circumstances 
might  require  that  it  should  be  ever  so  distant, 
she  would  be  able  to  talk  much  more  satis- 
factorily of  her  prospects  to  Mary  Cassidy,  and 
the  Miss  McKeons.  Besides,  if  she  could  bring 
matters  to  this  state,  she  could  so  triumphantly 
prove  that  Thady  was  wrong  in  his  unhandsome 
conjectures,  and  she  determined  before  she  had 
done  thinking  on  the  subject,  to  give  Myles  a 
few  hints  as  to  her  wishes.  The  next  day  he 
would  be  sure  to  come  to  Ballycloran  on  his 
way  to  McGovery's  wedding,  and '  he  would 
probably  ask  why  Thady  had  prevented  their 
walk  to  Aughermore ;  and  then  she  would  have 
a  good  opportunity  of  saying  what  she  wanted. 
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CHAPTER  VII 

THE   priest's   dinner   PARTY 

Thady,  as  I   said,  walked  off  to  the  priest's 

cottage^  to  partake  of  the  relics  of  a  goose,  and 
seek  counsel  of  his  friend  ;  but  it  was  not  Father 
John^s  dinner  hour  yet,  and  he  found  no  one  in 
but  Judy  McCan.  He  walked  into  the  priest's 
little  parlour,  and  sat  down  to  wait  for  him, 
again  meditating  on  all  the  evils  which  hung 
over  his  devoted  famil)^  and  sitting  thus  he  at 
length  fell  fast  asleep* 

Here  he  slept  for  above  an  hour,  when  he 
was  awakened  by  the  door  opening  behind  him» 
and  in  jumping  up  to  meet  Father  John,  as  he 
thought,  he  encountered  the  lank  and  yellow 
features,  much-worn  dress,  and  dirty,  moist  hand 
of  Father  Cullen. 

"  Were  you  sleeping,  then,  Mr,  Thady,  before 
Father  McGrath^s  fire?  'deed,  then,  I  dare  say 
youVe  been  walking  a  great  sight,  for  you  look 
jaded.  I'm  not  that  fresh  myself,  for  I've  been 
away  to  Loch  Sheen,  to  widow  Byrne's.  Bad 
luck  to  the  cratures,  there's  nothing  but  sick 
calls  now,  and  my  heart's  broken  with  them,  so 
it  is." 

Thady's  only  answer  to  this  was,  "  How  are 
you.  Father  Cullen?"  He  wished  him  back  at 
Maynooth, 

"  Well,  I  hope  Father  McGrath  isn't  far  off, 
thin,  "  sLnd  he  looked  at  a  watch  w^aiVy  as  bi^  as 
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a  church  clock,  "  for  I'm  very  hungry,,  and,  my  ! 
it's  only  twenty  minutes  to  six — " 

This  gave  Thady  the  very  unwelcome  intelli- 
gence that  Father  Cullen  meant  to  dine  at  the 
cottage. 

"And  now  the  pony's  lamed  undher  me,  I 
had  to  walk  all  the  way  to  Loch  Sheen,  in  the 
dirt  and  gutther." 

Thady's  mind  was  fiill  of  one  object,  and  he 
could  not  interest  himself  about  the  curate's 
misfortunes  in  the  lameness  of  his  pony  and  the 
dirt  of  his  walk. 

"And  bad  manners  to  them  Commissioners 
and  people  they  sent  over  bothering  and  altering 
the  people  1  Couldn't  we  have  our  own  parishes 
as  we  like,  and  fix  them  ourselves,  but  they 
must  be  sending  English  people  to  give  us 
English  parishes,  altering  the  meerings  just  to 
be  doing  something?  You  know,  Thady,  the 
far  end  of  Loch  Sheen  up  there  ?  " 

"Yes,  Father  Cullen,  I  know  where  Loch 
Sheen  is." 

'*  Well,  that  used  to  be  Cashcarrigan  parish ; 
and  Father  Comyns — ^thaf  s  the  parish  priest  in 
Cash — don't  live  not  two  miles  all  out  from 
there ;  and  the  widow  Byrne's  is  six  miles  from 
where  I  live  out  yonder,  if  it's  a  step,  and  yet 
they  must  go  and  put  Loch  Sheen  into  this 
parish." 

Father  Cullen's  misfortunes  still  did  not 
come  home  to  Macdermot;  he  sat  looking  at 
the  fire. 

"There's  that  poor  ould  woman,  too,  up 
there,  left  to  starve  by  herself,  the  crature,  now 
they're  gone  and  put  her  two  sons  *\n\.o  %^^V 
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I  wonder  what  the  counthry'll  be  the  better  for 
all  them  boys  being  crammed  into  gaol  I  wish 
they'd  kept  that  Ussher  down  in  the  north  when 
he  was  there ;  he's  fitter  for  that  place  than 
County  Leitrim,  any  how." 

"  What's  that  about  Captain  Ussher,  Father 
Cullen?'* 

"  Shure  didn't  you  hear  he  put  three  more  of 
the  boys  into  gaol  Tuesday  evening,  and  one  of 
them  off  Drumleesh  ?  *' 

**  Heard  it  I  of  course  I  heard  it ;  and  more 
than  I'll  be  hearing  it  too.  Oh,  Fatiier  Cullen, 
wherever  that  Ussher  came  from,  I  wish  they'd 
kept  him  there." 

Thady's  earnestness  in  this  surprised  the 
yoimg  priest. 

**  Why,  I  thought  you  and  he  were  so  thick  i 
but  I'm  glad  it's  not  so  much  so.  Why  would 
the  like  of  you  be  making  so  free  with  a  Pro- 
testant like  him?  Did  you  break  with  him, 
then,  Mr.  Thady?" 

Macdermot  by  no  means  desired  to  admit 
Father  Cullen  into  the  conference  about  his 
sister ;  the  strong  expression  of  his  dislike  had 
fallen  from  him  as  it  were  involuntarily:  he 
therefore  turned  off  the  question, 

"  Oh  no ;  break  with  him  1  why  would  I 
break  with  him?  But  you  can't  think  I  Uke 
to  see  him  dhriving  the  boys  into  the  gaol  like 
sheep  to  the  shambles.  What  busmess  had 
they  sending  Tim  Reynolds  into  gaol?  There'll 
be  noise  enough  in  the  counthry  about  that  yet, 
Father  CuUen." 

**  There'll  never  be  noise  enough  about  that, 
3nd  5uch-UkG  cruelties,  till  he  and  a\i  oi  \.W 
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sort  is  put  down  intirely  in  the  counthiy ;  and 
that'll  only  be  when  the  counthry  rights  herself 
as  she  should  do,  and,  by  God's  blessing,  will 
still ;  and  that  you  and  I,  Mr.  Thady,  may  live 
to  see  it " 

The  further  expression  of  Father  CuUen's 
favourite  political  opinions  was  here  interrupted 
by  Father  John's  quick,  heavy  step  on  the  little 
gravel  walk. 

"  Well,  boys,"  said  he,  sitting  down  and  pull- 
ing off  his  dirty  gaiters  and  shoes  before  the 
fire,  "waiting  for  the  goose,  eh?  Egad,  when 
I  found  what  time  it  was,  I  thought  you'd  be 
bribing  Judy  to  divide  it  between  you.  Cullen, 
you  look  awfully  hungry ;  I'd  better  set  you  at 
the  ham  first,  or  you'll  make  terrible  work  at 
the  half  bird — for  a  half  is  all  there  is  for  the 
three  of  us.     Well,  Judy,  let's  have  the  stew." 

The  dinner  was  now  brought  in,  and  Father 
John  talked  joyously,  as  though  nothing  was 
on  his  mind;  and  yet  we  know  the  sad  con- 
versation he  had  had  with  young  Macdermot 
that  very  morning,  and  that  Thady  was  there 
chiefly  to  tell  the  upshot  of  his  mission, — and 
Thad/s  face  was  certainly  no  emblem  of  good 
news.  He  had  also  had  a  sad  morning's  work 
with  his  curate,  his  parishioners  were  in  great 
troubles,  the  times  were  very  bad  on  them ; 
many  of  them  were  in  gaol  for  illegal  distil- 
lation ;  more  were  engaged  in  the  business,  and 
were  determined  so  to  continue  in  open  defiance 
of  the  police;  many  of  them  were  becoming 
ribbonmen,  or,  at  any  rate,  were  joining  secret 
and  illegal  societies.  Driven  from  theu:  cabins 
and  iitde  holdings,  their  crops  and  ca\.\Xft  Xikaxv 
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from  them,  they  were  everywhere  around  des- 
perate with  poverty^  and  discontented  equally 
with  their  own  landlords  and  the  restraints  put 
upon  them  by  government.  All  this  weighed 
heavily  on  Father  John's  mind,  and  he  strongly 
felt  the  difficulty  of  his  own  situation ;  but  he 
was  not  the  man  to  allow  his  spirits  to  master 
him  when  entertaining  others  in  his  own  house. 
Had  only  Cullen  or  only  Thady  been  there,  he 
would  have  tuned  his  own  mind  to  that  of  his 
guest ;  but  as  their  cases  were  so  different^  he 
tried  to  cheer  them  both. 

"  Egad,  Thady,  here's  another  leg — ^come,  my 
boy,  weVe  still  a  leg  to  stand  upon — Cullen 
has  just  finished  one,  and  I  could  have  sworn 
I  ate  the  other  yesterday.  See,  did  Judy  put 
one  of  her  own  in  the  hash — ^ ex pedt  Hercukm^ 
— you'd  know  it  so  any  way  by  the  toughness. 
Lend  me  your  fork,  Thady,  or  excuse  my  own. 
Well,  when  I  get  the  cash  from  Denis's  mar- 
riage, ril  get  a  carving-knife  and  fork  from 
Garley's;  not  but  what  I  ought  to  have  one. 
Judy^  Where's  the  big  fork  ?" 

**  Why,  didn't  yer  riverence  smash  it  entirely 
,  drawing  the  cork  from  the  bottle  of  sherry  wine 
ye  got  for  Doctor  Blake  the  day  he  was  here 
^about  the  dispinsary  business  ?  *' 

This  little  explanation  Judy  bawled  from  the 
kitchen. 

"  It  is  true  for  you,  Judy  \  so  I  did,  and  bad 
luck  to  the  day  and  Doctor  Blake,  too.  That 
same  day,  Thady,  cost  me  three  good  shillings 
for  a  botde  of  bad  wine,  my  old  fork,  and  a  leg 
oi  mutton  and  all ;  for  I  thought  I'd  be  able 
to  come  TO\xnd   the  doctor  about  Vos  oomm^ 
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down  to  Drumsna  here  once  a  week  regular; 
and  when  he'd  ate  my  mutton  and  drank  the 
sherry,  he  just  told  me  it  was  not  possible." 

"  He*d  sooner  be  making  may  be  twenty  or 
thirty  poor  sick  craturs  be  walking  five  or  six 
miles,  than  he'd  ride  over  to  see  them ;  though 
it's  little  he'd  think  of  the  distance  av  he'd  a 
fee  to  touch." 

**For  the  matter  of  that,  Cullen,  I  think 
yourself  would  go  quicker  to  a  wedding  than 
you  would  to  a  sick  calL  'Deed,  and  I  know 
myself  I  like  the  part  of  the  business  where  the 
cash  is." 

"  In  course,  Mr.  McGrath,  I'd  go  with  more 
sperit,  but  not  a  foot  quicker, •nor  so  quick. 
May  be  I'd  grumble  at  the  one  and  not  at  the 
other ;  but  what  the  church  tells  me,  I'll  do,  if 
it  plazes  God  to  let  me." 

"Oh,  Cullen,  you'd  make  one  think  I  was 
admonishing  you.  A  fine  martyr  he'd  make, 
wouldn't  he,  Thady?" 

Cullen,  who  took  everything  in  downright 
earnest,  clasped  his  dirty  hands,  and  exclaimed, 

"  If  the  church  required  it,  and  it  was  God's 
will,  I  hope  I  would." 

"  Well,  well,  but  it'll  be  just  at  present  much 
more  comfortable  for  all  parties  you  should 
square  round  a  little,  and  take  your  punch. 
Come,  Thady,  are  you  going  to  be  a  martyr, 
too  ?  it's  a  heathenish  kind  of  penance,  though, 
to  be  holding  your  tongue  so  long.  Come,  my 
boy,  you  were  to  bring  the  ticket  about  the 
rent  with  you." 

Thady  opened  his  ears  at  the  word  rent,  but 
before  he'd  time  to  make  any  su\lab\^  ^^^^^^ 
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Judy  was  moving  the  things,  Father  John  was 
pulUng  back  the  tablej  and  pushing  Cullen  into 
a  corner  by  the  fire. 

**Now,  Judy,  the  fire  under  the  pump,  you 
knowj  out  with  the  groceries, — see,  but  have 
I  any  sugar,  then?'* 

**  Sorrow  a  bit  of  lump,  but  moist  and  plenty, 
Father  John." 

"  Well,  my  boys,  you  must  make  your  punch 
with  brown  sugar  for  once  in  your  life;  and 
what's  the  harm  ?  what  we  want  in  sugar,  well 
make  up  in  the  whiskey,  I'll  be  bound.  Judy, 
bring  the  tumblers/* 

Out  came  the  tumblers— that  is,  two  tumblers, 
one  with  a  stand,  the  other  with  a  flat  bottom, 
and  a  tea-cup  with  a  spoon  in  it.  The  tea-cup 
was  put  opposite  Father  John's  chair,  and  the 
reverend  father  himself  proceeded  to  pour  a 
tolerable  modicum  of  spirits  out  of  the  stone 
jar  into  a  good-sized  milk  jug,  and  placed  it 
on  the  table. 

**  Isn't  it  queer,  then,  Thady,  I  can't  get  a 
bottle,  or  a  decanter,  or  anything  of  glass  to 
remain  in  the  house  at  all?  Tm  sure  I  had 
a  decanter,  though  I  didn't  see  it  these  six 
months," 

**  And  wouldn't  it  be  odd  if  you  did,  Father 
John  ?  wasn't  it  smashed  last  February  ?  " 

"  Smashed  1  why,  I  think  everything  gets 
smashed." 

"  Weil  now,  Mr.  Thady,  to  hear  his  riverence 

going  on  the  like  of  that,"  said  the  old  woman, 

appealing  to  Macdermot  j  **  and  wasn't  it  him- 

seJf  sent  the  broth  down  in  it  to  Widow  Green 

the  Jaiter  end  of  last  winletj  Siud  <Ma't  the 
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^foolish  slip  of  a  girl,  her  grand-dater,  go  to  hail 
it  over  the  hot  coals  for  the  ould  woman,  jist 
as  it  was,  and  in  course  the  hait  smashed  the 
glass,  and  why  wouldn't  it,  and  the  broth  was 
all  spilt?  But  isn't  the  jug  just  as  good  for  the 
sperits,  yer  honers  ?  '* 

"Well,  well;   boiling   mutton   broth  over  a 
^Jorf  fire,  in  my  cut  decanter  1   *  optai  ephippia 
^^spigir:     That'll  do,  Judy,  thatUi  do." 
^™    And  the  old  woman  retreated  with  a  look  of 
injured  innocence. 

Father  John  soiffed  the  whiskey.  ^  Fumum 
Hbere  institutes ; '  it's  the  right  smell  of  the 
smoke.  Come,  CuUen,  make  your  punch  ; 
come,  Tiiady,  don't  be  sitting  there  that  way ;  " 
— and  he  proceeded  to  make  a  most  unpalatable- 
looking  decoction  of  punch  in  his  tea-cup,  to 
which  the  moist  sugar  gave  a  peculiarly  nasty 
appearance. 

But  all  Father  John's  attempted  jovialities 
and  preparations  for  enjoyment  could  not  dispel 
the  sadness  from  Thady's  face,  or  the  settled 
solemnity  from  Father  Cullen's  visage ;  he 
never  joked,  and  rarely  conversed;  when  he 
did  speak,  it  was  usually  to  argue  or  declaim] 
and  Thady,  even  in  his  best  times,  was  but  a 
sorry  companion  for  such  a  man  as  Father 
John,  There  the  three  of  them  sat,  with  their 
es  fixed  on  the  fire,  all  drinking  dieir  punch, 
is  true,  but  with  very  little  signs  of  enjoy- 

How  long  they  remained  thus,  I  am  unable 
say;  but  Father  John  was  getting  very  tired 
his   company,   when    they   were   all    three 
cd  by  a  sharp  rap  at  the  haW  dooi,  atA 
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before  they  had  had  time  to  surmise  who  it 
waSi  Captain  Ussher  walked  in. 

Now,  though  neither  Father  John  nor  his 
curate  were  very  fond  of  Ussher,  they  both 
were  tolerably  intimate  with  him  ;  indeed,  till 
lately,  when  the  priest  began  to  think  the  gallant 
Captain  was  playing  his  fair  parishioner  false^ 
and  the  opinion  was  becoming  general  that  he 
was  acting  the  tyrant  among  the  people,  Father 
John  had  rather  liked  Ussher  than  noL  He 
was  lively ; — and  if  not  well  educated,  he  had 
some  little  general  comprehension  of  which 
no  others  of  those  the  priest  knew  around 
him  could  boast.  He  had  met  him  first  very 
frequently  at  Ballycloran,  had  since  dined  with 
him  at  Mohiil^  and  had  more  than  once  induced 
him  to  join  the  unpretending  festivities  of  the 
cottage.  There  was  nothing,  therefore,  very 
singular  in  Captain  Ussher's  visit  j  and  yet, 
from  what  was  uppermost  in  the  mind  of  each 
of  the  party,  it  did  surprise  them  all. 

Father  John,  however,  was  never  taken  aback* 

"  Ah,  my  darling,  and  how  are  you  ?  come 
to  see  we  are  drinking  parliament  and  not 
cheating  the  king." 

Although  they  w^ere  drinking  potheen,  and 
though  Ussher  might,  doubtless,  have  put  a 
fine  of  from  five  to  fifty  pounds  on  the  priest 
for  doing  so,  Father  John  knew  that  he  was 
safe.  It  was  at  that  time  considered  that  no 
revenue  officer  would  notice  potheen  if  he  met 
it,  as  a  guesL  People  are  rather  more  careful 
now  on  the  matter* 

"  Oh,  Father  John,  I  never  bring  my  govern- 
incat  taster  with  me  whea  1  am  not  oxi  ^«Ltvice ; 
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but  if  you've  any  charity,  give  me  an  air  of  the 
fire  and  a  drop  of  what's  going  forward,  all  for 
love.  How  are  you,  Father  Cullen?"  and  he 
shook  hands  with  the  curate.  ^*  How  are  you, 
Thady,  old  boy  ? "  and  he  slapped  Macdermot 
on  the  back  as  though  they  were  the  best 
friends  in  the  world. 

"How  are  you.  Captain  Ussher?"  said  the 
former,  sitting  down  again  as  though  the  Cap- 
tain's salutation  were  a  signal  for  him  to  do  so, 
and  as  if  he  did  not  dare  do  it  before.  Nor 
would  he.  Father  CuUen  had  been  told  that 
he  should  stand  up  when  strangers  came  into 
a  room, — that  it  was  a  point  of  etiquette; 
and  there  he  would  have  stood,  though  it  had 
been  ten  minutes,  if  Ussher  had  not  addressed 
him. 

Thady  did  not  get  up  at  all ;  in  fact,  he  did 
not  know  what  to  do  or  to  say.  He  had  been 
waiting  anxiously,  hoping  that  Father  Cullen 
would  go,  and  now  the  difficulties  in  his  way 
were  more  than  doubled. 

Captain  Ussher,  however,  took  no  notice  of 
his  silence ;  but,  sitting  down  by  Father  John, 
began  rubbing  and  warming  his  hands  at  the 
fire. 

"Well,  may  I  be  d — d — begging  your 
reverence's  pardon — if  this  isn't  as  cold  a  night 
as  I'd  wish  to  be  out  in,  and  as  dark  as  my  hat. 
I  say,  Thady,  this'll  be  the  night  for  the  boys  to 
be  running  a  drop  of  the  stuff;  there'd  be  no 
seeing  the  smoke  now,  anyhow.  I  was  dining 
early  at  Carrick,  and  was  getting  away  home  as 
quick  as  I  could,  and  my  mare  threw  a  shoe^ 
InddJyjust  opposite  the  forge  down  t\\eTe\  ^o\ 
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walked  up  here,  Father  John,  and  I  told  them 
to  bring  the  mare  up  when  she's  shod." 

'Tm  glad  the  mare  made  herself  so  agree- 
able. Come,  Judy,  another  tumbler  here.  By 
the  by,  then,  Cullen,  you  must  take  to  a  tea-cup 
like  myself — you're  used  to  it ;  and  Captain 
Ussher»  you  must  take  brown  sugar  in  your 
punch,  though  you  are  not  used  to  it.  If  I 
could  make  lump  sugar  for  you,  I'd  do  it  myself 
directly." 

**  Oh,  what's  the  odds  I  I'm  so  cold  I  shan't 
feel  it ;  '*  and  without  any  apology^  he  took  poor 
Father  Cullen's  tumbler,  who  emptied  the  rest 
of  his  punch  into  a  tea-cup* 

"  Well,  Thady,  and  who  do  you  think  there 
was  at  Hewson^s,  but  Keegan,  your  friend,  you 
know  ?  and  a  very  pleasant  fellow  he  is  in  his 
way  :  but  how  he  does  abuse  you  Catholics  I  *' 

"Well,  Captain,  and  it's  little  good  you'll 
hear  any  of  us  say  of  him,  so  that's  all  fair," 
said  Father  John* 

"  Take  it  that  way,  so  it  is ;  but  I  thought 
I  heard  some  of  you  at  Ballycloran  say  he  was 
once  a  Catholic,"  said  Ussher,  turning  to 
Thady;  "your  father  was  telling  me  so,  I 
think." 

He  seemed  determined  to  make  Thady  say 
something,  but  he  only  muttered  an  affirmative. 

*'  Whoever  said  so,  said  wrong,"  began  Father 
Cullen,  rising  up  and  putting  his  hands  on  the 
table,  as  if  he  was  going  to  make  a  speech, 
''Whoever  said  so,  said  wrong.  His  father  was 
a  Catholic,  and  his  mother  was  a  Catholic,  but 
he  never  was  a  Catholic ;  and  how  could  he, 
for  he  never  was  a  Christian " — uud  as  he  sat 


J 


i. 
lis 

air," 

ught 
was 


I 


y  say 
itive, 
atber 
1  the 
eech, 
r  was 
:,  but 
1  he, 


Tfaci;Pric8t-s  Dinner  Party 

down  he  ttfmed  round  his  laige  obtruding 
tar  approvaL 

*^  Ob,  ]f  Jim  go  on  that  high  ground,  y 
lose  half  jronr  flock.  We  are  glad  to  get  i 
whether  Hntf  are  Christians  or  not,  so  Ion 
A^  aie.'good  Protestants ;  so  jrou  see  Kee^ 
good  enough  for  us;  and  what  could  he 
po<Mr  Miow?  if  you  wouldn't  have  him,  he  i 
come  to  -uSa 

'^Oh  then,  Father  John,  he's  satisfied  tc 
men  become  Protestants  when  they  are 
longer  fit  to  be  Catholics;  was  that  the* 
yonndf  become  a  Protestant,  Captain  Ussh( 

« If  Pm  to  be  d — d  for  that,  you  know 
my  Cither's  and  mother's  fiiult.  I  ain't 
Keegan.    I  didn't  choose  the  bad  road  my^ 

**Oh,  but  isn't  it  for  yourself  to  choose 
•good  r<Mid  ?  didn't  you  say  you  knew  ours 
die  oald- church  as.it  stood  always  down 
Christ?    If  yon  do  go  wrong,  you  don't  < 
bam  igacftanctf  but  you  do  it  wilfully,' and 
mml  wfll  howl  in  hdl  for  it" 
.   Captain  Uisher  only  burst  out  laughin 
dus  little  outbreak,  but  Father  John  exclaii 
^Whittl  whist  1  Cullen,  none  of  that  hen 
yen  can  take  any  steps  towards  sending  Ca] 
Uflftmr  to  heaven,  well  and  good ;  but  don 
aoading  him  the  other  way  while  the  poor  d 
kMerhuiponch.^ 

"Never  mind,  Father  John;  I  and  I 
CoDen  are  yery  good  friends,  and  I  thinlr 
bear  me  read  my  recantation  yet;  but  he 
dd  il:>tMii8^t|  as  here's  my  mare.  I  must 
BaHndmn,  Thady ;  will  you  walk  as  far 
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**  Thank  you,  Captain  Ussher,  I'll  not  be 
going  out  of  this  just  yet/' 

'^Ah,  well;  I  see  you're  out  with  me  for  the 
tiff  we  had  this  morning.  He's  angry  now, 
Father  John,  just  through  my  telling  him  he 
couldn't  count  all  the  money  he'd  received  this 
week." 

Father  John  observed  the  different  manners 
of  the  young  men  towards  each  other,  and  from 
Thady*s  silence,  was  quite  sure  that  matters  had 
gone  amiss  between  them. 

*'  I  didn't  know  it  before  then,  Captain 
Ussher,"  said  Thady;  "but  if  you  must  know, 
Fve  business  to  spake  to  Father  John  about." 

"Ohj  well;  open  confession's  good  for  the 
soul ;  I  hope  he'll  absolve  you  for  your  bad 
temper," 

"  It's  I  am  to  get  the  absolution,  if  I  can, 
this  time ;  it's  the  old  story,  Captain,  *  a  thrifle 
oi  rint  that's  owing,  nothing  more,'  " 

"  ^Vell,  it^s  all  one  to  me :  good  night  to  you  all," 
and  Captain  Ussher  rode  away  home  to  Mohill.) 

Father  Cullen  reseated  himself  by  the  fire, 
and  again  assumed  his  gaze  at  the  hot  turf,  just 
as  he  was  before  Ussher  came  in,  and  looked 
hopelessly  immovable.  Thady  shifted  about 
uneasily  in  his  chair,  then  got  up  and  walked 
round  the  room,  and  then  sat  down  again  ;  but 
the  curate  wouldn't  move.  At  last  Father  John 
ended  the  affair  by  sayings 

**  Any  more  punch,  Cullen  ?  *' 

"  Thank  you,  no.  Sir." 

**  Then  just  go  home,  there*s  a  good  fellowJ 

Cullen    rose   up,   not   the   least   offended- 
noihing  would  offend  him — look  his  hat,  and 
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did  as  he  was  bid.    At  last  Thady  and  Father 
John  were  left  alone. 

"  Now,  my  boy,"  said  the  priest,  as  he  put  on 
more  turf,  "  we-11  be  alone  for  half  an  hour,  or  it 
is  odd.    Well,  you  spoke  to  Feemy?" 

"I  did  spake  to  her,  Father  John;  but  I'd 
better  have  left  it  alone ;  for  when  I  began  she 
only  snubbed  me,  and  she  told  me  she'd  manage 
her  own  business ;  but,  oh,  Father  John,  I  fear 
it  will  be  a  bad  business !  She  told  me  she 
loved  him,  and  that  he  had  gone  so  far  as 
asking  her  to  marry  him,  and  all  that ;  but  as 
^  as  I  could  learn,  it  was  only  just  talk,  that. 
But  I  could  say  nothing  to  her,  for  she  got  the 
better  of  me,  and  then  flew  out  of  the  room, 
sa3ring,  it  did  not  matter  what  I  said" 

And  then  Macdermot  told  the  priest  exactly 
what  had  passed ;  how  headstrong  Feemy  was, 
how  infatuated  she  was  with  her  lover,  and  how 
regardless  of  what  any  one  could  say  to  her 
on  the  subject;  "and  now,  Father  John,  what 
on  'arth  shall  I  do  at  all,  for  the  heart's  broken 
in  me,  with  all  the  throubles  that's  on  me." 

**  I'll  tell  you  what,  Thady :  don't  be  falling 
out  with  Captain  Ussher — any  way,  not  yet — 
for  he  may  mean  honestly,  you  know,  though  I 
own  my  heart  doubts  him ;  but  take  my  advice, 
and  don't  be  falling  out  with  him  yet  I'll  see 
Feemy  to-morrow,  and  if  she  won't  hear  or 
won't  heed  what  her  priest  says  to  her,  I'll  tell 
you  what  we'll  do.  One  woman  will  always 
listen  to  another,  and  I'll  ask  Mrs.  McKeon  to 
speak  to  Feemy,  and  tell  her  the  character 
she'll  be  giving  herself.  Mrs.  McKeoti  Vvas* 
daughters  of  her  own,  and  when  1  ttiam^  \i.^t 
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that  Feemy  has  neither  raotherj  nor  sister,  nor 
female  friend  of  any  kind,  she'll  not  be  refusing 
me  this,  disagreeable  though  it  may  be  to  her. 
And  now»  Thady,  do  you  go  home  to  bed,  and 
pray  to  God  to  protect  your  sister;  and,  re- 
member, my  boy,  that  though  you  may  have 
reason  to  be  displeased  with  her,  as  I  said,  she 
has  neither  mother  nor  sister;  she  has  no  one 
to  look  to  but  yourself,  and  if  there  is  much 
in  her  to  forgive,  there  are  many  causes  for 
forgiveness." 

Thady  silently  shook  hands  with  his  friend, 
and  went  home  ;  and  whether  or  no  he  obeyed 
the  priest's  injunctions  to  pray  for  protection 
for  his  sister,  that  good  man  himself  did  not  go 
to  sleep  till  he  had  long  been  on  his  knees, 
imploring  aid  for  her,  and  the  numerous  unfor- 
tunates of  bis  flock. 


CHAPTER  Vni 

MIS?    MACDERMOT   AT   HOME 

At  any  rate,  the  priest's  admonitions  had  this 
effect  on  Thady,  that  when  he  came  in  to  break- 
fast after  his  morning  avocations,  he  spoke  to 
Feemy,  whom  he  had  not  seen  since  their 
stormy  interview  of  yesterday,  with  kindness, 
and,  for  him,  gentleness-  But  she  seemed  only 
half  inclined  to  accept  the  proffered  olive 
br^tnch.  Thady's  morning  saluta!ions  couldn't 
ga  f;At  towards  putting  a  youn^  %\t\  \u  ^<>ad 
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humour,. for  even  now  that  he  meant  to  be 
gracious  it  was  only — "Well,  Feemy,  how's 
yourself  this  morning ;  and  will  you  be  ready 
for  Mary  Brady's  wedding  ?  "  But  her  answer — 
"Oh,  in  course;  will  you  take  your  breakfast 
there  ? "  showed  him  that  she  had  not  forgiven 
his  aspersions  against  her  lover,  and  the  break- 
fast passed  over  in  silence,  with  the  exception 
of  Larry's  usual  growls.  Thady,  therefore, 
when  he  had  swallowed  his  potatoes  and  milk, 
betook  himself  again  to  Pat  Brady  and  the 
fields.  Larry  was  left  alone  to  sleep,  if  he 
could,  over  the  fire,  and  Feemy  betook  herself 
to  her  own  parlour,  and  proceeded  to  penetrate 
farther  into  the  mysteries  of  the  "  Mysterious 
Assassin." 

There  she  sat — a  striking  contradiction  of 
that  proverb  which  we  so  often  quote  with 
reference  to  young  ladies,  and  which  so  seldom 
can  be  quoted  with  truth,  "  Beauty  unadorned, 
adorned  the  most." 

Ussher  would  not  come  till  the  evening,  and 
her  hair  was  therefore  in  papers — and  the  very 
papers  themselves  looked  soiled  and  often  used. 
Her  back  hair  had  been  hastily  fastened  up  with 
a  bit  of  old  black  ribb^  and  a  comb  boasting 
only  two  teeth,  and  the  short  hairs  round  the 
bottom  of  her  well-turned  head  were  jagged 
and\uneven,  as  though  bristling  with  anger  at 
the  wan^^  that  attention  which  they  required. 
She  had  afctcoUar  on,  but  a  tippet  of  different 
material  and  colour  from  her  frock  was  thrown 
over  her  shoulders.  Her  dress  itself  was  the 
very  picture  ^^ntidiness ;  it  looked  as  tkou^Vs. 
it  had  never  seen  a  mangle  j  the  sleeves  dioo^^^ 
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down,  banging  despondingly  below  her  elbows ; 
and  the  tuck  of  her  frock  was  all  ripped  and 
torn — she  had  trod  on  it»  or  some  one  else  had 
done  it  for  her,  and  she  had  not  been  at  the 
trouble  of  mending  it  It  was  also  too  tight,  or 
else  Feemy  had  not  fastened  it  properly,  for  a 
dreadful  gap  appeared  in  the  back,  showing 
some  article  beneath  which  was  by  no  means  ai 
white  as  it  should  be ; — "  but  then,  wasn*t  it  only 
her  morning  frock?*'  In  front  of  it,  too,  was 
a  streaked  mark  of  grease,  the  long  since  de- 
posited remains  of  some  of  her  culinary  labours. 
Her  feet  were  stuffed  into  slippers — truth  com- 
pels me  to  say  they  would  more  properly  be 
called  shoes  down  at  heel— her  stockings  were 
wofully  dirty,  and,  horror  of  all  horrors,  out  at 
the  heels  !  There  she  sat,  with  her  feet  on  the 
fender,  her  face  on  her  hands,  and  her  elbows 
on  her  knees,  with  her  thumb-worn  novel  lying 
in  her  lap  between  them. 

There  she  sat;  how  little  like  the  girl  that 
had  eclipsed  Mary  Cassidy  at  the  ball  at  Mohill  I 
Poor  though  Feemy  was,  she  could  make  out 
a  dress,  and  a  handsome  dress,  for  such  an 
occasion  as  that.  Then  every  hair  on  her  fine 
head  had  been  in  its  place ;  the  curls  of  her 
rich  brown  hair  were  enough  to  win  the  heart 
of  any  man ;  the  collar  round  her  fair  neck  had 
been  beautifully  washed  and  ironed,  for  her  own 
hands  had  been  at  work  on  it  half  the  morning ; 
her  white  long  gloves  had  been  new  and  well 
fitting,  and  her  only  pair  of  silk  stockings  had 
been  scrupulously  neat;  her  dress  fitted  her 
J2ne  person  as  though  made  b^  Carson,  and 
she  had  walked  as  though  sY%e  ktv^vi  she  need 
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not  be  ashamed  of  herself.    But  now  how  great 
was  the  contrast ! 

No  girls  know  better  how  to  dress  themselves 
than  Irish  girls,  or  can  do  it  with  less  assistance 
or  less  expense ;  but  they  are  too  much  given 
to  morning  dishevelment.     If  they  would  only 
remember  that  the  change  in  a  man's  opinion    \ 
and  mind  respecting  a  girl  will  often  take  place     j 
as  quick  as  the  change  in  her  appearance,  and     ] 
that  the  contrast  will  be  quite  as  striking,  they     \ 
would  be  more  particular.    And  they  never  can     | 
be  sure  of  themselves,  take  what  precautions     \ 
they  will.     Lovers  will  drop  in  at  most « un- 
seasonable hours;  they  have  messages  to  deliver,  . 
plans  to  propose,  or  leave  to  take.     They  can 
never  be  kept  out  with  certainty,  and  all  the    ^ 
good  done  by  a  series  of  brilliant  evenings —    ■ 
satin   dresses,    new  flowers   for  the  hair,  ex- 
pensive patterns,  and  tediously  finished  toilets 
— ^may  be,    and    often   is,    suddenly   counter- 
acted by  one  untidy  head,  soiled  dress,  or  dirty 
stocking. 

I  will,  however,  return  to  my  story.  There 
sat  Feemy,  apparently  perfectly  contented  with 
her  appearance  and  occupation,  till  a  tap  at  the 
door  disturbed  her,  and  in  walked  Mary  Brady, 
the  bride  elect. 

**  Well,  Miss  Feemy,  and  how's  your  beautiful 
self  this  morning  ?  " 

**And  how  are  you,  Mary,  now  the  time  is 
coming  so  near  ?  " 

Mary  Brady  was  a  very  tall  woman,  being 
about  the  same  height  as  her  brother,  thirty  or 
thirty-three  years  of  age,  with  a  plain,  thoM^K 
good-humoured  looking  face,  over  ^YiiOa.  V^t 
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coarse  hair  was  divided  on  the  left  temple. 
She  had  long  ungainly  limbs,  and  was  very 
awkward  in  the  use  of  them,  and  though  not 
absolutely  disagreeable  in  her  appearance,  she 
was  so  nearly  so,  that  she  would  hardly  have 
got  married  without  the  assistance  of  the  "  two 
small  pigs,  and  thrifle  of  change/'  which  had 
given  her  charms  in  the  eyes  both  of  Ginty  and 
Denis  McGovery. 

*'Ohl  Miss  Feemy,  and  I'm  fretting  so  these 
two  days,  that  is,  ever  since  Denis  said  it  was 
to  be  this  blessed  day, — the  Lord  help  me  ! — 
and  I  with  it  all  on  my  shoulders,  and  the  divil 
a  one  to  lend  a  hand  the  laste  taste  in  life/' 

"  Why,  Mary,  what  can  there  be  so  much  to 
do  at  all?" 

**  Och  !  then,  hadn't  I  my  white  dress  to  get 
made,  and  the  pair  of  sheets  to  get  hemmed, 
for  Denis  said  his*n  vvarn*t  large  enough  for  him 
and  I;"^ — ^and  here  the  Amazon  gave  a  grin  of 
modesty,- — "and  you  know  it  was  part  of  the 
bargain,  I  was  to  have  a  pair  of  new  sheets " 
(Denis  had  kept  this  back  from  Father  John  in 
his  inventory  of  his  bride's  fortune);  **and 
isn't  there  the  supper  to  get  ready,  and  the 
things,  and  the  house  to  ready  and  all ! — 
and  then  when  Fd  done  that,  it  war  all  for 
nothing,  for  the  wedding  isn't  to  be  at  Pat*s 
at  all." 

<*The  wedding  not  to  be  at  Brady's!  where 
is  it  to  be  then  ?  " 

"  Oh,  jist  at  Mrs.  Mehan*s  shop  below,  at  the 
loch/' 

'*Oh,  th^fs  better  still,  Mary ;  we  won't  have 
so  far  to  go  in  the  mud." 
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"That's  jist  what  the  boys  war  saying,  Miss; 
Atid  there  be  so  much  more  room,  and  there  be 
so  many  to  be  in  it,  they  couldn't  all  be  in  it, 
at  all  at  all,  at  home.  So  you  see  we  is  to  be 
married  in  the  room  inside,  where  the  two  beds 
is,  and  they  is  to  come  out  of  it,  and  the  supper 
is  to  be  there,  Miss,  you  see,  and  the  most 
of  the  dhrinking,  and  then  we'll  have  the  big 
kitchen  comfortable  to  oursells  for  the  music 
and  the  dancing.  And  what  do  you  think  1 
Pat  has  got  Shamus  na  Pe'bria,  all  the  ways 
out  of  County  Mayo,  him  that  makes  all  the 
pipes  through  the  counthry.  Miss ;  and  did  the 
music  about  O'Connell  all  out  of  his  own  head. 
Miss.  Oh,  it  'U  be  the  most  illigant  wedding 
intirely,  Miss,  anywhere  through  the  counthry, 
this  long  time  back !  When  one  is  to  be  married, 
it's  as  well  to  do  it  dacently  as  not;  am't  it. 
Miss  ?  " 

"  Oh !  that  it  is,  Mary,  and  yours  '11  be  quite 
a  dash." 

"Yours  '11  be  the  next,  you  know,  Miss 
Feemy,  and  that  will  be  the  wedding !  But 
there's  one  thing  that  bothers  me  intirely." 

"  Well,  out  with  it  at  once,  Mary ;  I  suppose 
you  want  to  borrow  the  plates,  and  knives,  and 
forks,  and  things  ?  " 

"Oh,  that's  in  course,  Miss  Feemy;  and  it's 
very  good  in  you  to  be  offering  them  that  way 
before  I  axed  the  loan  of  them  at  all ;  but  that 
ain't  all.  You  see,  I'm  so  bothered  intirely  with 
them  big  sheets,  and  they  not  half  finished,  and 
not  a  taste  in  life  done  to  the  cap  of  me  yet, 
and  the  pratees  and  vegetables  to  get  it2ud^^ 
and  the  things  to  dress,  and  not  a  soyiY  Vo  \^xv^ 
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me  a  hand  at  all,  unless  jist  Mrs.  Mehan's  bit 
of  a  girl,  and  she's  busy  readying  the  rooms; 
and  so,  Miss  Feemy,  if  you'd  jist  let  Biddy  slip 
up  for  the  afthernoon, — you  know  Katty  could 
be  doing  for  you  down  here, — and  then,  Miss, 
rd  be  made  intirely." 

**  Wellj  Mary,  1  suppose  she  must  go  up  then ; 
one  thing's  certain,  you  can't  be  getting  married 
every  day." 

*'Why  no,  Miss,  that  is  sartain;  for  even  if 
Denis  were  to  die  away  like, — ^as  in  course  he 
must  one  day,  for  he  ain't  quite  so  young  now, — 
I  would  have  to  be  waiting  a  little,  Miss,  before 
I  got  my  second." 

Mary  Brady  had  been  above  thirty  years 
getting  one  husband;  she  was,  therefore,  pro- 
bably right  as  to  the  delay  she  might  experience 
in  obtaining  a  second. 

'*  Well,  Mary,  Biddy  may  go  with  you." 

"  Long  life  to  you.  Miss ;  and  about  the 
things  then  you  know— the  plates,  and  the 
knives,  and  the  glasses  ?  ^' 

*'  Oh !  Mary,  I'll  not  have  you  bringing  the 
glasses  down  there  at  all;  sure  Mrs.  Mehan's 
glasses  enough  of  her  own,  and  she  selling 
whiskey.  You  may  take  the  knives^  and  the 
forks,  and  the  plates  ;  though  you  must  leave 
us  enough  for  ourselves — and  there  an't  so 
many  of  them  in  it  after  all." 

**  Well,  Miss  Feemy,  that's  very  good  of  you 
now.  And  you'll  be  bringing  your  own  sweet- 
heart with  you,  won't  you,  dear?— and  it's  I'd 
be  sorry  you'd  be  at  my  wedding,  and  no  one 
at  to  dance  with  your  father's  daughter.'* 
''Oh  J  if  you  mean  Capta\u\]^&Viei,  \v«^  \ald 
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me  Pat  asked  him  himself,  and  he'd  sure  be 
there." 

"  And  who  else  should  I  main,  alanna ;  sure 
isn't  he  your  own  beau,  and  ain't  you  to  be 
married  to  him,  Miss  Feemy  ?  " 

"  Nonsense,  Mary." 

"Well,  now,  but  sure  you  wouldn't  be 
ashamed  of  telling  me — ^isn't  you  going  to  have 
him,  Miss?" 

"  But  musn't  I  wait  to  be  asked,  like 
another? — Sure,  Mary,  you  didn't  go  asking 
Denis  McGovery,  did  you  ?  " 

"No,  then,  indeed,  I  didn't,  darling;  and 
glad  enough  he  was  to  be  axing  me." 

"  Well,  and  musn't  I  be  the  same  ?  " 

"  Oh !  in  course ;  but.  Miss  Feemy,  the 
Captain's  been  up  here  coorting  at  Ballycloran 
now  these  six  months ;  sure  he  axed  you  before 
this.  Miss  Feemy  ?  " 

Feemy  was  rather  puzzled ;  she  didn't  like  to 
say  she  was  not  engaged ;  she  had  a  presenti- 
ment Mary  Brady  was  fishing  to  find  out  if  the 
report  about  the  Captain's  inconstancy  was  true, 
and  as  matters  stood  she  did  not  exactly  like 
to  say  that  the  affair  was  arranged. 

"Well,  Mary,  then  I'll  tell  you  exactly  how 
it  is — but  mind,  I  don't  want  it  talked  about 
yet  for  rasons ;  so  you  won't  say  anything  about 
it  if  I  tell  you?" 

"  Och  then  1  is  it  I  ?  Sorrow  a  word  in  life 
shall  any  one  be  the  better  av  me,  and  you 
know,  Miss  Feemy,  I  wouldn't  tell  you  a  lie  for 
worlds." 

"WeU,  then,  it's  jist  this  way — I  and  the 
Captain  is  engaged,  but  there's  lason^  lot  Vvcck 
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why  we  couldn't  be  married  JLi5t  immediately; 
so  you  see  that's  why  I  don't  want  it  talked 
about/' 

**  Ah  1  well,  dearj  I  knew  there  was  something 
av  that  in  it,  and  a  nice  handsome  gentleman 
hke  the  Captain  wouldn^t  be  trating  the  likes 
of  you  that  way." 

**What  way,  Mary?" 

**  Why,  they  do  be  saying — " 

'*  Who  do  be  saying  ? '' 

"Why,  jist  through  the  counthry, — people 
you  know,  Miss,  who  must  always  have  their 
gag;  they  do  be  saying — that's  only  some  of 
ihern,  you  know,  Miss^  who  don't  be  quite 
frindly  to  Ballycloran- — that  the  Captain  don't 
main  to  be  married  at  all,  and  is  only  playing 
his  tricks  with  you,  and  that  he's  a  schamer. 
But  I  knew  you  wouldn't  be  letting  him  go  on 
that  way,  and  so  I  said  to  Pat." 

Feemy  didn't  quite  like  all  this — it  was  a 
corroboration  of  what  her  brother  had  said ; 
for  though  the  Captain  had  certainly  promised 
to  marry  her,  he  had  never  thought  it  necessiry 
to  ask  her.  She  knew  the  matter  did  not  rest 
on  a  proper  footing ;  and  though  she  was  hardly 
aware  of  it,  she  felt  the  indignity  of  the  proba- 
bility of  being  jilted  being  talked  over  by  such 
persons  as  Pat  Brady. 

**  Your  brother,  Mary,  might  have  saved  him- 
self the  throuble  of  telling  Hes  about  either  the 
Captain  or  me  ;  not  of  course  that  I  care." 

'*  Oh  i  it  warn't  Pat^  Miss,  said  it,  only  he 
heard  it,  you  know,  Miss,  through  the  counthry^* 

"  WcU,  It  don't  signify  w^ho  said  it,  but  don't 
j'ou  be  repeating  what  I  told  you/* 
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"Is  it  I;  Miss?  Sorrow  a  word,  Miss,  will 
any  one  hear  from  me  av  it.  Would  I  tell  a  lie 
about  it  ?  But  I'll  be  glad  to  see  the  day  you're 
married,  for  that'll  be  the  great  wedding  through 
the  counthry. Oh  laws ! " 

This  exclamation  was  not  a  part  of  the  last 
speech,  but  was  a  kind  of  long-drawn,  melan- 
choly sigh,  which  did  not  take  place  for  some 
minute  or  two  after  she  had  done  speaking, 
during  which  time  Feemy  had  been  thinking  of 
her  own  affairs,  quite  forgetful  of  Mary  Brady 
and  her  wedding. 

"  My !  Mary,  what  are  you  sighing  about  ?" 

"Well  then,  Miss  Feemy,  and  isn't  it  a 
dreadful  thing  to  be  laving  one's  home,  and 
one's  frinds  like,  and  to  be  going  right  away 
into  another  house  intirely.  Miss ;  and  altogether 
the  thoughts  of  what  is  the  married  life  at  all 
frets  me  greatly." 

"Why,  you  needn't  be  married  unless  you 
like  it,  Mary." 

"Oh  1  Miss  Feemy,  that's  in  course  too ;  but 
then  a  young  woman  is  behove  to  do  something 
for  her  family." 

"  But  you  haven't  a  family,  you  know,  Mary, 
now." 

"No,  but  Miss  Feemy  alanna,  you  know 
the  chances  is  I  shall  have  now  I'm  to  be 
married ;  and  it's  for  them,  the  little  innocents, 
I  does  it." 

The  strength  of  this  argument  did  not  exactly 
strike  Feemy,  but  she  thought  it  was  all  right, 
and  said  nothing. 

"  And  then  the  throubles  of  a  maitied  \\fe^ 
darling, — supposing  them  is  too  maa7  fox  m^^ 
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whai'll  I  do  at  all?  I  wonder,  Miss  Feemy, 
will  I  get  any  sleep  at  all  ?*' 

"  Indeed,  Mary,  I  was  never  married ;  but 
why  shouldn't  you  sleep  ?  *' 

"'Deed  then,  Miss,  I  don't  jist  know^  but 
they  do  be  saying  that  Denis  is  so  noisy  at 
nights,  a-shoeing  all  the  cattle  over  again  as 
he  shod  in  the  day,  and  counting  the  money ; 
and  you  see,  av  he  was  hammering  away  the 
blessed  live-long  night  that  way,  maybe  Vd  be 
hurted." 

"  Ii*s  too  late  for  you  to  think  of  that  now ; 
but  he'll  be  quieter  than  that,  I  should  think, 
when  you're  with  him." 

"Maybe  he  will,  Miss;  and  as  you  say,  I 
couldn't  dacently  be  off  it  now.  But  thin — 
oh  laws  1 — I'm  thinking  what  will  poor  Pat 
be  doing  without  me,  and  no  one  in  it  at 
all  to  bile  the  pratees  and  feed  the  pigs— the 
craturs  1  ^' 

"  That's  nonsense,  Mary — you  and  he  was 
always  fighting;  he'll  have  more  peace  in  it 
when  you're  gone/* 

**  That's  thrue  for  you,  Miss,  sartanly,  and 
that's  what  breaks  the  heart  of  me  intirely. 
Too  much  pace  isn't  good  for  Pat,  no  how; 
he'll  never  do  no  good,  you'll  see,  when  he 
comes  to  have  so  much  of  his  own  way.  *Deed 
then,  the  heart's  low  within  me,  to  be  laving 
Pat  this  way  ! "  And  Miss  Brady  put  the  tail 
of  her  gown  into  the  corner  of  her  eye- 

*'  But,  Mary,  you'll  have  to  be  caring  more 
for  your  husband  now.  I  suppose  you  love 
Denis  AicGovery,  don't  you?  I'd  never  marry 
5  man  unless  I  loved  \um" 
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"  Oh  !  that's  in  course — I  do  love  him ;  why 
wouldn't  I?  for  he  has  a  nice  little  room  all 
dacently  furnished  for  any  young  woman  to 
go  into — besides  the  shop;  and  he  never  has 
Uie  horses  at  all  into  the  one  we  sleeps  in,  as 
is  to  be.  And  he's  a  handful  of  money,  and 
can  make  any  woman  comfortable;  and  in 
course  I  love  him — so  I  do.  But  what's  the 
use  of  loving  a  man,  if  he's  to  be  hammering 
away  at  a  horseshoe  all  night  ?  " 

"Oh,  they're  making  game  of  you — they  are, 
Mary;  depend  upon  it,  when  he's  tired  working 
all  day,  he'll  sleep  sound  enough." 

"Well,  I  s'poses  he  will;  but  now.  Miss 
Feemy,  I  wonder  is  he  a  quiet  sort  of  man? 
will  he  be  fighting  at  all,  do  you  think  ?  " 

"  Really  then,  I  can't  tell ;  but  even  if  he 
does,  they  say  you  can  take  your  own  part 
pretty  well,  when  it's  necessary." 

"For  the  matter  of  that,  so  I  can;  and  I 
don't  mind  a  scrimmage  jist  now  and  again — 
sich  as  I  and  Pat  have — av  it's  only  to  show  I 
won't  be  put  under;  but  they  do  say  Denis  is 
very  sthrong.  I  don't  think  I'd  ever  have  had 
him,  av'  I'd  known  afore  he'd  been  so  mortial 
sthrong." 

"  Well,  that's  all  too  late  now  for  you  to  be 
talking  of;  and  take  my  advice,  Mary,  don't 
be  fighting  with  him  at  all  if  you  can  help  it ; 
for  from  what  people  say  of  him  I  think  your 
husband,  as  wUl  be,  sticks  mostly  to  his  own 
way,  and  I  don't  think  he'll  let  his  wife  interfere. 
But  he's  a  hard-working  man,  and  it'll  be  a 
great  comfort  to  you  that  you'll  never  see  ^^^^i^ 
children  wanting," 
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**  Ob,  the  childhren,  the  little  dears  I  it's  of 
them  Vm  thinking.  God  he  knows,  it*s  chiefly 
along  of  them  as  makes  me  do  it ;  but — oh 
laws  I  Miss  it's  a  dreadful  thing  to  come  over 
one  all  at  once*  But  it's  a  great  comfort  any- 
way your  letting  Biddy  come  down  to  ready 
the  mutton  and  pratees,  and  things;  and  so, 
Miss,  as  IVe  so  much  to  do,  you'll  excuse  my 
waiting  any  longer;  and  you  and  Mr.  Thady 
and  the  Captain, — for  I'm  thinking  the  Masther 
won't  be  coming,- — 11  not  be  down  later  than 
sivin,  for  Father  John's  to  be  in  it  at  sivin 
exact." 

"  And  who^s  to  get  the  kiss,  Mary?" 

"Ob,  Miss!" 

**  The  Captain  says  he'll  have  a  try  for  it 
anyway." 

**  Oh^  that'd  be  too  much  honor  intirely,  Miss. 
But  av  here  isn't  Father  John  coming  up  the 
avenue ! " 

And  Mary  hurried  off  into  the  realms  under 
ground  to  secure  the  willing  assistance  of  Biddy, 
and  Father  John's  ponderous  foot  up  the  hall 
steps  gave  Feemy  anything  but  a  pleasant 
sensation.  She  was  very  fond  of  Father  John 
too,  but  somehow,  just  at  present  she  did  not 
feel  quite  pleased  to  sec  hira. 

The  doors  were  all  open,  and  Father  John 
walked  into  Feemy's  boudoir.  However,  he 
was  only  Father  John^  and  it  wasn't  her  dress 
therefore  that  annoyed  her;  any  dress  would 
do  for  a  priest. 

After  the  common  greetings  were  over,  and 

Father  John  had  asked  after  the  family,  and 

Feemy   had    surmised   that  \t  was  6.t\vtT  Wi 
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£sither  or  her  brother  that  he  wished  to  see, 
the  priest  began  his  task. 

**No,  Feemy,  my  dear,  it's  not  your  father 
or  your  brother  I  want  to  see  this  turn,  but 
just  your  own  self."  And  Father  John  sat 
himself  down  by  the  fire.  "  I'm  come  just  to 
have  a  little  chat  with  you,  and  you  musn't 
be  angry  with  me  for  meddling  with  what, 
perhaps,  you'll  say  was  no  business  of  mine." 

This  exordium  made  Feemy's  heart  palpitate, 
for  she  knew  it  must  be  about  Captain  Ussher, 
but  she  only  said, 

"Ohl  no,  Father  John,  I  won't  be  angry 
with  you." 

"That's  my  darling,  for  you  know  it's  only 
out  of  love  for  you  and  Thady  that  I'm  speak- 
ing, and  a  real  friend  to  you  can't  do  you 
any  harm,  if  after  all  you  shouldn't  take  his 
advice." 

**  Oh !  no,  Father  John,  and  I'm  sure  I'm 
very  much  obliged  to  you." 

Father  John  himself  hardly  knew  how  to  take 
the  sting  from  the  rebuke,  which  he  was  aware 
his  mission  could  not  but  convey ;  and  he  was 
no  less  aware,  that  unless  the  dose  had  a  little 
sugar  in  it,  at  any  rate  to  hide  its  unprepossessing 
appearance  even  if  it  did  not  render  it  palatable, 
his  patient  would  never  take  it. 

"Thady,  you  know,  was  dining  with  me 
yesterday,  and  we  were  talking  over  Ballycloran 
and  old  Flannelly's  money  matters ;  and  I  was, 
you  see,  just  making  a  bad  tenant's  excuses  to 
him,  and  so  on  from  one  thing  to  another,  till 
we  got  talking  about  you,  Feemy  •, — in  skoit^ 
be  didn't  seem  quite  happy  about  you" 
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'*  I  don't  know  I  ever  did  anything  to  make 
him  unhappy." 

*'  No,  it  wasn't  anything  you  had  done  to 
make  him  unhappy,  but  he  is  afraid  you  ain't 
happy  in  yourself;  and  Feemy,  my  dear,  you 
should  always  lemeraher,  that  though  Thady 
is  rough  in  his  manner?,  and  perhaps  not  at 
all  times  so  gentle  in  his  words  as  he  should 
be,  his  heart  is  in  the  right  place, — at  any  rate 
where  you  are  concerned.  Though  maybe  he 
doesn't  say  so  as  often  as  others  might,  he*s  a 
very  fond  brother  to  you." 

"  And  Tm  sure  Vm  always  veiy  fond  of  him^ — 
but  then  he's  so  queer;  but,  Father  John^  if 
Fve  offended  Thady,  I'll  beg  his  pardon,  for 
Fm  sure  I  don't  want  to  be  out  with  him.*' 

^*  Pm  sure  you  don't,  Feemy;  but  that's  not 
exactly  it  either.  Thady's  not  the  least  in  life 
offended  with  you ;  he's  not  at  all  easy  to  take 
offence,  at  least  not  with  you  ;  but  he  doesn't 
think  you  are  just  at  ease  with  yourself;  and 
to  come  to  the  truth  at  once,  he  was  telling  me 
what  passed  between  you  yesterday.'* 

Feemy  blushed  up  to  her  paper  curls,  but  she 
said  nothing. 

**  Now,  I'm  thinking  Thady  didn't  go  about 
saying  what  he  wanted  to  say  yesterday,  quite 
the  way  he  should  have  done,  and  I  am  not 
sure  I  shall  do  it  any  better  myself.  But  I 
thought  it  as  well  to  step  up,  as  I  was  certain 
you'd  hear  whatever  your  priest  had  to  say  to 
you," 

"  I  don't  think  the  better  of  Thady,  though, 

/or  going  and  talking  about  me.     If  he'd  only 

Jet  me  alone   by  myself  Td  do  ^e\\  ^ticwl^*, 
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it's    all   that  talking  does  the    harm,    Father 
John." 

Father  John  didn't  exactly  like  to  tell  Feemy 
that  girls  in  her  situation  were  just  the  people 
that  ought  not  to  be  left  alone  by  themselves, — 
which  probably  means  being  left  alone  with 
some  one  of  their  own  choosing;  and  that 
he  was  of  opinion  that  she  would  not  do  very 
well  if  left  alone  in  that  way.  That,  however, 
was  what  he  wished  to  convey  to  her. 

"  Oh,  but,  my  dear,  you  must  think  better  of 
Thady  for  wishing  to  protect  you  as  well  as 
he  can,  and  you  left  alone  so  much  yourself 
here.  So  you  know," — ^and  Father  John  even 
blushed  a  little  as  he  said  it, — "  it's  about  this 
fine  lover  of  yours  we  are  speaking.  Now,  my 
dear,  I've  nothing  whatever  to  say  against 
Captain  Ussher,  for  you  know  he  and  I  are 
great  cronies;  indeed,  it's  only  last  night  he 
was  taking  his  punch  with  your  brother  and 
CuUen  down  at  the  cottage " 

"You  weren't  saying  anything  to  Captain 
Ussher  about  me.  Father  John  ?  " 

"  You  may  take  your  oath  of  that,  my  dear. 
I  respect  a  lady's  secret  a  great  deal  too  much 
for  that.  No;  I  was  only  saying  that  he  was 
down  at  the  cottage  last  night,  to  prove  that 
he  and  I  are  friends,  and  it's  not  out  of  any 
prejudice  I'm  speaking — about  his  being  a 
Protestant,  and  all  that;  not  but  that  I'd 
sooner  be  marrying  you  to  a  good  Catholic, 
Feemy — but  that's  neither  here  nor  there.  But 
you've  known  him  now  a  long  time;  it's  now 
four  months  since  we  all  heard  fox  eei\."am  \\. 
was  to  be  a  watch  ;  and,  to  tell  you  l\i^  VxxyS^^ 
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my  dear,  people  are  saying  that  Captain  Ussher 
doesa't  mean  anything  serious/' 

**  I  think  they'll  dhrive  me  mad  with  their 
talkl  And  what  good  will  it  do  for  you  and 
Thady  to  be  coming  telling  me  what  they 
say?'' 

**This  good,  Feemy;  if  what  they  say  is 
false  and  unfounded,  as  1  am  sure  I  hope  it 
is, — and  if  youVe  so  fond  of  Captain  Ussher, — 
don^t  you  think  it  would  be  as  well  to  put  an 
end  to  the  report  by  telling  your  father  and 
brother  of  your  being  engaged,  and  settling 
something  about  your  marriage,  and  ail  that  ?  " 

"  I  did  tell  my  brother  I  was  engaged,  Father 
John;  what  would  you  have?" 

*'  I'll  tell  you  what  I'd  have.  I'd  have  Cap- 
tain Ussher  ask  your  father  or  brother's  consent : 
there*s  no  doubt,  we  all  know,  but  he'd  get  it; 
but  it's  customaiy,  and,  in  my  mind,  it  would 
only  be  decent/* 

**So  he  wUl,  I  dare  say;  but  mayn't  there 
be  rasons  why  he  don't  wish  to  have  it  talked 
about  yet  ? " 

**  Then,  Feemy,  in  your  situation,  do  you 
think  a  long  clandestine  engagement  is  quite 
the  thing  for  you  ;  is  quite  prudent  ?  " 

'*  And  how  can  it  be  clandestine,  Father 
John,  when  you  and  Thady,  and  every  one 
else  almost,  knows  all  about  it?" 

Feemy's  sharpness  was  too  much  for  Father 
John,  so  he  had  to  put  it  on  another  tack. 

**VVell,  Feemy,  now  just  look  at  the  matter 

this  way,  one  moment ;   supposing  now— only 

fust  for  supposition — this   lover  of  yours  was 

not  tiie  sort  of  man  we  all  lake  \\vm  to  \i^^  ^tvd 
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that  he  was  to  turn  out  false,  ot  inconstant; 
suppose  now  it  turned  out  he  had  another  wife 
somewhere  else " 

"Oh,  that's  nonsense,  you  know,  Father 
John."  V 

"  Yes,  but  just  supposing  it, — or  that  he  took 
some  vagary  into  his  head,  and  changed  his 
mind !  You  must  have  heard  of  men  doing 
such  things,  and  why  shouldn't  your  lover  as 
well  as  another  girl's  ?  We're  all  likely  to  be 
deceived  in  people,  and  why  mayn't  we  be  as 
well  deceived  in  Captain  Ussher,  as  others  have 
been  in  those  they  loved  as  well?  We'll  all 
hope,  and  think,  and  believe  it's  not  so;  but 
isn't  it  as  well  to  be  on  the  safe  side,  particu- 
larly in  so  important  a  thing  as  your  happi- 
ness, Feemy  ?  You  wouldn't  like  it  to  be  said 
throiigh  the  country  that  you'd  been  jilted  by 
the  handsome  captain,  and  that  you'd  been 
thrown  off  by  your  lover  as  soon  as  he  was 
tired  of  you  ?  " 

"  And  that's  thrue  for  you.  Father  John ;  but 
Myles  isn't  tired  of  me,  else  why  should  he  be 
coming  up  here  to  see  me  oftener  than  ever  ?  " 

"  But  it's  that  he  never  may  be  tired  of  you, 
Feemy;  take  my  word  for  it,  he'll  respect  you 
a  great  deal  more  if  you'll  show  more  respect 
to  yourself." 

"Well,  Father  John,  and  what  is  it  you'd 
have  me  be  doing?" 

"Why,  then,  I'd  just  ask  him  to  speak  a 
word  to  Thady — just  to  propose  himself  in  the 
regular  way." 

"  But  Thady  hates  him  so." 

*iVdy    Thady  don't  hate   him:    W^  ox^^ 
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jealous  lest  Captain  Ussher  isn't  treating  you 
quite  as  he  ought  to  do." 

**  But  Thady  is  so  queer  in  his  manners ; 
and  I  know  Myles  wouldn*t  like  to  be  asking 
leave  and  permission  to  be  courting  me/' 

**  But,  Feemy,  he  must  like  it ;  and  you 
shouldn't  like  your  lover  the  more  for  thinking 
so  little  of  your  brother,  or,  for  the  matter  of 
that,  of  yourself  either." 

*'You  know,  Father  John,  I  can't  help  what 
he  thinks  of  Thady.  As  to  his  thinking  of  me, 
Tm  quite  satisfied  with  that,  and  I  suppose 
that's  enough." 

Father  John  was  beginning  to  wax  wroth, 
partly  because  he  was  displeased  with  Feemy 
himself,  and  pajtly  because  Feemy  answered 
him  too  knowingly. 

"Well,  then,  Feemy,  it'll  be  one  of  the  two: 
either  Captain  Ussher  will  have  to  speak  to 
Thady,  and  settle  something  about  the  mar- 
riage in  a  proper  and  decent  way ;  or  else 
Thady  will  be  speaking  to  him.  And  now, 
which  do  you  think  will  be  the  best?" 

**  It's  not  like  you,  Father  John,  to  be  making 
Thady  quarrel  with  Captain  Ussher.  You  know 
it'd  come  to  a  quarrel  if  Thady  was  to  be 
spaking  to  Myles  that  way ;  and  he  would 
never  think  of  doing  so  av  you  didn't  be 
putting  him  up  to  it." 

'And  that's  little  like  you,  Feemy,  to  be 
saying  that  to  your  priest;  telling  me  I  put 
the  young  men  up  to  be  quarrelling:  it's  to 
save  you  many  a  heart-ache,  and  many  a  sting 
of  sorrow  and  remorse  j  it's  to  prevent  all  the 
eril  of  unlawful   love— bad  b\ood»  utid  M^e 


Miss  Macdermot  at  Home   121 

looks — that  I've  come  here  on  a  most  disagree- 
able and  thankless  errand;  and  now  you  tell 
me  I'd  be  putting  the  young  men  up  to  fight ! " 

Feemy  had,  by  this  time,  become  sullen,  but 
she  didn't  dare  go  farther  with  her  priest. 

"I  didn't  say  you'd  be  making  them  fight, 
Father  John.  I  only  said,  if  you  told  Thady 
not  to  be  meddling  with  Myles,  why,  in  course, 
they  wouldn't  be  quarrelling." 

"And  how  could  I  tell  a  brother  not  to 
meddle  with  his  sister's  honour,  and  reputation, 
and  happiness?  But  now,  Feemy,  I'll  propose 
another  plan  to  you.  If  you  don't  think  my 
advice  on  such  a  subject  likely  to  be  good — 
and  very  likely  it  isn't,  for  you  see  I  never  had 
a  lover  of  my  own — what  do  you  say  to  your 
speaking  to  your  friend,  Mrs.  McKeon,  about 
it?  Or,  if  you  like,  I'll  speak  to  her;  and 
then,  perhaps,  you  won't  be  against  taking  her 
advice  on  the  subject.  Supposing,  now,  she 
was  to  speak  to  Captain  Ussher — from  herself, 
you  know,  as  your  friend — do  you  think  he'd 
love  the  girl  that's  to  be  his  wife  worse  for 
having  a  friend  that  was  willing  to  stand  in  the 
place  of  a  mother  to  her,  when  she'd  none  of 
her  own?" 

**  Why,  I  do  think  it  would  look  odd,  Mrs. 
McKeon  meddling  with  it." 

"Well,  then,  Feemy,  what  in  the  blessed 
name  do  you  mean  to  do,  if  you  won  t  let  any 
of  your  friends  act  for  you  ?  I  think  you  must 
be  very  much  afraid  of  this  lover  of  yours,  when 
you  won't  allow  any  one  to  speak  to  him  about 
you.     Are  you  afraid  of  him,  Feemy  ?  " 

*' Afraid  of  him  ?— no,  of  course  V  m  tvol  ^iti\^ 
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of  him ;   but  men  don't  like  to  be   bothered 
about  such  things/* 

"  That's  very  true ;  men,  when  they're  false, 
and  try  to  deceive  young  girls,  and  are  playing 
their  own  wicked  ganie  with  them,  do  not  like 
to  be  bothered  about  such  things.  But  I  never 
heard  of  an  honest  man,  who  really  wanted 
to  marry  a  young  woman,  being  bothered 
by  getting  her  friends'  consent.  And  you 
think,  then,  things  should  go  on  just  as  they 
are?'* 

"  Now,  Father  John,  only  youVe  been  scold- 

ag  me  so  much,  I'd  have  told  you  before.     I 

^mane  to  spake  to  Myles  myself  to-night,  just 

to  arrange  things ;  and  then  I  won't  have  Mrs, 

McKeon  cocking  over  me  that  she  made  up 

the  match/' 

**  There's  little  danger  of  that  kind,  I  fear, 
Feemy,  nor  would  she  be  doing  so ;  but  if  you 
LgLre  actually  going  to  speak  to  Captain  Ussher 
[yourself  to-night,  i*li  say  no  more  about  it  now ; 
■but  I  hope  youll  tell  Thady  to-morrow  what 
'passes/* 

**  Oh,  Father  John,  I  won't  promise  that/' 
*'  Will  you  tell  rae,  then,  or  Mrs.  McKeon  ?  " 
*'  Oh,  perhaps  Til  be  telling  you,  you  know, 
when  I  come  down  to  confession  at  Christmas ; 
but  indeed  I  shan't  be  telling  Mrs.  McKeon  any- 
thing about  it,  to  go  talking  over  the  counthry/' 
"Then,  Feemy,  I  may  as  well   tell  you  at 
once — if  you   will   not   trust   to   me,    to   your 
brother,  or  any  friend  who   may   be   able   to 
protect  you  from  insult— nor   prevail  on  your 
Jover  to   come  forward   in   a  decent  and  re- 
spcciable  way,  and  avow  Vila  p\iivo^^— \t  ^lU 
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become  your  brother's  duty  to  tell  him  that  his 
visits  can  no  longer  be  allowed  at  Ballycloran." 

"Ballj^loran  doesn't  belong  to  Thady,  and 
he  can't  tell  him  not  to  come," 

"That's  not  well  said  of  you,  Feemy;  for 
you  know  your  father  is  not  capable  of  inter- 
fering in  this  business ;  but  if,  as  under  those 
circumstances  he  will  do,  Thady  quietly,  and 
firmly  desires  Captain  Ussher  to  stay  away  from. 
Ballycloran,  I  think  he'll  not  venture  to  come 
here.  If  he  does,  there  are  those  who  will 
still  interfere  to  prevent  him." 

"And  if  among  you  all,  that  are  so  set  up 
against  him  because  he's  not  one  of  your  own 
set,  you  dhrive  him  out  of  Ballycloran,  I  can 
tell  you,  I'll  not  remain  in  it  I " 

"  Then  your  sins  and  your  sorrows  must  be 
on  your  own  head  ! " 

And  without  saying  anything  further.  Father 
John  took  his  hat,  and  walked  off.  Feemy 
snatched  her  novel  into  her  lap,  to  show  how 
little  what  was  said  impressed  her,  and  resumed 
her  attitude  over  the  fire.  But  she  didn't  r^ad ; 
her  spirit  was  stubborn  and  wouldn't  bend,  but 
her  reason  and  her  conscience  were  touched 
by  what  the  priest  had  said  to  her,  and  the 
bitter  thought  for  the  first  time  came  over  her, 
that  her  lover,  perhaps,  was  not  so  true  to  her,  as 
she  to  him.  There  she  sat,  sorrowfully  musing; 
and  though  she  did  not  repent  of  what  she 
thought  her  own  firmness,  she  was  bitterly  tor- 
mented by  the  doubts  with  which  her  brother, 
Mary  Brady,  and  the  priest,  had  gradually 
disturbed  her  happiness. 

She  loved  Ussher  as  well  as  ever — ^^es,i!LtaosX 
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niore  than  ever,  as  the  idea  that  she  might 
perhaps  lose  him  came  across  her — but  she 
began  to  be  discontented  with  herself,  and  to 
think  that  she  had  not  played  her  part  as  well 
as  she  might.  In  fact,  she  felt  herself  to  be 
miserable,  and,  for  the  time,  hated  her  brother 
and  Father  John  for  having  made  her  so. 

Father  John  walked  sorrowfully  back  to  his 
cottage,  thinking  Miss  Feemy  Macdermot  the 
most  stiff-necked  young  lady  it  had  ever  been 
his  hard  lot  to  meet. 


CHAPTER   IX 


MOHILL 


I 


We  mnst  now  request  our  reader  to  accompany 
us  to  the  Uttle  town  of  Mohill ;  not  that  there 

kis  anything  attractive  in  the  place  to  repay  him 

r  for  the  trouble  of  going  there. 

Mohill  is  a  small  country  town,  standing  on 
no  high  road,  nor  on  any  thoroughfare  from 
the  metropolis;  and  therefore  it  owes  to  itself 
whatever  importance  it  may  possess — and,  in 
truth,  that  is  not  much.  It  is,  or,  at  any  rate, 
was,  at  the  time  of  which  we  are  writing,  the 
picture  of  an  impoverished  town — the  property 
of  a  non-resident  landlord — destitute  of  anything 

'to  give  it  interest  or  prosperity — without  busi- 
ness, Without  trade,  and  without  society.  The 
jdea  that  would  strike  one  on  entering  it  was 

chiefly  this :  *'  Why  was  it  a  lomxL  aX  ail?— why 
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were  there,  on  that  spot,  so  many  houses  con- 
gregated, odled  Mohill  ? — what  was  the  induce- 
ment to  people  to  come  and  live  there  ? — Why 
didn't  they  go  to  Longford,  to  Cavan,  to  Carrick, 
to  Dublin, — anywhere  rather  than  there,  when 
they  were  going  to  settle  themselves?"  This 
is  a  question  which  proposes  itself  at  the  sight 
of  many  Irish  towns;  they  look  so  poor,  so 
destitute  of  advantage,  so  unfriended.  Mohill 
is  by  no  means  the  only  town  in  the  west  of 
Ireland,  that  strikes  one  as  being  there  without 
a  cause. 

It  is  built  on  the  side  of  a  steep  hill,  and  one 
part  of  the  town  seems  constantly  threatening 
the  destruction  of  the  other.  Every  now  and 
again,  down  each  side  of  the  hill,  there  is  a 
slated  house,  but  they  are  few  and  far  between ; 
and  the  long  spaces  intervening  are  filled  with 
the  most  miserable  descriptions  of  cabins — 
hovels  without  chimneys,  windows,  door,  or 
signs  of  humanity,  except  the  children  playing 
on  the  collected  filth  in  front  of  them.  The 
very  scraughs  of  which  the  roofs  are  composed 
are  germinating  afresh,  and,  sickly  green  with  a 
new  growth,  look  more  like  the  tops  of  long- 
neglected  dungheaps,  than  the  only  protection 
over  Christian  beings  from  the  winds  of  heaven. 

Look  at  that  mud  hovel  on  the  left,  which 
seems  as  if  it  had  thrust  itself  between  its 
neighbours,  so  narrow  is  its  front  I  The  door- 
way, all  insufficient  as  it  is,  takes  nearly  the 
whole  facing  to  the  street.  The  roof,  looking 
as  if  it  were  only  the  dirty  eaves  hanging  from 
its  more  aspiring  neighbour  on  the  right,  su^^oxX.^ 
itst]f  Bgainst  the  cabin  on  the  left,  abouX  tet^^ 
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feet  above  the  ground.  Can  that  be  the  habita- 
tion of  any  of  the  human  race  ?  Few  but  such 
as  those  whose  lot  has  fallen  on  such  barren 
places  would  venture  in ;  but  for  a  moment  let 
us  see  what  is  there. 

But  the  dark  misery  within  hides  itself  in 
thick  obscurity.  The  unaccustomed  eye  is  at 
first  unable  to  distinguish  any  object,  and  only 
feels  the  painful  effect  of  the  confined  smoke ; 
but  when,  at  lengthy  a  faint  struggling  light 
makes  its  way  through  the  entrance,  how 
wretched  is  all  around  ! 

A  sickly  woman^  the  entangled  nature  of 
whose  insufficient  garments  would  defy  descrip- 
tion, is  sitting  on  a  low  stool  before  the  fire, 
suckling  a  miserably  dirty  infant ;  a  boy,  whose 
only  covering  is  a  tattered  shirt,  is  putting  fresh, 
but,  alas,  damp  turf  beneath  the  pot  in  which 
are  put  to  boil  the  potatoes— their  only  food. 
Two  or  three  dim  children — their  number  is  lost 
in  their  obscurity — are  cowering  round  the  dull, 
dark  fire,  atop  of  one  another  ;  and  on  a  miser* 
able  pallet  beyond— a  few  rotten  boards,  propped 
upon  equally  infirm  supports,  and  covered  over 
with  only  one  thin  black  quilt — is  sitting  the 
master  of  the  mansion ;  his  grizzly,  unshorn 
beard,  his  lantern  jaws  and  shaggy  hair,  are  such 
as  his  home  and  family  would  lead  one  to 
expect.  And  now  you  have  counted  all  that 
this  man  possesses;  other  furniture  has  he  none 
—^neither  table  nor  chair,  except  that  low  stool 
on  which  his  wife  is  sitting.  Squatting  on  the 
ground — from  off  the  ground,  like  pigs,  only 
much  more  poorly  fed— his  children  eat  the 
scanty  earnings  of  his  contm\ia\  Vabova. 
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..  And  jWifcr  this  abode  the  man  pays  rent, 
t  T^.VHiirable  appearance  of  Irish  peasants, 
mhcm  iriLlhe  very  lowest  poverty,  strikes  one 
VOfti  .fiwdbly  in  the  towns  than  in  the  open 
COWMlfk  The  dirt  and  filth  around  them  seem^ 
•0  iMdbi.<ttiore  oppressive  on  them ;  they  have 
HQ  mcwfffi  from  it  There  is  much  also  in  ideas 
llil,.imnniili'iii  On  a  road-side,  or  on  the 
|«9deti  of  a  bog,  the  dusty  colour  of  the  cabin 
W^Bm^:  the  potato  patch  around  it,  the  green 
'^  '  iBl^m  or  damp  brown  straw  which  form  its 
»«U  the  appurtenances,  in  fact,  of  the  cabin, 
'ttked  to  the  things  around  it.  But  in 
%  loim  this  is  not  so.  '  It  evidently  should  not 
tothcve — ^its  squalidness  and  filth  are  all  that 
aH&e  ]rou.  Poverty,  to  be  picturesque,  should 
be  rural.  Suburban  misery  is  as  hideous  as  it 
is  pitiable. 

Again,  see  that  tjig  house,  with  such  pre- 
tensions to  comfort,  and  even  elegance, — with 
its  neat  slated  roof,  brass  knocker  on  the  door, 
verandahs  to  the  large  sashed  windows,  and  iron 
railing  before  the  front.  Its  very  grandeur  is 
much  more  striking,  that  from  each  gable- end 
hangs  another  cabin,  the  same  as  those  we  have 
above  described.  It  is  true  that  an  entrance 
for  horses,  cars,  and  carriages  has  been  con- 
structed, as  it  were  through  one  end  of  the 
house  itself;  otherwise  the  mansion  is  but  one 
house  in  the  continuous  street. 

Here  lives  Mr.  Cassidy,  the  agent;  a  fat, 
good-natured,  easy  man,  with  an  active  grown- 
up son.  Every  one  says  that  Mr.  Cassidy  is  a 
good  man,  as  good  to  the  poor  as  he  can  be. 
But  he  is  not  the  iandJord,  he  is  orAy  \ii^  ^^^t^x 
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What  can  he  do  more  than  he  does  ?  Is  the 
landlord  then  so  hard  a  man  ?  so  regardless  of 
those  who  depend  on  him  in  all  their  wants 
and  miseries  ?  No,  indeed ;  Lord  Birmingham 
is  aUo  a  kind,  good  man,  a  most  charitable 
man  !  Look  at  his  name  on  all  the  lists  of 
for  unfortunates  of  every  description.  Is  h 
the  presiding  genius  of  the  company  for  rcl: 
the  Poles  ?  a  vice-presiding  genius  for  relii 
destitute  authors,  destitute  actors,  destitute 
men's  widows,  destitute  half-pay  officers^  wl 
Is  he  not  patron  of  the  Mendicity  Society, 
cf  the  Lying-iD,  Small  Pox,  Lock,  and 
Hospitals?  Is  his  name  not  down  for 
amounts  in  aid  of  funds  of  every  description 
lessening  human  wants  and  pangs  ?  How  con^ 
spicuous  and  eager  a  part  too  he  took  in  givinj 
the  poor  Blacks  their  liberty  !  was  not  his  aii 
strongly  and  gratefully  felt  by  the  friends  of 
Catholic  emancipation  ?  In  short,  is  not  every 
one  aware  that  Lord  Birmingham  has  spent  a 
long  and  brilliant  life  in  acts  of  public  and 
private  philanthropy?  'Tis  true  he  lives  in 
England,  was  rarely  in  his  life  in  Ireland,  never 
in  Mohill.  Could  he  be  blamed  for  this  ?  Could 
he  live  in  two  countries  at  once  ?  or  would  the 
world  have  been  benefited  had  he  left  the  Parlia- 
ment and  the  Cabinet,  to  whitewash  Irish  cabins, 
and  assist  in  the  distribution  of  meal  ? 

This  would  be  his  own  excuse,  and  does  it 
not  seem  a  valid  one?  Yet  shall  no  one  be 
blamed  for  the  misery  which  belonged  lo  him  ; 
for  the  squalid  sources  of  the  wealth  with  which 
Poles  were  fed,  and  literary  paupers  clothed  ? 
p#'-25  no  one  answerable  for  the  gtvm  des^a.\i  o( 
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that  half-starved  wretch,  whom  but  now  we  saw, 
looking  down  so  sadly  on  the  young  sufferers  to 
whom  he  had  given  hfe  and  poverty  ?  That  can 
hardly  be.  And  if  we  feel  the  difficulty  which, 
among  his  numerous  philanthropic  works,  Lord 
Birmingham  must  experience  in  attending  to  the 
state  of  his  numerous  dependents,  it  only  makes 
us  reflect  more  often,  that  from  him  to  whom 
much  is  given,  much  indeed  will  be  required  1 

But  we  are  getting  far  from  our  story.  Going 
a  little  further  down  the  hill,  there  is  a  lane  to 
the  right.  This  always  was  a  dirty,  ill-con- 
ditioned lane,  of  bad  repute  and  habits.  Father 
Mathew  and  the  rigour  of  the  police  have  of 
late  somewhat  mended  its  manners  and  morals. 
Here  too  one  now  sees,  but  a  short  way  from 
the  main  street,  the  grand  new  stirring  poor- 
house,  which  ten  years  ago  was  not  in  being. 

In  this  lane  at  the  time  to  which  we  allude 
the  widow  Mulready  kept  the  shebeen  shop,  of 
which  mention  has  before  been  made. 

In  her  business  Mrs.  Mulready  acquired  much 
more  profit  than  respectability,  for,  whether  well 
or  ill-deserved,  she  had  but  a  bad  name  in  the 
country ;  in  spite  of  this,  however,  to  the 
company  assembled  here  on  Wednesday  even- 
ing,— ^the  same  evening  that  Thady  dined  with 
Father  John, — ^we  must  introduce  our  readers. 

The  house,  or  rather  cabin,  consisted  only  of 
two  rooms,  both  on  the  ground,  and  both  with- 
out flooring  or  ceiling;  the  black  rafters  on 
which  the  thatch  was  lying  was  above,  and  the 
uneven  soil  below ;  still  this  place  of  entertain- 
ment was  not  like  the  cabins  of  the  vei^  ^oot*. 
the  rooms  were  both  Jong,  and  as  they  iaxi\e?agCcv- 
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ways  down  the  street,  each  was  the  full  breadi 
of  the  house  :  in  the  first  sat  the  widow  Mulreadj 

1^  strong,  red-faced,  indomitable-looking  womi 
about  fifty.     She  sat  on  a  large  wooden  set— 
With  a  back,  capable  of  containing  two  persons^ 
there  was  an  immense  blazing  fire  of  turf,  on 
which  water  was  boiling  in  a  great  potato  pot, 
should  any  of  her  guests  be  able  to  treat  them- 
selves to  the  expensive  luxury  of  puncli,      A 
remarkably  dirty  small  deal  table  was  beside  her, 
on  which  were  placed  a  large  jar^  containing  a 
L    quantity  of  the  only  merchandize  in  which  she 

■  dealt,  and  an  old  battered  pewter  measure,  in 
P   which  she  gave  it  out ;  in  a  comer  of  the  tablM^ 

away  from  the  fire  was  cut  a  hole  througlH 
the  board,  in  which  was  stuck  a  small  fiicker^a 
ing  candle.  No  further  implements  appeared 
necessary  to  Mrs.  Mulready  in  the  business 
which  she  conducted.  A  barefooted  girl,  with 
unwashed  hands  and  face,  and  unbrushed  head, 
I       crouched  in  the  comer  of  the  fire,  ready  to  obey 

■  the  behests  of  Mrs,  Mulready,  and  attend  to 

■  the  numerous  calls  of  her   customers.     This 
Hebe  rejoiced  in  the  musical  name  of  Kath- 

tleen. 
The  Mohill  resort  of  the  wicked,  the  desperate, 
and  the  drunken,  was  not  certainly  so  grand,  nor 
so  conspicuous,  as  the  gas-lighted,  mahogany 
fitted,  pilastered  gin  palaces  of  London  ;  but  the 
freedom  from  decent  restraint,  and  the  power 
of  inebriety  at  a  cheap  rate,  were  the  same  in 

I   each. 
There  was  a  door  at  the  further  end  of  the 
room,  which  opened  into  the  one  where  Mrs, 
Muhead/s  more  known  and  regular  visitors 
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were  accustomed  to  sit  and  drink,  and  here 
rumour  said  a  Eibon  lodge  was  held  j  there  was 
a  fire  also  here,  at  the  further  end,  and  a  long 
narrow  table  ran  nearly  the  whole  length  of  the 
room  under  the  two  window?,  with  a  form 
on  each  side  of  it.  Opposite  this  was  Mrs. 
Mulread/s  own  bed,  which  proved  that  what- 
ever improprieties  might  be  perpetrated  in  the 
house^  the  careful  widow  herself  never  retired  to 
rest  till  they  were  all  over. 

The  assembly  on  the  night  in  question  was 
not  very  numerous ;  there  might  be  about 
twelve  in  it,  and  they  all  were  of  the  poorer 
kind  j  some  even  had  neither  shoes  nor  stock- 
ings, and  there  was  one  poor  fellow  had  neither 
hat  nor  coat, — ^nothing  but  a  tattered  shirt  and 
trousers. 

The  most  decent  among  them  all  was  Pat 
Brady,  who  occupied  a  comfortable  seat  near 
the  fire,  drinking  his  tumbler  of  punch  and 
smoking  like  a  gentleman;  Joe  Reynolds  was 
sitting  on  the  widow's  bed,  with  a  spade  in  his 
hand;  he  had  only  just  come  in.  They  were 
all  firom  Drumleesh,  with  one  or  two  exceptions ; 
the  man  without  the  coat  was  Jack  Byrne,  the 
brother  of  the  man  whom  Captain  Ussher  had 
taken  when  the  malt  was  found  in  his  brother- 
in-law's  house. 

"  Kathleen,  agra,"  hallooed  Joe  Reynolds, 
•*  bring  me  a  glass  of  sperrits,  will  you  ?  " 

"Send  out  the  rint,  Joe,"  hallooed  out  the 
wary  widow,  and  Kathleen  came  in  for  the 
money. 

"  Sorrow  to  your  sowl  then,  mother  Mulread^  \ 
dye  think  Fm  so  bad  already  tTaeti,  \5aaX  S^cis^i 
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ways  down  the  street,  each  was  the  full  breadth 
of  the  house  :  in  the  first  sat  the  widow  Mulready, 
a  strong,  red-faced,  indorai  table-loo  king  woman 
about  fifty.  She  sat  on  a  large  wooden  seat 
.  with  a  backj  capable  of  containing  two  persons  ; 
liere  was  an  immense  blazing  fire  of  turf,  on 
which  water  was  boiling  in  a  great  potato  pot, 
should  any  of  her  guests  be  able  to  treat  them- 
selves to  the  expensive  luxury  of  punch.  A 
remarkably  dirty  small  deal  table  was  beside  her, 
on  which  were  placed  a  large  jar,  containing  a 
quantity  of  the  only  merchandize  in  which  she 
dealt,  and  an  old  battered  pewter  measure,  ia 
which  she  gave  it  out ;  in  a  comer  of  the  table 
away  from  the  fire  was  cut  a  hole  through 
the  board,  in  which  was  stuck  a  small  flicker- 
ing candle.  No  further  implements  appeared 
necessary  to  Mrs.  Mulready  in  the  business 
which  she  conducted.  A  barefooted  girl,  with 
unwashed  hands  and  face,  and  unbrushed  head, 
crouched  in  the  comer  of  the  fire,  ready  to  obey 
the  behests  of  Mrs,  Mulready,  and  attend  to 
the  numerous  calls  of  her  customers.  This 
Hebe  rejoiced  in  the  musical  name  of  Kath- 
leen. 

The  Mohill  resort  of  thewicked»  the  desperate, 
and  the  dmnken,  was  not  certainly  so  grand,  nor 
so  conspicuous,  as  the  gas-lighted,  mahogany 
fitted,  pilastered  gin  palaces  of  London ;  but  the 
freedom  from  decent  restraint,  and  the  power 
of  inebriety  at  a  cheap  rate,  were  the  same  in 
each. 

There  was  a  door  at  the  further  end  of  the 

Toom^  which  opened  into  the  one  where  Mrs, 

Malready's  more  known  and  legaVai  visitors 
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were  accustomed  to  sit  and  drink,  and  here 
rumour  said  a  Ribon  lodge  was  held ;  there  was 
a  fire  also  here,  at  the  further  end,  and  a  long 
narrow  table  ran  nearly  the  whole  length  of  the 
room  under  the  two  windows,  with  a  form 
on  each  side  of  it.  Opposite  this  was  Mrs. 
Mulready's  own  bed,  which  proved  that  what- 
ever improprieties  might  be  perpetrated  in  the 
house^  the  careful  widow  herself  never  retired  to 
rest  till  they  were  all  over. 

The  assembly  on  the  night  in  question  was 
not  very  numerous ;  there  might  be  about 
twelve  in  it,  and  they  all  were  of  the  poorer 
kind ;  some  even  had  neither  shoes  nor  stock- 
ings, and  there  was  one  poor  fellow  had  neither 
hat  nor  coat, — ^nothing  but  a  tattered  shirt  and 
trousers. 

The  most  decent  among  them  all  was  Pat 
Brady,  who  occupied  a  comfortable  seat  near 
the  fire,  drinking  his  tumbler  of  punch  and 
smoking  like  a  gentleman;  Joe  Reynolds  was 
sitting  on  the  widow's  bed,  with  a  spade  in  his 
hand;  he  had  only  just  come  in.  They  were 
all  firom  Drumleesh,  with  one  or  two  exceptions ; 
the  man  without  the  coat  was  Jack  Byrne,  the 
brother  of  the  man  whom  Captain  Ussher  had 
taken  when  the  malt  was  found  in  his  brother- 
in-law's  house. 

"  Kathleen,  agra,"  hallooed  Joe  Reynolds, 
•*  bring  me  a  glass  of  sperrits,  will  you  ?  " 

"Send  out  the  rint,  Joe,"  hallooed  out  the 
wary  widow,  and  Kathleen  came  in  for  the 
money. 

"  Sorrow  to  your  sowl  then,  mother  Mulread^  \ 
d'ye  think  Fm  so  bad  already  ftveti,  xSaaX  S^'e^ 
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ways  down  the  street,  each  was  the  full  breadth 
of  the  house  :  m  the  first  sat  the  widow  M  already, 
a  strong,  red-faced,  indomitable-looking  woman 
about  fifty.  She  sat  on  a  large  wooden  seat 
with  a  backj  capable  of  containing  two  persons  ; 
there  was  an  immense  blazing  fire  of  turf,  on 
which  water  was  boiling  in  a  great  potato  pot, 
should  any  of  her  guests  be  able  to  treat  them- 
selves to  the  expensive  luxury  of  punch.  A 
remarkably  dirty  small  deal  table  was  beside  her, 
on  which  were  placed  a  large  jar,  containing  a 
quantity  of  the  only  merchandize  in  which  she 
dealt,  and  an  old  battered  pewter  measure,  in 
which  she  gave  it  out ;  in  a  corner  of  the  table 
away  from  the  fire  was  cut  a  hole  through 
the  board,  in  which  was  stuck  a  small  flicker- 
ing candle.  No  further  implements  appeared 
necessary  to  Mrs,  Mulready  in  the  business 
which  she  conducted*  A  barefooted  girl,  with 
unwashed  hands  and  face,  and  unbrushed  head, 
crouched  in  the  corner  of  the  fire,  ready  to  obey 
the  behests  of  Mrs.  Mulready,  and  attend  to 
the  numerous  calls  of  her  customers.  This 
Hebe  rejoiced  in  the  musical  name  of  Kath< 
leen. 

The  Mohill  resort  of  the  wicked,  the  desperate, 
and  the  drunken,  was  not  certainly  so  grand,  nor 
so  conspicuous,  as  the  gas-iighted,  mahogany 
fitted,  pilastered  gin  palaces  of  London ;  but  the 
freedom  from  decent  restraint,  and  the  power 
^  of  inebriety  at  a  cheap  rate,  were  the  same  in 
each. 

There  was  a  door  at  the  further  end  of  the 
room,  which  opened  into  the  one  where  Mrs, 
Mulrcady's   more  known  axid  ie^\ai  Nisitors 
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were  accustomed  to  sit  and  drink,  and  here 
rumour  said  a  Eibon  lodge  was  held ;  there  was 
a  fire  also  here,  at  the  further  end,  and  a  long 
narrow  table  ran  nearly  the  whole  length  of  the 
room  under  the  two  window?,  with  a  form 
on  each  side  of  it.  Opposite  this  was  Mrs. 
Mulreadys  own  bed,  which  proved  that  what- 
ever improprieties  might  be  perpetrated  in  the 
house^  ^e  careful  widow  herself  never  retired  to 
rest  till  they  were  all  over. 

The  assembly  on  the  night  in  question  was 
not  very  numerous ;  there  might  be  about 
twelve  in  it,  and  they  all  were  of  the  poorer 
kind ;  some  even  had  neither  shoes  nor  stock- 
ings, and  there  was  one  poor  fellow  had  neither 
hat  nor  coat, — ^nothing  but  a  tattered  shirt  and 
trousers. 

The  most  decent  among  them  all  was  Pat 
Brady,  who  occupied  a  comfortable  seat  near 
the  fire,  drinking  his  tumbler  of  punch  and 
smoking  like  a  gentleman;  Joe  Reynolds  was 
sitting  on  the  widow's  bed,  with  a  spade  in  his 
hand;  he  had  only  just  come  in.  They  were 
all  firom  Drumleesh,  with  one  or  two  exceptions ; 
the  man  without  the  coat  was  Jack  Byrne,  the 
brother  of  the  man  whom  Captain  Ussher  had 
taken  when  the  malt  was  found  in  his  brother- 
in-law's  house. 

"  Kathleen,  agra,"  hallooed  Joe  Reynolds, 
**  bring  me  a  glass  of  sperrits,  will  you  ?  " 

"Send  out  the  rint,  Joe,"  hallooed  out  the 
wary  widow,  and  Kathleen  came  in  for  the 
money. 

"  Sorrow  to  your  sowl  then,  mother  Mulread^  \ 
dye  think  Fm  so  bad  already  then,  tiaaX  \)a^^ 
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haven't  left  me  the  price  of  a  glass?"  and  he 
put  three  halfpence  into  the  ^iVs  hand. 

"  Oh,  Joe,"  said  Brady,  **  doa't  be  taking  your 
sperrits  that  way ;  come  over  here,  like  a  dacent 
fellow,  and  we'll  be  talking  over  this.*' 

"Oh,  that's  all  right  for  you,  Pat;  youVe 
nothing  to  be  dhriving  the  life  out  of  yer  very 
heart-  I  am  cowld  within  me,  and  divil  a  word 
I'll  spake,  till  I  dhriv  it  out  of  me  with  the 
sperrits,"  and  he  poured  the  glass  of  whiskey 
down  his  throat,  as  though  he  was  pouring 
it  into  a  pitcher.  "  And  now,  my  boys, 
you^U  see  Joe  Reynolds  '11  talk  may  be  as  well 
as  any  of  you.  Give  us  a  draw  of  the  pipe, 
Pat." 

He  took  the  pipe  from  Pat's  hand,  and  stuck 
it  in  his  mouth. 

"  Well,  Jack,  I  see*d  your  brother  in  Carrick ; 
and  I  towld  him  how  you'd  done  all  you  could 
for  him,  and  pawned  the  clothes  off  your  back 
to  scrape  the  few  shillings  together  for  him ; 
and  what  d'ye  think  he'd  have  me  do  then?  why 
he  towld  me  to  take  the  money  to  Hyacinth 
Keegan,  Esq.,  jist  to  stand  to  him  and  get  him 
off.  Why  he  couldn't  do  it,  not  av  he  was  to 
give  his  sowl — and  that's  not  his  own  to  give, 
for  the  divil  has  it ;  and  av  he  could,  he  wouldn't 
walk  across  Carrick  to  do  them  a  good  turn — 
though,  by  Jasus,  he'd  be  quick  enough  pocket- 
ing the  brads.  Begad,  Jack,  and  it's  cowld 
you're  looking  without  the  frieze;  corae  and 
wann  your  shins,  my  boy,  and  take  a  draw  out 
of  Pat's  pipe." 

*'AndjJoe/*  said  Pat,  *' what  magisthrates  wj 
there  in  it  ?  ** 
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"  Why,  there  war  Sir  Michael,  and  Counsellor 
Webb,  and  there  war  that  black  ruffian  Jonas 
Brown." 

**  And  they  jist  sent  him  back  to  gaol  agin, 
Joe?" 

"No,  they  didn't!  Counsellor  Webb  stuck 
to  the  boys  hard  and  fast,  while  he  could ;  both 
his  own  boys  and  poor  Tim ;  and  that  he  may 
never  sup  sorrow;  for  he  proved  hisself  this 
day  the  raal  friend  to  the  poor  man " 

"  But  it  war  all  no  good  in  the  end?" 

"  Divil  a  good.  That  thief  of  the  world,  old 
Brown,  after  axing  Ussher  a  sight  of  questions, 
was  sthrong  for  sending  'em  back;  and  then 
Counsellor  Webb  axed  Ussher  how  he  could 
prove  that  the  boys  knew  the  stuflf  was  in  it ; 
and  he,  the  black-hearted  viper,  said,  that  wam't 
necessary,  so  long  as  they  war  in  the  same 
house ;  and  then  they  jawed  it  out  ever  so  long, 
and  Ussher  said  as  how  the  whole  counthry 
through  war  worse  than  ever  with  the  stills;  and 
Counsellor  Webb  said  that  war  the  fault  of  the 
landlords;  and  Brown  said,  he  hoped  they'd 
take  every  mother's  son  of  'em  as  they  could 
lay  hands  on  in  the  counthry,  and  bring  'em 
there ;  and  so  they  jawed  it  out  a  long  while ; 
and  then.  Sir  Michael,  who'd  niver  said  a  word 
at  all,  good,  bad,  or  indifferent,  said,  as  how 
Paddy  Byrne  and  Smith  war  to  pay  each  twenty 
pounds,  and  Tim  ten,  or  else  to  go  to  gaol  as 
long  as  the  bloody  owld  barrister  chose  to  keep 
'em  there." 

"  Jack,"  said  one  of  the  others,  "  did  Paddy, 
d'y  remimber,  happen  to  have  atv  odd  V«^tv\?3 
pound  in  his  breeches  pocket?  became  ^n  ^o^Ve. 
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might  jist  put  it  down  genteel,  and  walk  out 
afore  thim  all." 

"Well,  then,  Comey,"  answered  Jack,  with 
Pat  Brady's  pipe  in  his  mouthy  "  av  Paddy  had 
sich  a  thrifle  about  then^  I  disre member  it 
entirely;  but  shure,  why  wouldn't  he?  He'd 
hardly  be  so  far  as  Canick,  in  sich  good  company 
too,  without  a  little  change  in  his  pocket.** 

**  But  to  go  and  put  twenty  pound  on  them 
boys  1 "  observed  the  more  earnest  Joe ;  "  the 
like  of  them  to  be  getting  twenty  pounds  1 
mightn't  he  as  well  have  said  twenty  thousand? 
and  tin  pounds  on  Tim  too  1  More  power  to 
you,  Jonas  Brown;  tin  pounds  for  a  poor  boy's 
warming  his  shins,  and  gagging  over  an  owld 
hag's  bit  of  turf!*' 

"But,  Joe,*'  said  Brady,  "is  it  in  Canick 
they're  to  stop  ?  " 

**  Not  at  all ;  they're  to  go  over  to  the  Bride- 
well in  Ballinamore,  Captain  Green ough  was 
tliere.  A  lot  of  his  men  is  to  take  them  to 
Ballinamore  to-morrow ;  unless  indeed,  they  all 
has  the  thrifle  of  change  in  their  pockets,  Comey 
was  axing  about/' 

"  And  supposing  now,  Joe,''  said  Jack,  "  the 
boys  paid  the  money,  or  some  of  the  gentlemen 
put  it  down  for  'em ;  who*d  be  getting  it?  " 

**  Sorrow  a  one  of  me  rightly  knows.  Who 
would  be  getting  the  bradsj  Pat,  av  they  war 
paid?" 

**  Who'd  be  getting  'em  ?   why,  who  would 

have  'em   but   Mas  I  her   Ussher?     D'ye  think 

he'd  be  so  keen  afther  the  stills,  av  he  war  not 

io  ni.zke  something  by  it  ?  where  d'ye  think  he'd 

i^  making  out  the  hunters^  and  Yivm^  tV^t^ 
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better  nor  the  gentlemen  themselves,  av  he 
didn't  be  getting  the  fines,  and  rewards,  and 
things,  for  sazing  the  whiskey  ?  " 

"  Choke  him  for  fines  I "  said  Jack  ;  "  that  the 
gay  horse  he  rides  might  break  the  wicked  neck 
of  him!" 

"Sorrow  a  good  is  there  in  cursing,  boys," 
continued  Joe.  **Av  there  war  any  of  you 
really'd  have  the  heart  to  be  doing  anything  I  " 

" Whafd  we  be  doing,  Joe?  kicking  our  toes 
agin  Carrick  Gaol,  till  the  police  corned  and 
spiked  us  ?  The  boys  is  now  in  gaol,  and  there 
they're  like  to  be,  for  anything  we'll  do  to  get 
'em  out  again." 

Joe  Reynolds  was  now  puzzled  a  little,  so  he 
fumbled  in  his  pockets,  and  bringing  out  another 
three  halfpence,  hallooed  to  Kathleen. 

"  Kathleen,  d'ye  hear,  ye  young  divil's  imp  I 
bring  me  another  half  noggin  of  speerits,"  and 
he  gave  her  the  halfpence  ;  "  and  here,  bring  a 
glass  for  Jack  too." 

"  Sind  out  the  rint,  Joe,  my  darling,"  again 
bawled  the  widow,  proving  that  very  little  said 
in  the  inner  room  was  lost  upon  her. 

"  Oh,  sink  you  and  your  rint,  you  owld  hag  ! " 
but  he  paid  for  the  glass  for  his  friend ;  **  and 
may  I  be  d — d  if  they  ain't  the  very  last  coppers 
I've  got." 

"  Long  life  to  you,  Joe,"  said  the  other,  as  he 
swallowed  the  raw  whiskey;  "may  be  I'll  be 
able  to  stand  to  you,  the  same  way,  some  of 
these  days,  bad  as  things  is  yet.  You  is  all  to 
be  up  at  Ballycloran  afther  to-morrow,  with  the 
rints,  eh,  Bradj  ?  What'U  you  be  sa^Vxvg^  \.o  >Cw5i 
young  Mastber,  Joe  ?  " 
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Joe  was  now  somewhat  elated  by  the  second 
glass  of  whiskey. 

''  What  *11  I  be  saying  to  him,  is  it  ?  well,  I'll 
tell  you  what  I'll  be  sajang.  Til  just  say  this — 
'  I  owes  two  years*  rint,  Misther  Macdermot,  for 
the  thrifle  of  bog,  and  the  cabin  I  holds  up  at 
Drumleesh,  and  there's  what  I  got  to  pay  it !  * 
And  I'll  show  him  what  he  may  put  in  his  eye 
and  see  none  the  worse  r  and  I'll  go  on,  and  I'U 
say^  '  Now,  Misther  Macdermot,  there  is  the  bit 
of  oats  up  there,  as  I  and  poor  Tim  broke  the 
back  of  us  dhrying  the  land  for  last  winter  ;  and 
there  is  the  bit  of  pratees ;  and  I  didn't  yet  be 
cutting  of  the  one,  nor  digging  of  the  other; 
and  if  ye  likes,  ye  may  go  and  do  both ;  and 
take  them  with  yer  for  me ;  and  ye  may  take 
the  roof  off  the  bit  of  a  cabin  I  built  myself  over 
the  ould  mother ;  and  ye  may  turn  out  the  ould 
hag  to  die  in  the  cowld  and  the  bog;  and  ye 
may  send  me  off",  to  get  myself  into  the  first 
gaol  as  is  open  to  me.  That's  what  you  can  do, 
Misther  Macdennot :  and  when  you've  done  all 
that,  there'll  be  one,  as  would  have  stood 
betwixt  you  and  all  harum,  will  then  go  far 
enough  to  give  you  back  your  own  in  the  hard- 
ships youVe  druv  him  to/  And  then  TU  go  on, 
and  I'll  say,  *And  you  can  do  this — ^you  can 
tell  me  to  go  and  be  d — d,  as  ye  did  many  a 
day,  and  give  me  what  bad  language  ye  like ;  and 
you  can  send  Pat  to  roe  next  day  or  so,  jist  to 
tell  me  to  sell  the  oats,  and  bring  in  what  thrifle 
I  can;  and  then,  Mr.  Thady,  there'll  be  one 
who'll  not  let  a  foot  or  finger  of  that  hell-hound 
Keegan  go  on  Ballycloran :  therell  be  one ' — 
3J3d  when  there's  me,  my  boys,  iVieie'W  >Qe  V>v& 
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more — *as  '11  keep  you  safe  and  snug  in  yer  own 
fiather's  house,  though  all  the  Keegans  and 
Flannellys  in  County  Leitrim  come  to  turn 
you  out!'  And  that's  what  I'll  say  to  the 
Masther ;  and  now,  Pat — for  he  tells  you  pretty 
much  all — what'U  the  Masther  be  saying  to 
that?" 

"  What'U  he  be  saying  to  it,  Joe  !  Faix  then 
I  don't  know  what  he'll  be  saying  to  it ;  it's 
little  mind,  I  think,  he'll  have  to  be  saying  much 
comfort  to  any  of  you ;  for  he'll  be  vexed  and 
out  with  everything,  jist  at  present.  He  doesn't 
like  the  way  that  Captain  Ussher  is  schaming 
with  his  sister." 

"  Like  it !  no,  I  wonder  av  he  did ;  a  black- 
hearted Protestant  like  him.  What  business  is 
it  a  Macdermot  would  have  taking  up  with  the 
likes  of  him?" 

"  That's  not  it  neither,  Joe ;  but  he  thinks 
the  Captain  don't  mane  fair  by  Miss  Feemy ! 
and  by  the  blessed  Virgin,  he  ain't  far  wrong." 

"  Then  why  don't  he  knock  the  life  out  of  the 
traitor?  or  av  there  is  rasons  why  he  shouldn't 
do  it  hisself,  why  don't  he  get  one  of  the  boys 
as'd  be  glad  of  the  job  to  help  him.     Look 

here,  Pat "  and  Reynolds  went  over  to  the 

fire-place,  and  with  his  arm  against  the  back 
wall  and  leaning  down  over  the  seat  where 
Brady  was  sitting,  began  whispering  earnestly 
in  his  ear;  and  then  Brady  muttered  something 
dissenting,  in  a  low  voice ;  and  Reynolds  went 
on  whispering  again,  with  gesticulations,  and 
many  signs.  This  continued  for  a  long  time, 
till  Comey  exclaimed^ 

**  What  the  divil,   boys,   are  ye  cd^ocj^v;^^ 
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about  there  ;  arn't  we  all  sworn  frinds,  and  what 
need  ye  be  whispering  about?  Why  can't  ye 
spake  what  yeVe  got  to  say  out  like  a  man^ 
instead  of  huggery  muggering  there  in  the  corner 
with  Brady,  as  though  any  one  here  wasn't  thrue 
to  ye  all." 

**  Whist,  Comey,  ye  bom  idiot,  ye  don't  know 
I  s'pose  what  long  ears  the  old  hag  there  has? 
and  ye'd  be  wanting  her  to  hang  two  or  three  of 
us,  I  s'pose?" 

"  Divil  a  hang,  Joe ;  av  no  one  towld  of  any 
but  her,  we'd  be  safe  enough  that  way;  but 
what  is  it  ye're  saying  ?  '* 

But  instead  of  answering  him  Reynolds  con- 
tinued urging  something  to  Pat  Brady ;  at  last 
he  exclaimed, 

**  Tear  and  ages  !  and  why  wouldn't  he  side 
w  ith  the  boys  as  lives  on  his  own  land  ?  av  he 
don't  make  frinds  of  them,  where  will  he  find 
frinds  ?  Is  it  among  the  great  gintleraen  of  the 
counthry  ?  By  dad,  they  don't  think  no  more 
of  him  nor  they  do  of  us.  And  is  it  the  likes 
of  Captain  Ussher  as'U  be  good  frinds  to  liim? 
He's  thinking  of  his  own  schames,  and  taking 
the  honest  name  from  his  sister.  Is  that  his 
frind,  Pat?" 

"  Didn't  I  tell  ye,  Joe,  he  hates  Ussher  a 
d — d  sight  worse  nor  you  or  1 ;  there's  little 
need  to  say  anything  to  him  about  that." 

**  Why  wouldn't  he  join  us  then?  Who  else 
is  there  to  help  him  at  all?  won't  he  be  as  bad 
as  we  are,  if  Fknnelly  dhrives  him  and  the  ould 
man  out  of  Ballycloran ;  but  av  he'll  stick  to  us, 
divjl  a  lawyer  of  'cm  all  shall  put  a  keeper  on 
ihe  landa;  and  I  said  before,  aud  I  sa^  ^^  '^V^x 


Mohill  139 

— ^and  av  I  prove  a  liar,  may  I  never  see  the 
blessed  glory, — ^av  young  Macdermot  '11  help 
the  boys  to  right  themselves,   the   first  foot  1 
Keegan  puts  on  Ballycloran,  he  shall  leave 
there,  by  G—d!" 

"  But,  Joe,  s'pose  now  Mr.  Thady  agreed  to 
join  you  here,  what'd  you  have  him  be  doing  at 
all?" 

"Fd  have  him  lend  a  hand  to  punish  the 
murthering  ruffian  as  have  got  half  the  counthry 
dhruv  into  gaols,  and  as  is  playing  his  tricks 
now  with  his  own  sisther." 

^*  But  what  could  any  of  you  do?  You 
wouldn't  dare  knock  the  chap  on  the  head  ?  " 

"Who  wouldn't  dare?  by  the  'tarnal,  Td 
dare  it  myself!  Isn't  there  two  of  us  here, 
whose  brothers  is  now  in  gaol  along  of  him  ? 
Wouldn't  you  dare.  Jack,  av  he  was  up  there 
again  in  the  counthry,  to  tache  him  how  to  be 
sazing  your  people  ?" 

"By  dad,  I'd  do  anything,  Joe ;  but  I  don't 
know  jist  as  to  murthering.  I'd  do  as  bad  to 
him  as  he  did  to  Paddy :  av  they  hung  him, 
then  I'd  murther  him,  and  wilcome ;  but  Paddy'll 
be  out  of  that  some  of  these  days — and  I  think 
therefore,  Joe,  av  we  stripped  his  ears,  it'd  do 
this  go." 

Jack  Byrne's  equal  justice  pleased  the  majority 
of  his  hearers ;  but  it  did  not  satisfy  Joe.  As 
for  Pat,  he  continued  smoking,  and  said  nothing. 

**0h,  my  boys,  that's  nonsense,"  said  Joe; 
"  either  do  the  job,  or  let  it  alone.     Av  you've 
a  mind  to  let  Captain  Ussher  walk  into  your 
cabins  and  take  any  of  you  ofif  to  C2iXt\0r/y^\. 
ashe^plazes — why  you  can;  but  Yn\  d. — dMV 
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does  !  Tve  had  enough  of  him  now ;  and  by 
the  ^tarnal  powers,  though  I  swing  for  it,  putting 
Tim  in  gaol  shall  cost  him  his  life  ! " 

Joe  was  very  much  excited  and  half  tipsy  | 
but  he  only  said  what  most  of  them  were  waiting 
to  hear  said,  and  what  each  of  them  expected ; 
not  one  voice  was  raised  in  dissent.  Pat  said 
nothing,  but  smoked  and  gazed  on  the  fire. 

''Masther  Thady  '11  be  in  at  the  wedding  to- 
morrow, Pat?" 

**  Oh  in  course  he  will/' 

"*  Will  you  be  axing  him,  thin  ?  " 

"Axing  him  what?  is  it  to  murtherUssher?'* 

"  No,  in  course  not  that ;  but  will  you  be 
thrying  him,  will  he  join  wid  us  to  rid  the 
counthry  of  him?" 

''I  tell  ye,  Joe,  he's  willing  enough  to  be 
shut  of  him  entirely,  av  he  knew  how." 

"  Oh  yes,  Pat,  I  dare  say  he*d  be  willing  any 
poor  boy*d  knock  him  on  the  head,  and  so  be 
rid  of  him  ;  and  av  that  he  who  did  do  it, 
did  be  hung  for  it,  what  matther  in  life  to 
him  ?  That  may  do  very  well  for  Masther 
Thady,  but  by  the  powers,  it*ll  not  do  for  me  !" 

"  Well,  you  can  be  spaking  to  him  yourself 
to-morrow." 

"Yes,  but  you  must  be  getting  him  jist  to 
come  out,  and  spake  to  us  \  jist  dhraw  him  out 
a  bit,  you  know." 

*-  Well  then,  boys,  Pve  said  as  much  to  the 
Masther  already,  and  he  expects  to  meet  you 
up  there." 

"  That's  the  sort,  Pat !  and  av  heUl  but  join 

us^  divil  a  fear  at  all  for  Captain  Ussher.     Come, 

/7JJ'  boys^  we*ll  dhrink  the  genllemgiTiL^  Vv^vVv^ 
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as  would  be  only  dacent  and  proper  of  us,  see- 
ing the  great  throuble  he's  at  with  us." 

**But  where'll  ye  get  the  whiskey,  Joe?" 
said  Comey ;  "  I  don't  think  mother  Mulready 
'11  be  too  quick  giving  you  thrust" 

"  That's  thrue  any  way ;  which  of  ye's  got  the 
rint  among  yer  ?  come,  Pat,  fork  out  for  once." 

"  Is  it  for  all  of  ye  ?  I'll  stand  a  glass  for 
myself,  and  one  for  Joe." 

"Well,  Jack,"  said  Corney,  "you  and  I'll 
have  a  dhrop  together;  you  shan't  say  I  let  you 
go  away  dhry." 

The  rest  made  it  up  among  them  ;  and  Kath- 
leen, having  duly  received  the  price  in  advance, 
brought  in  a  glass  of  spirits  for  each.  The 
widow  Mulready  had  only  two  glasses,  and 
they  therefore  had  to  drink  one  after  the  other. 
Joe  took  his  first,  saying,  "And  there's  more 
power  and  success  to  you,  Captain  Ussher; 
and  it's  a  fine  gentleman  is  the  only  name  for 
ye  j  but  av  you're  above  the  sod  this  day  three 
months,  may  none  of  us  that  is  in  it  this  night 
ever  see  the  blessed  glory  1 " 

And  they  all  drank  the  toast  which  their 
leader  gave  them. 

They  now  prepared  to  leave;  but  not  so 
quickly  but  that  Mrs.  Mulready  had  to  give 
them  very  forcible  hints  that  she  wanted  quiet 
possession  of  her  bed-room ;  and  much  animated 
conversation  passed  on  the  occasion. 

"  And  now,  an't  ye  a  pretty  set  of  boys,  the 
whole  of  ye,  blackguards  that  ye  are !  that  ye 
can't  dhrink  yer  sperrits  quietly,  in  a  lone 
woman's  house,  but  you  must  be  brin^ing^  tVva. 
town  on  her,  by  yer  d — d  rucliou^  \  2xA  ^n  ^ 
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niver  saw  the  foot  of  any  of  ye  agin,  it's  littli 
I'd  be  grieving  for  ye" 

"  Quit  that»  you  ould  bag  of  the  divil  !  or  I'j 
give  you  more  to  talk  about  than'U  plaze  you.** 

"  Is  it  youj  Joe  ?  by  the  mortial  then,  if  ye 
don't  quit  that,  you'll  soon  be  having  a  stone 
roof  over  yer  head  By  the  blessed  Virgin,  I'll 
be  the  hanging  of  you  av  you  don't  be  keeping 
yerself  to  yerself." 

**  Is  it  hanging  yer  talking  of?     And  where*Il 
you  be  yerself?     Not  but  hanging's  twice  too 
good  for  you.     Come,  Comey,  is  you  cominj 
up  to  Loch  Sheen  ?  " 

After  a  few  more  exchanges  of  similar  civiliti 
between  the  landlady  and  her  guests,  the  latter 
at  length  took  their  departure;  and  the  widow 
having  duly  put  away  the  apparatus  of  her  trade, 
that  is,  having  drank  what  whiskey  there  remained 
in  the  jug,  betook  herself  to  her  couch  in  her 
usual  state  of  intoxication. 

Joe  Reynolds  and  Pat  Brady  had  each  about 
three  miles  to  go  home,  and  the  greater  part  of 
the  way  they  walked  together — talking  over 
their  plans,  and  discussing  the  probability  of 
their  success. 

The  two  men  were  very  different^  The 
former  was  impoverished,  desperate,  all  but 
houseless;  he  had  been  continually  at  war  with 
the  world,  and  the  world  with  him.  Whether, 
had  he  been  more  fortunate,  he  might  have 
been  an  honest  man  is  a  question  difficult  to 
solve  ;  most  certainly  he  had  been  a  hard  work- 
ing man,  but  his  work  had  never  come  to  good ; 
he  had  long  been  a  maker  of  potheen,  and 
J^m  the  different  rows  in  v*kic\v  \\^  \xv^  b^ea 


Mohill  143 

connected,  had  got  a  bad  name  through  the 
country.  The  effect  of  all  this  was,  that  he  was 
now  desperate;  ready  not  only  to  take  part 
against  any  form  of  restrictive  authority,  but 
anxious  to  be  a  leader  in  doing  so;  he  had 
somehow  conceived  the  idea  that  it  would  be 
a  grand  thing  to  make  a  figure  through  the 
country;  and,  as  he  would  have  said  himself, 
"  av  he  were  hanged,  what  harum  ?  " 

Pat  Brady  was  a  very  different  character.  In 
a  very  poor  country  he  enjoyed  comparative 
comfort ;  he  had  never  been  rendered  desperate 
by  want  and  oppression.  Poor  as  was  the 
Ballycloran  property,  he  had  always,  by  his 
driving  and  ejecting,  and  by  one  or  another  art 
of  rural  law  which  is  always  sure  to  be  paid  for, 
managed  to  live  decently,  and  certainly  above 
want :  it  was  difficult  to  conceive  why  he  should 
be  leagued  with  so  desperate  a  set  of  men,  sworn 
together  to  murder  a  government  officer. 

Yet  in  the  conversation  they  had  going  home 
he  was  by  far  the  most  eager  of  the  two;  he 
spoke  of  the  certainty  they  had  of  getting  young 
Macdermot  to  join  them  the  next  evening ;  told 
Reynolds  how  he  would  get  him,  if  possible,  to 
drink,  and,  when  excited,  would  bring  him  out 
to  talk  to  the  boys;  in  short,  planned  and 
arranged  all  those  things  about  which  Reynolds 
had  been  so  anxious — but  as  to  which  he  could 
get  so  little  done  at  the  widow's.  When  there, 
Pat  had  been  almost  silent ;  at  any  rate,  he  had 
himself  proposed  nothing.  It  had  never  occurred 
to  the  other,  poor  fellow,  that  Brady  was  making 
a  tool  of  him;  that  though  the  rent-collector 
was  now  so  eager  in  proving  hoYi  ^^si:^  ^jwisij^^ 
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Macdermot  might  be  induced  to  join  their  part}% 
he  would  commit  himself  to  nothing  when  they 
were  congregated  at  the  widow  Mulread/s. 
Had  Reynolds  not  been  so  completely  duped, 
he  would  have  seen  that  Brady  made  him  take 
the  part  of  leader  when  others  were  present, 
who  might  possibly  be  called  upon  as  witnesses ; 
but  that  when  they  were  alone  together,  he, 
Brady,  was  always  the  most  eager  to  press  the 
necessity  of  some  desperate  measure.  On  the 
present  occasion,  too,  Reynolds  was  half  drunk, 
whereas  Brady  was  quite  sober. 

"So,'*  said  the  latier  on  their  way  home, 
"  thim  boys  is  fixed  in  gaol  for  the  next  twelve 
months  any  way,  Tim  warn't  thinking  he'd  get 
lodgings  for  nothing  so  long,  when  he  went  up 
to  widow  Smith's  there  at  Loch  Sheen.'' 

**  Well,  Pat,  a  year  is  a  dreary  long  time  for 
a  poor  boy  to  be  locked  up  all  for  nothing ;  and 
poor  Tim  won't  bear  up  well  as  most  might; 
but  he  that  put  him  there  will  soon  be  sent 
where  hell  be  treated  even  worser  than  Tim  at 
BaUinamore  j™and  he  won't  get  out  of  it  that 
soon.  By  G — d,  Td  sooner  be  in  Tim's  shoes 
this  night  than  in  Captain  Ussher's,  fine  gentle- 
man as  he  thinks  liisself  I  " 

**  But,  Joe»  will  them  boys  from  Loch  Sheen 
let  Tim  and  the  others  be  taken  quietly  to 
BalUnamore  ?  Won't  they  try  a  reskey  on  the 
road?" 

"  There  arn't  that  sperrit  left  in  'em,  Pat ; — 
and  how  should  it?  what  is  the  like  of  them 
with  their  shilelahs,  and  may  be  a  few  stones, 

agm  them  b —  pailers  in  the  daylight  ?     Av 

//  Jj^  been  a,t  night,  we  might  \va.v^  Uv^d  a 
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reskey;  but  the  sperrit  ain't  in  'em  at  all.  I 
axed  'em  to  go  snacks  with  me  in  doing  the 
job,  but  they  was  afeard — and  no  wonder." 

"  Well,  you'll  be  up  at  Mary's  wedding  to- 
morrow, and  see  what  the  young  masther  'U  be 
saying." 

And  so  the  two  friends  parted  to  their 
different  homes. 


CHAPTER   X 

MR.   KEEGAN 

It  will  be  remembered  that  the  priest  left 
Feemy  after  his  stormy  interview  in  a  somewhat 
irritable  mood ;  she  was  still  chewing  the  cud 
of  the  bitter  thoughts  to  which  the  events  of  the 
last  few  hours  had  given  rise,  and  was  trying 
to  make  herself  believe  that  her  brother  and 
Father  John  and  Pat  Brady,  and  all  the  rest  of 
them,  were  wrong  in  their  detestable  surmises, 
and  that  her  own  Myles  was  true  to  her,  when 
another  stranger  called  at  Ballycloran;  and  a 
perfect  stranger  he  must  have  been,  for  he 
absolutely  raised  the  lion-headed,  rusty  knocker, 
and  knocked  at  the  door — a  ceremony  to  which 
the  customary  visitors  of  the  house  never 
dreamed  of  having  recourse.  So  unusual  was 
this  proceeding,  that  it  frightened  the  sole 
remaining  domestic,  Katty,  out  of  all  her 
decorum.  It  will  be  remembered  that  Mary 
Biadj  bad  absconded  with  Biddy,    ^oot  Y^a-XX^ 
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did  not  well  know  how  to  act  under  the  tiymg 
emergencies  of  the  case ;  she  could  not  get  to 
the  door  of  Miss  Feemy*s  parlour,  as  a  strange 
gentleman  was  standing  in  the  hall,  so  she  ran 
round  the  house,  and  ascertaining  that  the 
intruder  was  well  in  the  hall,  and  could  not  see 
her,  she  clambered  up  to  her  mistress's  window, 
and  exclaimed  J*' 

*'  Hist !  Miss  Feeiny,  there's  a  sthranger 
gintleman  a  rapping  at  the  big  knocker,  and  I 
think  it's  the  fat  lawyer  from  Carrick ;  what' U  I 
do  thin,  Miss?" 

**  Why,  you  fool  J  "  whispered  Feemy  through 
one  of  the  broken  panes  of  glass,  "  go  and  ask 
him  who  he  wants,  and  tell  him  Thady  an*t  at 
home*" 

So  Katty  dropped  from  the  window-sill  again^ 
and  went  to  receive  the  gentleman  into  the 
house  by  fallowing  him  in  at  the  hall  door*  By 
the  time,  however,  that  she  had  entered  herself, 
old  Larry  Macdermot  had  been  aroused  out  of 
his  lethargy  by  a  third  knocking  of  the  stranger  | 
and  on  opening  his  own  parlour  door,  was 
startled  to  see  Mr.  Hyacinth  Keegan,  the 
attorney  from  Canick^on-Shannon,  standing 
before  him, 

Mr.  Hyacinth  Keegan  requires  some  little 
introduction,  as  he  is  one  of  the  principal 
personages  of  my  tale.  As  Father  Cullen  before 
remarked,  his  father  was  a  process-server  living 
at  a  small  town  called  Drumshambo  ; — that  is, 
he  obtained  his  bread  by  performing  the  legal 
acts  to  which  Irish  landlords  are  so  often 
obliged  to  have  resort  in  obtaining  their  rent 
A7/21  their  tenants.     This  process-seivex  vfais  a 
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poor  man,  and  a  Homan  Catholic,  but  he  had 
managed  to  give  his  son  a  decent  education ; 
he  had  gotten  him  a  place  as  an  errand  boy  in 
an  attorney's  office,  from  whence  he  had  risen 
to  the  dignity  of  clerk,  and  he  was  now,  not 
only  an  attorney  himself,  but  a  flourishing  one, 
and  a  Protestant  to  boot.  His  great  step  in  the 
world  had  been  his  marriage  with  Sally  Flan- 
nelly, — ^that  Sally  whom  Macdermot  had  rejected, 
— for  from  the  time  of  his  wedding  he  had  much 
prospered  in  all  worldly  things.  He  was  a  hard- 
working man,  and  in  that  consisted  his  only 
good  quality ;  he  was  plausible,  a  gosd  flatterer, 
not  deficient  in  that  sort  of  sharpness  which 
made  him  a  successful  attorney  in  a  small  pro- 
vincial town,  and  he  could  be  a  jovial  com- 
panion, when  called  on  to  take  that  part. 
Principle  had  never  stood  much  in  his  way,  and 
he  had  completely  taught  himiself  to  believe 
that  what  was  legal  was  right;  and  he  knew 
how  to  stretch  legalities  to  the  utmost.  As  a 
convert,  Mr.  Keegan  was  very  enthusiastically 
attached  to  the  Protestant  religion  and  the  Tory 
party,  for  which  he  had  fought  tooth  and  nail  at 
the  last  county  election. 

Mr.  Keegan  boasted  a  useful  kind  of  courage ; 
he  cared  but  little  for  the  ill  name  he  had 
acquired  by  his  practice  in  the  country  among  the 
poorer  classes,  and  to  do  him  justice,  had  shown 
pluck  enough  in  the  dangerous  duties  which  he 
sometimes  had  to  perform ;  for  he  acted  as  agent 
to  the  small  properties  of  some  absentee  land- 
lords, and  for  a  man  of  his  character  such 
duties  in  County  Leitrim  were  not  al  tVv^X.  \.vrev^ 
without  risk.    He  had  been  shot  at^Yva^  oxvc^ 
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been  knocked  off  his  horse,  and  had  received 
various  threatening  letters ;  but  it  always  turned 
out  that  he  discovered  the  aggressor,  and  pro- 
secuted and  convicted  him.  One  man  he  had 
transported  for  life;  in  the  last  case,  the  man 
who  had  shot  at  hira  w^as  hung ;  and  con- 
sequently the  people  began  to  be  afraid  of  Mr. 
Keegan. 

Our  friend  was  fond  of  popularity,  and  was 
consequently  a  bit  of  a  sportsman,  as  most 
Connaught  attorneys  are.  He  had  the  shooting 
of  two  or  three  bogs,  kept  a  good  horse  or  two, 
went  to  all  the  country  races,  and  made  a 
small  book  on  the  events  of  the  Curragh. 
These  accomplishments  all  had  their  effect,  and 
as  I  said  before,  Mr.  Keegan  was  successful 
In  appearance  he  was  a  large,  burly  man, 
gradually  growing  corpulent,  with  a  soft  oily 
face,  on  which  there  was  generally  a  sraile ;  and 
well  for  him  that  there  was,  for  though  his  smile 
was  not  prepossessing,  and  carried  the  genuine 
stamp  of  deceit,  it  concealed  the  malice, 
treachery,  and  selfishness  which  his  face  so 
plainly  bore  waihout  it  His  eyes  were  light, 
large,  and  bright,  but  it  was  that  kind  of  bright- 
ness which  belongs  to  an  opaque,  and  not  to  a 
transparent  body — they  never  sparkled;  his 
mouth  was  very  large,  and  his  lip  heavy,  and 
he  carried  a  huge  pair  of  brick-coloured 
whiskers.  His  dress  was  somewhat  dandified, 
but  it  usually  had  not  a  few  of  the  characteristics 
of  a  horse  jockey ;  in  age  he  was  about  forty- 
five.  His  wife  was  some  years  his  senior ;  he  had 
married  her  when  she  was  rather  falling  into  the 
j^JJow  leaf^  and  though  Mr.  Hyaclnlk  Keegan 
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was  always  on  perfectly  good  and  confidential 
terms  with  his  respected  father-in-law,  report  in 
Carrick-on-Shannon  declared,  that  great  battles 
took  place  beside  the  attome/s  fireside,  as  to 
who  was  to  have  dominion  in  the  house.  The 
lady's  temper  also  might  be  a  little  roused  by 
the  ill-natured  reports  which  reached  her  ears, 
that  her  handsome  Hyacinth  lavished  more  of 
his  attentions  and  gallantry  abroad  than  at 
home.  Such  was  the  visitor  who  now  came  to 
call  at  Ballycloran. 

Mr.  Macdermot  was  very  much  surprised,  for 
Mr.Keegan's  business  with  Ballycloran  was  never 
done  by  personal  visits.  If  money  was  received, 
Thady  used  to  call  and  pay  it  at  Keegan's  office ; 
if  other  steps  were  to  be  taken,  he  employed  one 
of  those  messengers,  so  frequently  unwelcome 
at  the  houses  of  the  Connaught  gentry,  and  this 
usually  ended  in  Thady  calling  at  Mr.  Keegan's 
for  a  fresh  bill  for  his  father  to  sign.  Old 
Macdermot  was  therefore  so  surprised  that  he 
knew  not  how  to  address  his  visitor.  This, 
together  with  his  hatred  of  the  man,  and  his 
customary  inability  to  do  or  say  anything,  made 
him  so  perplexed  that  he  could  not  comprehend 
Mr.  Keegan's  first  words,  which  were  not  only 
conciliatory  and  civil,  but  almost  affectionate. 

"  Ah  I  Mr.  Macdermot,  how  do  you  do — 
how  d'ye  do?  I'm  glad  to  see  you — very  glad 
to  see  you — ^looking  so  well,  too.  Why,  what  a 
time  it  is  since  I  last  had  the  pleasure — but  then 
I'm  so  tied  by  the  leg — so  much  business,  Mr. 
Macdermot ;  indeed,  though  I  was  determined 
to  drop  in  this  morning  as  a  friend^  slill  eN^\^. 
now  I've  just  a  word  to  say  on  b\\svEiess.    Xwsl 
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see  I  must  join  business  and  pleasure;  so  if 
you  are  not  very  much  engaged,  and  could 
spare  a  minute  or  two,  why  I  have  a  little 
proposal  to  make  to  you— acting  for  Mr.  Flan- 
nelly,  you  know — which  I  think  youll  not  be 
sorry  to  hear." 

The  attorney  had  been  obliged  to  begin  his 
story  thus  far  in  the  hall — as  the  old  man  had 
shown   BO    inclinatioii   to   ask    him    into   the 

I  parlour :  nor  did  Larry  even  now  move  from 
the  door ;  and,  indeed,  he  did  not  look  as 
though  he  was  a  fit  subject  to  enter  on  business 
with  an  attorney*  He  had  not  shaved,  or  rather 
been  shaved,  since  Sunday  last ;  his  eyes,  though 
wide  open,  looked  as  if  they  had  very  lately 
been  asleep,  and  were  not  quite  awake;  his 
clothes  were  huddled  on  himj  and  hung  about 
him  almost  in  tatters ;  the  slaver  was  running 
down  from  his  half-open  mouth,  and  his  breath 
smelt  very  strongly  of  whiskey^ 
Keegan,  finding  that  his  host  did  not  seem 
bent  on  hospitality,  was  edging  himself  into  the 
room,  when  Feemy,  who  had  heard  his  address 
to  her  father,  came  out  to  the  old  man's  relief, 
and  told  the  visitor  that  he  was  not  just  himself 
that  morning — that  Thady  was  out,  but  that  she 
^H  would  desire  him  to  call  at  Mn  Keegan's  office 
^1      the  next  d:Ly. 

^1  **  Ah  1   Miss  Feemy,  and  how's  your  pretty 

^M      self  this  morning ?~and  is  it  the  fact  what  we 

"      hear  down  at  Carrick,  that  we  are  to  have  a 

wedding  soon  at  Ballycloran?    Ah!   well,  of 

course  you  wouldn*t  be  after  telling  me,  but  I 

irjs  very  glad  to  hear  it;    that   I   was.  Miss 

I*e€my,      But,   Mr.   Macdermot — \i  ^as  ^o^act 
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father,  Miss  Feemy,  I  was  wishing  to  see  this 
morning,  not  Mr.  Thady-^if  you  could  aHow 
me  ten  minutes  or  so — ^just  a  message  from  our 
old  friend,  Flannelly:*' — and  by  this  time 
Keegan  had  wedged  his  way  into  the  room,  out 
of  which  any  one  who  knew  him  would  be  very 
sure  he  would  not  stir,  until  he  had  said  what 
he  had  come  to  say. 

Larry,  hobbling  back  after  him,  sat  himself 
down  in  his  accustomed  chair,  and  Feemy,  as 
if  to  protect  her  father  in  her  brother's  absence, 
followed  him. 

"It's  very  hard,  then,  Mr.  Keegan,  that  you 
should  come  up  here ;  as  if  sending  your  pro- 
cesses, and  latitats,  and  distraining,  weren't 
enough,  but  now  you  must " 

"  Ah !  my  dear  Sir,  it's  not  about  such  dis- 
agreeable business  at  all — we're  done  with  all 
that  It's  not  about  such  business  at  all.  When 
I've  disagreeable  jobs  to  do — of  course  we  must 
have  disagreeable  jobs  sometimes — ^why,  I 
always  send  some  of  my  disagreeable  fellows  to 
do  it ;  but  when  I've  good  news,  why  1  like  to 
bring  it  jnyself,  and  that's  why  I  rode  down 
this  morning." 

Larry,  stupid  as  he  was,  couldn't  be  talked 
round  by  the  attorney  so  easily. 

"  If  it's  good  news  you  have,  why  shouldn't 
Thady  hear  it  then?  I  am  sure,  poor  fellow, 
he  hears  enough  of  bad  news  from  you  one  way 
or  another.  And  I  tell  you  I  can't  understand 
business  to-day,  and  Flannelly's  bill  doesn't 
come  round  till  next  month — I  know  that ;  and 
so,  if  you  plaze,  Thady  can  hear  what  yo\i  ha.\e 
to  say,  at  Carrick,  on  Saturday  oi  M-on^^.^^  Q^ 
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any  day  you  plaze.  Feemy,  my  darling,  get 
son^ething  for  Mr,  Keegan  to  eat.  TH  be  glad 
to  see  you  eat  a  bit,  but  I  can't  talk  any  more." 
And  the  old  man  turned  himself  away,  and 
began  groaning  over  the  fire. 

"  You  see,  Mr.  Keegai:^,  my  father  can't  go 
to  business  this  morning.  When  shall  I  tell 
Thady  to  call  down? — Eut  wouldn't  you  take  a 
glass  of " 

Wine,  Feemy  was  going  to  say,  but  she  knew 
she  had  none  to  offen 

*'  Not  a  taste  in  life  of  anything,  thank  you, 
Miss  Feemy ;  not  a  drop,  I'm  very  much  obliged 
to  you :  but  Fm  sorry  to  find  your  good  father 
so  bent  on  not  hearing  me,  as  I  have  some- 
thing to  propose  which  he  couldn't  but  be  glad 
to  hear," 

**VVell,  father,  will  you  listen  to  what  Mr* 
Keegan  has  to  say  ?  " 

"  Don't  I  tell  you,  Feemy,  that  the  bill 
doesn't  come  round  before  November  ?  and  it*s 
very  hard  he  won't  lave  me  in  pace  tiii  that  time 
comes." 

"  You  see,"  continued  Feemy,  "  that  he  won't 
hear  anything;  don*t  you  think  you'd  better 
wait  and  see  Thady  down  at  Carrick  ?  " 

Now  this  was  what  Mr.  Keegan  did  not  want; 
in  fact,  his  wish  was  to  talk  over  Larry  Mac- 
dermot  to  agree  to  something  to  which  he 
feared  Thady  would  object;  but  he  had  had 
no  idea  the  old  man  would  be  so  obstinate* 
He,  however,  was  at  a  loss  how  to  proceed, 
when  Feemy  declared  that  Thady  was  seen 
approaching, 
"  WgU,  then,  Miss  Feemy,  as  youi  btoxixex  \a 
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here,  and  as  your  father  isn't  just  himself  this 
morning,  I  might  as  well  do  my  business  with 
him ;  but  as  it  is  of  some  importance,  and  as 
Mr.  Flannelly  wishes  to  have  your  father's 
answer  as  soon  as  possible,  he  will  not  object, 
I  hope,  to  giving  his  opinion,  when  he  shall 
have  heard  what  I  have  to  say." 

By  this  time  Thady  was  before  the  door,  and 
on  Feemy's  calling  to  him,  informing  him  that 
Mr.  Keegan  was  in  the  house,  waiting  to  speak 
to  him,  he  came  up  into  the  parlour. 

"How  do  you  do  this  morning?"  said  the 
lawyer,  shaking  Thady  by  the  hand,  "how  d'ye 
do  ?  IVe  just  ridden  up  here  to  bring  a  message 
to  your  father  from  Mr.  Flannelly  about  this 
mortgage  he  holds;  but  your  father  doesn't 
seem  quite  the  thing  this  morning,  and  therefore 
it's  as  well  you  came  in.  Of  course  what  I  have 
to  say  concerns  you  as  well  as  him." 

"Of  course,  Mr.  Keegan;  I  look  after  the 
affairs  at  Ballycloran  mostly,  now.  Don't  you 
know  it's  me  you  look  to  for  the  money? — 
and  I'm  sorry  you  should  have  to  bother  my 
father  about  it.  Just  step  out  of  the  room, 
Feemy." 

And  the  young  lady  retreated  to  her  own 
possessions. 

"Why,  now,  Mr.  Thady,  how  you  all  put 
your  backs  up  because  an  unfortunate  attorney 
comes  to  call  on  you.  What  I'm  come  to  say 
is  what  I  hope  and  think  you'll  both  be  glad  to 
hear;  and  I  trust  you've  too  much  good  sense 
to  put  your  father  against  it  merely  because  it 
comes  from  me." 

"  You  may  be  sure  I  shall  not  put  m^  i^xNx^x 
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against  anything  which  would  be  good  for  him 
or  Feemy—  " 

"  Well,  Mr.  Thady,  so  far  so  good ;  and  Tm 
sure  you  wouldn't ;  besides,  what  IVe  got  to  say 
is  greatly  to  your  advantage/* 

**  Well,  Mr.  Keegan,  out  with  it." 

**  Why,  you  see,  Mr.  Macdermot,"— and  the 
attorney  turned  to  the  father,  who  sat  poring 
over  the  fire,  as  if  he  was  determined  not  to 
hear  a  word  that  passed, — "  you  see,  Mr.  Mac- 
dermot, Mr.  Flannelly  is  thinking  how  much 
belter  it  would  be  to  settle  the  afTair  of  this 
mortgage  out  and  out  He's  getting  very  old, 
Mr.  Macdermot.  Why,  Thady,  he's  more  than 
thirty  years  older  than  your  father;  and  you 
see  he  wants  to  arrange  all  his  money  matters. 
Between  us  and  the  bedpost,  by-the-by,  I  wish 
he  didn't  think  so  much  of  those  nephews  of 
his.  However,  he  wishes  the  matter  settled, 
and  I  explained  to  him  that  after  knowing  one 
another  so  long,  it  wouldn*t  be  fair— though j 
for  the  matter  of  that,  of  course  it  would  be 
fair,  but,  in  fact,  the  old  man  doesn't  exactly 
wish  it  himself — that  is,  you  know,  to  foreclose 
at  once,  and  sell  the  estate -" 

Here  he  paused ;  while  Larry  merely  fidgeted 
in  his  chair,  and  Thady  said,  *'  Well,  Mr, 
Keegan?" 

"  So,  you  see,  he  just  wishes  the  affair  to 
be  settled  amicably.  I  fear,  Mr.  Thady,  your 
father  hasn't  just  got  the  amount  of  the  principal 
debt." 

**0h  !  you  know  that  of  yourself,  Mr.  Keegan  ; 
you  know  he  hasn't  the  interest  itself,  till  I 
-scneir  It  out  of  them  poor  devils  oC  IctvanXsr 
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"Well,  Mr.  Macdermot,  as  you  haven't  the 
money  to  pay  tjie  principal  debt,  of  course 
you  can't  clear  the  estate.  Why,  you  see,  the 
interest  amounts  to  £19^  odd  shillings  a-year; 
and  before  that's  paid— -times  is  so  bad,  you 
see — Mr.  Flannelly  is  obliged — obliged,  in  his 
own  defence,  you  see — to  run  you  to  great 
expense.  WeU,  now,  perhaps  you'd  say,  if 
Flannelly  wants  his  money  at  once,  you'd 
borrow  it  on  another  mortgage — that  is,  sell 
the  mortgage,  Mr.  Thady;  but  money's  so 
scarce  thfese  days,  and  the  property  is  so  little 
improved,  and  the  tenants  so  bad,  that  you 
couldn't  raise  the  money  on  it — you  couldn't 
possibly  raise  the  money  on  it." 

"  Why,  Mr.  Keegan,  father  pays  Mr.  Flannelly 
;^S  per  cent,  and  the  property  is  near  to  ;^4oo 
a-year,  even  now." 

"  Well,  of  course,  if  you  think  so,  I  wouldn't 
advise  you  to  the  contrary;  only,  if  so,  Mr. 
Flannelly  must  foreclose  at  once,  in  which  case 
the  property  would  be  sold  out  and  out;  but 
perhaps  you  could  eflfect  a  loan  in  time " 

"  Well,  Mr.  Keegan,  what  was  it  you  said  you 
had  to  propose  ?  " 

"  What  Mr.  Flannelly  proposes,  you  mean; — 
of  course  I'm  only  his  messenger  now.  What 
he  proposes  is  this.  You  see,  the  property  is 
so  unimproved,  and  bad — ^why,  the  house  is 
tumbling  down — it's  enough  to  kill  your  father, 
now  he's  getting  a  little  infirm." 

"Well,  weD,  Mr.  Keegan;  what  is  it  Mr. 
Flannelly  wishes  to  do  with  us  ?  " 

"Wishes  to  do? — oh,  he  doesn't  yivsh  ^tl^- 
thwg,  of  course;  the  law  is  open  to  \iVccL  \.o  %^x. 
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his  own ;  in  fact,  the  law  would  give  him  much 
more  than  he  wishes  to  take  ;  but  he  proposes 
to  buy  Ballycloran  himself.'^ 

**  Buy  Ballycloran  !  '*  screamed  Larry. 

"  Well,  well,  father ;  let's  hear  what  Mn 
Keegan  has  to  say* — Well,  Mr.  Keegan,  does 
he  propose  giving  anything  but  what  he  has  got 
himself  already? — or  does  he  propose  to  take 
the  estate  for  the  mortgage,  and  cry  quits;  so 
that  father,  and  Feemy,  and  I,  can  walk  out 
just  where  we  plaze?" 

"  Of  course  not^  of  course  not.  It's  to  make 
your  father  what  he  thinks  a  fair  offer  that  I'm 
come  up ;  and  it's  what  Vm  sure  you  must  think 
is  a  generous  offer," 

**  Well,  out  with  it." 

"  Well  then  j  what  he  proposes  to  do  is,  to 
settle  an  annuity  on  your  father  for  his  life; 
and  give  you  a  sum  of  money  down  for  your- 
self and  your  sister." 

**  Let's  hear  what  he  offers,"  said  Thady. 

Larry,  whose  back  was  nearly  turned  to 
the  chair  where  the  attorney  was  sitting,  said 
nothing  j  but  he  gave  an  ominous  look  round, 
which  showed  that  he  had  heard  what  had 
passed.  But  it  did  not  show  that  he  by  any 
means  approved  of  the  proposition, 

"I'm  coming  to  that.  You  see  the  rent  is 
mostly  all  swallowed  up  by  this  mortgage.  Now 
can  you  say  you've  ^£$0  a-year  coming  into  the 
house  ?  Tm  afraid  not,  Mr.  Thady — Fm  afraid 
not;  and  then  all  your  time  is  occupied  in 
collecting  it,  and  scraping  it;  and  if  it's  true 
what  I  hear — to  be  plain,  I  fear  you'll  hardly 
Iiave  the  interest  money  this  '^ON^mfcktt*,  lycvd 
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if  you  like  Mr.  Flannell/s  proposal,  he'll  give 
in  that  half  year;  so  that  you'd  have  some- 
thing in  hand  to  begin.  And  how  comfortable 
Mr.  Macdermot  would  be  in  lodgings  down  at 
Carrickj  you've  no  idea  how  reasonable  he 
might  board  there ;  say  at  Dargan's,  for  instance, 
for  about  ten  shillings  a-week.  And  I'm  very 
glad,  I  can  assure  you,  to  hear  of  the  very  re- 
spectable match  your  sister  is  making.  Ussher  is 
a  very  steady  nice  fellow,  knows  what's  what,  and 
won't  be  less  ready  to  come  to  the  scratch  when 
he  knows  he'll  have  to  touch  a  little  ready  cash." 

"You'd  better  let  us  know  what  your  offer 
is,  and  lave  my  sisther  alone.  It  doesn't  do  to 
bring  every  old  woman's  story  in,  when  we're 
talking  business;  so,  if  you  plaze,  we  won't 
calculate  on  Feemy's  marriage." 

"Well,  well,  I  didn't  mean  anything  more 
than  that  I  just  heard  that  a  match  was  made 
between  them.  So,  Mr.  Macdermot,  Mr.  Flan- 
nelly  will  settle  ^£$0  a-year  on  you,  paid  as 
you  like;  or  come,  say  a  pound  a  week,  as 
you  would  probably  like  to  pay  your  lodgings 
weekly;  and  he  would  give  ;^ioo  each  to  your 
son  and  daughter,  ready  money  down,  you  know, 
Mr.  Thady.  What  do  you  say,  Mr.  Macder- 
mot ?  "  And  he  got  up  and  walked  round  so  as 
to  stand  over  the  side  of  Larry's  chair. 

"Didn't  I  tell  you,  then,  I  wouldn't  be 
bothered  with  your  business?  If  you  must 
come  up  here  jawing  and  talking,  can't  you 
have  it  out  with  Thady  there?" 

"  Well,  Thady,  what  do  you  say  ?    You  see 
how  much  your  father's  comfort  vf o\i\d  \i^  \xxv- 
provedj  and  as  I  suppose^  after  a\\,  70UX  ^\^\.^x 
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is  to  be  married,  you  couldn't  well  keep  the 
house  up ;  and  111  tell  you  what  more  Mr. 
Flannelly  proposes  for  yourself/' 

**I  don't  want  what  Mr.  Flannelly  will  do 
for  me ;  but  Fm  thinking  of  the  old  man,  and 
Feeray  there." 

**  Well,  don*t  you  see  how  much  more  com- 
fortable he  must  be  ? — nothing  to  bother  him, 
you  know;  no  bills  coming  due;  and  as  for 
yourself,  you  should  have  a  lease,  say  for  five 
years,  of  any  land  you  liked ;  say  forty  acres  or 
so,  and  with  your  ready  money,  you  know." 

**Sure  isn't  the  land  crowded  with  tenants 
already  ?  "  said  Thady. 

"  Ah  yes ;  those  wretched  cabin  holders  with 
their  half  acres.  Mr.  Flannelly  would  soon  get 
shut  of  them  :  he  means  to  have  no  whiskey 
aaking  on  the  land  !  Let  me  alone  to  eject 
hose  fellows.  By  dad  !  I'll  soon  clear  off  most 
of  them/' 

"  What !  strip  their  roofs?  " 

*'Yes,  if  they  wouldn't  go  quiedy;  but  they 
aost  of  them  know  me  nowj  and  I  give  you 
my  word  of  honour — indeed,  Flannelly  said  as 
much^you  should  have  any  forty  acres  you 
please,  at  a  fair  rent  Say  what  the  poor  devils 
are  paying  now,  without  any  capital,  you  know." 

"  No,  Mr,  Keegan  ;  I  wouldn't  have  act  or 
part  in  dhriving  off  the  poor  craturs  that  know 
me  so  well ;  nor  would  I  be  safe  if  1  did ;  nor, 
for  the  matter  of  that,  could  I  well  bring  myself 
to  be  one  of  Mr.  Flajinelly's  tenants  at  Bally- 
cloran.  But  I  won't  say  I  won*t  be  advising 
the  owld  man  to  take  the  offer,  if  you  only 
i2jjke  It  a  little  fairer.    Considex,  IsHi.  Kte^a  \ 
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the  whole  property— nigh  ^£460  a-year,  besides 
the  house — and  Mr.  Flannelly's  debt  on  it 
only  ;^2oo." 

"  Ah  1  ;;^4oo  a-year  and  the  house  is  very 
well,"  said  Keegan ;  "  but  did  you  ever  see  the 
;^4oo — and  isn't  the  house  half  falling  down 
already?" 

"  Whose  fault  is  that — ^who  built  it  then,  Mr. 
Keegan  ? — bad  luck  to  it  for  a  house ! " 

"  Well,  I  don't  know  it's  much  use  going  into 
that  now;  but  you  can't  say  but  what  the 
proposal  is  a  fair  one," 

"  Ah  I  Mr.  Keegan,  j£i  a-week  is  too  little 
for  the  owld  man;  make  it  ;^ioo  a-year  for 
his  life,  and  give  Feemy  ;^3oo,  so  that  she, 
poor  girl,  may  have  some  chance  of  neither 
begging  or  starving,  if  she  shouldn't  get  married, 
and  I'll  not  go  against  the  bargain.  I'd  get  a 
bit  of  land  somewhere,  though  I  couldn't  be  a 
tenant  on  Ballycloran.  'Deed  for  the  matter 
of  that,  if  we  must  part  it,  I  don't  care  how 
long  it  is  before  I  see  a  sod  of  it  again." 

"  Nonsense,  Mr.  Thady ;  ;£'ioo  a-year  is  out 
of  the  question ;  why,  your  father's  hardly  to  be 
called  an  elderly  man  yet.  I  couldn't  think  of 
advising  Mr.  Flannelly  to  give  more  than  he 
has  already  proposed. — Don't  you  think,  Mr. 
Macdermot," — and  he  began  speaking  loudly  to 
the  old  man ; — "  j£i  a-week,  regularly  paid,  you 
know,  would  be  a  nice  thing  for  you,  now  that 
your  daughter  is  going  to  get  married,  and  that 
Thady  here  thinks  of  taking  a  farm  for^himself  ?  " 

"  I  towld  you  before  I'd  nothing  to  say  about 
it — and  I  will  say  nothing  about  it;  the  bill 
don't  come  round  till  November,  ^xA  \\I^  n^vj 
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hard  you  should  be  bothering  the  life  out  of  me 
this  way." 

Keegan  turned  away,  and  taking  Thady  by 
the  coOar  of  his  coat,  led  him  to  the  window ;  he 
began  to  find  he  coold  do  nothing  with  Larry. 

**  You  see,  Macdermot,"  he  said  in  a  half 
whisper,  **  it  is  impossible  to  get  your  father  to 
listen  to  me;  and  iherefore  the  responsibility 
must  rest  upon  you  as  to  advising  him  what  he'd 
better  do.  And  noiv  let  rae  put  it  to  you  this 
way  :  you  know  that  you  have  not  the  means  of 
raising  the  money  to  pay  off  this  debt,  and  that 
Flannelly  can  sell  the  estate  any  day  he  pleases  ; 
well,^ — suppose  yon  drive  us  to  this,  and  suppose 
the  thing  fetches  a  little  over  what  his  claim  is, 
don't  you  know  there  are  great  expenses  attached 
to  such  a  sale  ?  All  would  have  to  come  out  of 
the  property ;  and  your  father's  other  creditors 
would  come  on  the  little  remainder,  and  where 
would  you  be  then?  You  see,  my  boy,  it's 
quite  impossible  the  estate  should  ever  come  to 
you.  Now,  by  what  I  propose,  your  father 
would  sell  the  estate  while  still  he  had  the 
Mower ;  he  would  get  comfortably  settled — and 
rl'd  take  care  to  manage  the  annuity  so  that  the 
other  creditors  couldn't  touch  it ;  and  you'd  get 
a  handful  of  money  to  set  you  up  something 
more  decently  than  the  way  you^re  going  on 
here  with  your  tenants.*' 

*'But  my  sisther,  Mr.  Keegan;  when  the 
home  came  to  be  taken  from  over  her  head, 
what  w^ould  become  of  Feemy  ?  She  and  the 
owld  man  could  hardly  live  on  a  pound  a-week. 

And  when  the  owld  man  should  die " 

'^JVhjy  nonsense,  man  I    latf  t  ^o\ii  ?a&\.cx  ^ 
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good  as  married  ?  or  if  not,  a  strapping  girl  like 
her  is  sure  of  a  husband.  Besides,  when  she's 
a  hundred  pounds  in  her  pocket,  she  won't  have 
to  go  far  to  look  for  a  lover.  There's  plenty  in 
Carrick  would  be  glad  to  take  her." 

"  Take  her,  Mr.  Keegan  I  Do  you  think  I'd 
be  offering  her  that  way  to  any  huckster  in 
Carrick  that  wanted  a  hundred  pound ; — or  that 
she  would  put  up  with  the  like  of  that? — Bad 
as  we  are,  we  an't  come  to  that  yet." 

"  There  you  go  with  your  family  pride,  Thady ; 
but  family  pride  won't  feed  you,  and  the  offer 
I've  made  will;  so  you'd  better  bring  the  old 
man  round  to  accept  it." 

"Make  it  j£So  a-year  for  my  father,  and 
^250  for  Feemy,  and  I'll  do  the  best  I  can." 

"  Not  a  penny  more  than  I  offered  Indeed, 
Mr.  Flannelly  would  get  the  property  cheaper  if 
he  sold  it  the  regular  way  under  the  mortgage,  so 
that  he  doesn't  care  about  it :  only  he'd  sooner 
you  got  the  difference  than  strangers. — Well,  you 
won't  get  the  old  man  to  take  the  offer — eh  ?  " 

"I  can't  advise  him  to  sell  his  property,  aiDd 
his  house,  and  everything,  so  for  nothing." 

"  Then  you  know  we  must  sell  it  for  him.** 

**  Will  you  give  me  till  Monday,"  said  Tbadyv 
"  till  I  ask  some  friend  what  I  ought  to  do  ?  " 

"  Some  friend  ; — what  friend  do  ypu  want  to 
be  asking — some  attorney  ?  Dolan,  I  suppose, 
who  of  course  would  tell  you  not  to  part  with 
the  property,  that  he  might  make  a  penny  of  it 
No,  Master  Thady,  that  won't  do  j  either  yes  or 
no— no  or  yes ;  I  don't  care  which ;  but .  an 
answer,  if  you  please,  as  Flannelly  is  detjermined 
he  mil  do  something,'*  "    •      ■ 

O 


xc^^^t 


162  The  Macdermots  of  Ballycloran 

•*Il's  no  lawyer  I  want  to  spake  to,  Mr. 
Keegan  j  I've  bad  too  much  of  lawyers ;  but  it's 
my  friend,  Father  John." 

'*  What,  the  priest !  thank  ye  for  nothing ; 
I'll  have  no  d — d  priest  meddling ;  and  to  tell 
you  the  truth  at  once,  ii*s  either  now  or  never. 
And  think  where  your  father  Ml  be  if  the  house 
is  sold  over  his  head,  before  he  has  a  place  to 
stretch  himself  in/' 

**  Oh  !  you  know,  and  I  know,  you  can't  sell 
it  out  of  hand,  in  that  way, — all  at  once/' 

'*  'Deed  but  we  can  though  ;  and,  by  G — d, 
if  you  mean  to  be  stiff  about  it,  you  shall  be  out 
of  the  place  before  the  May  rents  become  due/' 

"Would  you  want  me  to  go  and  sell  all  that's 
left  in  the  family,  without  giving  me  a  day  to 
consider?— without  asking  my  friends  what's 
best  to  do  for  the  old  man,  and  for  poor  Feemy  ? 
Surely,  Mn  Keegan " 

"Surely,  nonsense.     You  see  how  it  is;    I 

want  to  give    Flannelly   an   answer;  he's  not 

\  asking  anything   of  you — he's  offering  a  pro- 

'  riaon  to  you  all,  which  you  might  go  far  to 

'  iDDk  for  if  the  law  takes  its  course, — as  of  course 

ft  will  do  if  you  oppose  his  offer*     But  perhaps 

you're  tliinking  we  can't  sell  the  estate;  and 

from  the  old  man's    state,   because  he's  not 

com/os,  you  can  get  Ballycloran  into  your  own 

hanos.     If  that's  the  game  you're  playing,  you'll 

soon  find  yourself  in  the  wrong  box,  my  lad," 

"  It's  not  of  myself  I'm  thinking ;  and  it's  only 

you,  and  such  as  you,  would  be  saying  so  of 

me.    But  supposing  now,  the  owld  man  consinted 

to  this  buTgRiTif — how  would  he  be  sure  of  his 

money  ?** 
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**Sure  of  his  money!  why,  wouldn't  it  be 
settled  on  him  ? — wouldn't  it  be  named  as  one 
of  the  conditions  of  the  sale?  He'd  be  a  deal 
surer  of  that,  than  he  is  now  of  his  daily  dinner ; 
for  that  I  believe  he's  not  very  sure  of  as  thmgs 
are  going  at  Ballycloran." 

Thady  looked  at  the  attorney  as  though  he 
longed  to  answer  him  in  the  same  strain ;  but 
he  said  nothing  of  the  sort ;  he  remained  look- 
ing out  of  the  window  for  a  short  time,  con- 
sidering what  he  should  do. 

"Well,  Macdermot,  I  can't  be  waiting  her^ 
all  day,  you  know ;  what  do  you  say  to  it  ?  " 

"  I'll  spake  to  my  father  ;*it's  he  must  decide, 
you  know,  at  last,  and  not  me.  Larry,  you 
heard  what  Mr.  Keegan  said,  didn't  you  ? "  and 
he  explained  to  his  father  the  nature  of  the 
offer ;  and  tried  to  make  him  understand  that 
at  any  rate  Ballycloran  must  go;  and  that  it 
would  be  better  to  go  at  once,  with  some  pro- 
vision to  look  to,  than  to  stay  there,  and  be 
driven  out,  without  any;  and  that  Mr.  Flan- 
nelly  would  not  be  content  any  longer  with 
getting  the  interest  for  his  money,  but  that  he 
was  determined  to  get  the  principal,  either  by 
having  the  property  sold,  or  by  taking  posses- 
sion of  it  himself.  It  was  long  before  he  could 
make  the  old  man  precisely  understand  what  it 
was  that  was  required  of  him;  during  which 
time  Keegan  remained  at  the  window,  as  if  he 
was  not  hearing  a  word  that  passed  between  the 
father  and  son. 

**  And  does  he  want  us  to  go  clane  out  of  it, 
Thady?" 

"Root  and  branchy  father,  for  ivet  atvA.  \n^x\ 
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and  there'll  be  the  finish  of  the  Macdermots  of 
Ballycloran ;  but,  Larry/' — and  he  put  his  hand, 
with  more  tenderness  than  seemed  to  belong  to 
his  rough  nature,  on  his  father's  arm ; — "  but, 
Larry,  you  know  you'll  never  want  for  anything 
then ;  you'll  be  snug  enough  jist  wherever  you 
plaze ;  and  your  money  coming  due  and  paid 
every  week^ — you*d  be  better  than  in  this 
wretched  place ;  eh,  Larry  ?  " 

"  And  what's  to  become  of  Feemy  ?  " 

'*Why,  we  must  get  Feemy  a  husband]  till 
then  she*ll  stay  with  you ;  she'll  have  a  thrifle 
of  money  herself,  you  know;  she'll  be  poor 
enough,  though,  God  knows  ! — It's  the  thought 
of  her  til  at  th  roubles  me  most." 

**  And  yourself,  Thady,  where  would  you  go, 
ti0  you  got  Ballycloran  again  ?  *' 

**  Got  Ballycloran  again  1  why,  Larry,  you're 
to  sell  it  outright;  clane  away  altogether-  As 
for  me,  I  must  get  a  bit  of  land,  I  suppose, 
or  'list,  or  do  something;  go  to  America, 
perhaps,'* 

"  And  was  it  Keegan  wanted  to  buy  Bally- 
cloran ?  " 

"  Oh,  it's  between  them,  I  suppose ;  but  what 
does  it  matter — Keegan  or  Flannelly  ?" 

**  And  what  did  you  say,  Thady  ?  " 

"What  did  I  say  I  Oh,  I  could  say  nothing, 
you  know  ?  it's  for  you  to  do  it.  But.  Larry,  I 
think  it's  the  best  for  you,  and  you  may  be  sure 
ril  not  be  complaining  afther ;  or  saying  ill  of 
you  for  what  you  did,  when  you  could  do  no 
other." 

"And  you  didn't  tell  the  blackguard  ruffian 
robber  to  be  gone  out  of  that,  vj\x^ix  V^t  ^^k.'^d 
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you  to  dhrive  your  own  family  out  of  your  own 
house  ?  " 

"  Whist,  father,  whist  1 " 

When  Keegan  heard  old  Macdermot  break 
out  in  this  way,  he  was  obliged  to  turn  round ; 
so  he  walked  up  to  the  fire,  and  said — 

"Mr.  Macdermot,  may  I  ask  who  you  are 
speaking  of?  " 

Larry  was  again  commencing,  when  Thady 
held  him  down  gently,  and  said — 

"  It's  not  so  asy,  Mr.  Keegan,  for  an  old  man 
to  hear  for  the  first  time,  that  he's  to  lave  his 
house  and  his  home  for  iver ;  where  he  and  his 
father  and  his  grandfather  have  lived  You'd 
better  let  me  talk  to  him  a  while." 

**  Oh  !  for  the  matter  of  that,  I  don't  care  for 
his  passion ;  but  if  he  means  to  come  to  reason, 
let  him  do  so  at  once,  for  as  I  said  before,  I 
won't  wait  here  all  day." 

**  Nobody  wants  you  to  wait — ^nobody  wants 
you  to  wait ! "  said  the  father. 

"  Whist,  Larry,  whist !  be  asy  a  while." 

"  I  won't  whist,  and  I  won't  be  asy :  so,  Mr. 
Keegan,  if  you  want  to  have  my  answer,  take 
it,  and  carry  it  down  to  that  old  bricklayer  in 
Carrick,  whose  daughter  has  the  divil's  bargain 
in  you  ;  and  for  the  like  of  that  you're  not  bad 
matched.  Tell  him  from  me,  Larry  Macdermot 
— tell  him  from  me,  that  I'm  not  so  old  yet,  nor 
so  poor,  nor  so  silly,  that  he  can  swindle  me  out  of 
my  lands  and  house  that  way.  So  clever  as  you 
think  yourself,  Mr.  Keegan,  you  may  walk  back 
to  Carrick  again,  and  don't  think  to  call  yourself 
masther  of  Ballycloran  yet  awhile." 

"  Very  well,  Mr.  Macdermot  •,  veiy  ^^,  xk^ 
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fine  fellow;  look  to  yourself,  and  mind,  I  tell 
you,  ril  have  a  cheaper  bargain  of  the  place  by 
this  day  six  months,  than  I  should  have  now  by 
the  terms  I'm  oifering  myself.*' 

**You  dirthy  mane  ruffian — if  it  was  only 
myself  you  was  wanting  to  turn  out  of  it — but 
to  be  robbing  the  boy  there  of  his  property, 
that  has  been  working  his  sowl  out  these  six 
years  for  that  dirthy  owld  bricklayer ! — And 
you  want  the  place  all  to  yourself,  do  you, 
Mr.  Keegan  ?  Faix»  and  a  fine  estated  gintle* 
man  you'd  make,  any  how  1 " 

*'  Well,  now ;  you'll  repent  the  day  you  taade 
yourself  such  a  fool.  However,  good  morniog, 
Mr.  Macdermot — good  morning;  111  tell  them 
down  at  Carrick,  to  keep  a  warm  comer  for  you 
in  the  lane  there,  where  tliem  old  beggars  sleep 
at  night !  *' 

**  Kick  him  out,  Thady ;  kick  him  out,  will 
ye? — Have  ye  none  of  the  owld  blood  left 
round  your  heart,  that  you'll  not  kick  him  out 
of  the  houacj  for  a  pettifogging  schaming  black- 
guard ! "  and  Larry  got  up  as  though  he  meant 
to  have  a  kick  at  the  attorney  himself 

**  Be  asy,  father,  and  let  him  go  of  himself; 
he'il  go  fast  enough  now.  Sit  down  awhile; 
sit  down  till  1  come  back,'*  and  Thady  followed 
the  attorney  down  the  steps  on  to  the  gravel 
road. 

**you*ll  see,  my  boy,'*  said  Keegan — and  now 
the  benevolent  attorney  had  altogether  lost  his 
smile, — "you'll  see,  my  boy,  whether  I  won't 
make  the  two  of  you  pay  for  tliis ;  ay  1  and  the 
whole  family  too,  for  a  set  of  proud,  beggarly, 
starved'out  paupers.     By  G — ,  I'VV  ^dl  every 
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^ffen  stick  of  old  furniture  left  in  the  house, 
on  the  6th  of  next  month ;  and  the  three  ojf 
you  shall  be  tramping  in  the  roads  before  the 
winter's  over  I" 

"  You're  worse  than  the  old  man  with  your 
passion,  Mr.  Keegan,"  said  Thady ;  "ten  times 
worse ;  you  know  I  did  what  1  could  to  advise 
him ;  and  even  now,  if  you'll  lave  him  to  me, 
ru  bring  him  round." 

**  Be  d — d  to  you  with  your  bringing  round  1 
ril  have  no  more  to  do  with  the  pack  of  you." 

"  Would  you  go  to  remember  the  passionate 
words  of  an  owld  man  thafs  lost  his  senses, 
Mr*  Keegan  ?  for  shame  on  you*  If  you*ll  stick 
to  the  oifer  you  made  before,  111  bring  the  old 
man  round  yet.*' 

"I  tell  you  ril  do  no  such  thmg,  Master 
Thady;  but  root  and  branch  I'll  have  you  out 
of  that,  and  that  right  soon ;  a  pack  of  beggars 
like  you  I  \V7iat  right  have  you  to  be  keeping 
a  respectable  man  out  of  his  money  ?  " 

"  Respictable  indeed  1  very  respictable  f^ — 
Look  at  the  house,  Mr,  Keegan,  for  which 
you  want  to  take  the  whole  property, — tumbling 
down  already ;  and  you  call  that  respictable ! 
And  to  be  threatening  to  be  dhriving  an  owld 
man,  past  his  senses,  out  of  his  house  for  a  few 
fooHsh  words  ,•  and  a  poor  innocent  defenceless 
girl  too  I  '*  Thady  himself  was  beginning  to  get 
in  a  passion  now, — **  And  since  you  will  have 
it,  the  owld  man  was  not  far  wrong,  for  it  is 
robbers  you  are,  both  of  you,  and  that's  your 
respictability  I " 

** Robbers  are  we?  and  what  are  ^ou  ^"cA 
four  innocent  sister?    You  know,  tVvaA^,  ^^ 
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can  go  to  Ussher ;  he  says  heUl  keep  her.  She 
won't  be  a  huckster's  wife,  you  say  ?  better  that 
than  a  captain*s  misthress,  as  all  agree  she  is 
now.*' 

As  Keegan  said  this,  he  seemed  to  expect 
that  he  would  be  answered  by  some  personal 
violence.  The  two  were  together,  standing  at 
the  end  of  the  avenue,  all  but  on  the  public 
road.  Keegan  had  a  stout  walking-stick  in  his 
hand,  and  he  walked  out  into  the  road  as  he 
said  the  last  words,  turning  round  as  he  did  so, 
so  as  to  face  Thady. 

The  young  man  stood  still  for  a  second  or 
two,  as  if  the  meaning  of  the  words  had  hardly 
reached  him,  and  then  rushed  at  the  attorney 
with  his  clenched  fist;  but  the  man  of  law  was 
too  quick  for  hiui,  for  striking  out  with  his 
tick,  he  cried — 

^  By  the  Lord  of  heaven,  if  you  come  nearer 
ril  brain  you  ! "  and,  as  the  young  man  endea- 
voured to  get  within  the  sweep  of  the  stick,  he 
received  a  blow  on  the  arm  and  elbow,  which, 
for  the  moment,  disabled  him;  and  the  pain 
was  so  sharp,  as  to  prevent  him  from  any 
further  immediate  attack. 

'*  Mr  Keegan,  by  the  living  Lord,  this  day's 
work  shall  cost  you  dear  I "  and  then,  indulging 
that  ready  profuseness  of  threats  in  which  the 
less  educated  of  his  countrymen  are  so  prone 
to  indulge,  he  returned  within  the  gateway  of 
the  avenue,  and  proceeded  a  short  way  towards 
the  house.  Here  he  reached  a  felled  tree,  lying 
somewhat  across  the  path,  on  which  he  sat 
down  J  for  he  felt  that  he  could  not  go  to  the 
house  before  he  had  cotisideied^  m  \l\s  ^^ 
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heart,  what  he  would  say  there,  and  how  he 
would  say  it. 

Keegan,  when  he  found  that  his  antagonist, 
like  a  dog  cowed  by  a  blow,  was  not  inclined 
to  come  again  to  the  fight,  turned  on  his  heel, 
and  walked  back  to  the  place  where  he  had  left 
his  horse. 

For  some  time  Thady  did  not  recover  from 
the  immediate  sharp  pain  arising  from  the 
blow,  and  during  these  minutes  firm  determina- 
tions of  signal  vengeance  filled  his  imagination, 
damped  by  no  thought  of  the  punishment  to 
which  he  might  thereby  be  subjecting  himsel£ 
But  the  luxury  of  these  resolves — for  they  had 
a  certain  luxury — was  soon  banished  by  the 
thoughts  that  crowded  on  his  mind,  when  pain 
gave  him  liberty  to  think.  Firstly,  his  own 
impotence  with  regard  to  retaliating  on  Keegan ; 
secondly,  the  horrid  charge  brought  against 
Feemy,  and  the  conviction  that  the  scurrility 
of  it  would  not  have  occurred  to  Keegan  had 
it  not  previously  been  rumoured  or  suggested 
by  others ;  and  the  dreadful  doubt — for  it  was 
dreadful  to  Thady — whether  there  could  be  any 
grounds  for  it :  then  the  recollection  of  their 
defenceless  state — the  certainty  that  Flannelly 
would  take  every  legal  step  against  them,  and 
that  Keegan's  threat,  that  they  should  be  turned 
out  to  wander  through  the  roads,  would  be 
realized : — all  these  things  forced  themselves 
on  his  recollection,  and  he  could  not  go  up 
to  the  house.  He  could  not  meet  his  father, 
and  tell  him  that,  between  them,  they  had 
destroyed  all  hopes  of  conciliation ;  that  they 
must  wander  forth  as  beggars,  to  aXaxv^.    Yl^ 
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could  not  ask  counsel  from  Feemy ;  his  inability 
to  protect  her  made  him  averse  to  see  her. 

In  his  misery,  and  half  broken-hearted  as  he 
waSj  he  all  but  made  up  his  mind  to  join  the 
boys,  whOj  he  knew,  were  meeting  with  some 
secret  plans  for  proposed  deliverance  from  their 
superiors.  Better,  at  any  rate,  join  them  now, 
thought  he,  than  be  driven  to  do  it  when  he 
was  no  better  than  them — as  would  soon  be 
the  case ;  and,  if  he  was  to  perish,  better  first 
strike  a  blow  at  those  who  had  pressed  him  so 
low  !  And  then  it  occurred  to  him  that,  at  any 
rate,  he  would  first  go  to  his  only  good  coun- 
sellor; and  he  accordingly  retraced  his  steps  to 
the  bottom  of  the  avenue,  resolved,  if  he  could 
find  him,  to  tell  all  his  new  sorrow  to  Father 
John, 


CHAPTER  XI 

PAT  BRADY 


■  When  Thady  reached  the  end  of  the  avenue, 
where  the  fracas  had  taken  place  between  him- 

L     self  and  Keegan,  he  met  Fat  Brady. 

H         As  I  fear  that  this  talented  young  man  must 

IP  by  this  time  be  subject  to  heavy  suspicions; 
that  his  faith  and  honesty  must  be  greatly 
doubted  J  and  as,  even  with  those  who  may 
still  look  upon  him  as  a  trusty  servant,  it*  would 
be  impossible  to  keep  up  the  delusion  much 

t)ongeTf  1  may  as  well  now  make  his  character 
no  longer  doubtful,  by  explainmg  som^  ^^ssi^ea 
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which  had  occurred  in  his  life  during  the  last 
few  months. 

In  the  first  place,  however,  we  must  return 
for  a  short  time  to  Mr.  Keegaji. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  this  gentleman 
was  the  son-in-law  of  Larry  Macdermot's  credi- 
tor, Mr.  Flannelly;  and  it  had  been  arranged 
between  the  two  worthy  relations  that  if,  by 
same  lawcraft  or  other  means,  Keegan  could, 
obtain  possession  of  the  estate  of  Ballycloran 
in  payment  of  the  debt  due  by  the  proprietor, 
it  should  become  his,  Keegan's,  property. 

Now,  this  gentleman  had  long  looked  forward 
to  the  day  when  he  should  be  able  to  describe 
himself  as  Hyacinth  Keegan,  Esq.,  of  Bally- 
cloran— having  been  aware  that,  after  his  father- 
in-law's  death,  all  right  in  the  property  would 
become  his  own;  but  since  he  had  induced 
the  old  man  to  make  a  gift  instead  of  a  legacy 
of  the  debt,  his  passion  to  become  an  estated 
gentleman  had  hourly  increased.  An  ambitious 
man  in  his  own  way  was  Hyacinth  Keegan : 
he  had  first  longed  to  obtain  admission  into 
the  more  decent  society  of  Carrick-on-Shannon 
— that  he  had  some  time  since  achieved;  he 
then  sought  to  mix  among  the  second-rate 
country  gentlemen ;  and  by  making  himself 
useful  to  them,  by  plausibility,  by  some  degree 
of  talent,  and  by  great  effrontery,  he  had  become 
sufficiently  intimate  with  many  of  them  to  shake 
hands  with  them  at  race-courses  and  ordinaries, 
and  to  talk  of  them  to  others  as  "  Blake,'' 
"Brown,"  and  "Jones."  To  some  few,  who 
now  usually  called  him  "  Hyacinth "  axid  occa.- 
aionally  invited  him  to  drinking  paitve^  ^X  >^€vt 
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houses*  he  had  lent  small  sums  of  money  on 
good  security ;  and  now  he  was  looking  to 
obtain  the  sub-shrievalty  of  the  county,  and 
to  be  Hyacinth  Keegan,  Esq.,  of  Ballycloran. 

Since  the  immediate  probability  of  realizing 
this  brilliant  vision  had  occurred  to  him,  he 
had  left  nothing  imdone  which  could,  as  he 
thought,  lead  to  its  completion.  From  the 
constant  business  which  he  had  with  Thady, 
he  pretty  well  knew  all  the  difficulties  of  the 
Macdermots,  and  the  great  poverty  of  their 
house;  and  he  had  observed  how  completely 
Pat  Brady  was  in  young  Macdermot's  confi- 
dence. He  also  knew  that  if  any  direct  legal 
steps  were  necessary  in  selling  the  estate  under 
die  mortgage,  or  if  any  underhand  scheming 
should  be  required  to  drive  the  Macdermots 
into  further  difficulties,  Pat  Brady  could,  and 
probably  would — for  a  consideration — -give  him 
his  zealous  co-operation.  There  were  also  other 
reasons  why  he  desired  the  assistance  of  our 
friend  TaU  It  was  a  part  of  Mr,  Keegan*s 
daily  practice  to  obtain  what  information  he 
could  of  the  habits  of  those  with  whom  he  was 
likely  to  form  any  connection ;  and  it  was  gene* 
rally  believed  through  the  county,  that  he  could 
usually  tell  those  who  were,  and  who  were  not, 
guilty  of  the  common  crimes  of  the  times^ — 
illicit  distillation,  and  secret  conspiracies  among 
the  poor  to  injure  their  superiors,  or  to  redress 
their  fancied  wrongs.  It  was  from  his  accurate 
information  on  these  points  that  he  was  usually 
employed  in  their  defence  when  they  were 
drought  to  tnsil,  and  that  he  had  been  able  to 
detect    and  punish   those  by  vj\\ota  Vvfc  Xva.^ 
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himsdf  been  attacked.  This,  moreover,  as  his 
character  became  known,  had  materially  led 
to  his  own  safety;  for  the  boys  knew  that  he 
knew  everything  through  the  county,  and  thus 
had  learnt  to  become  afraid  of  him. 

He  felt,  therefore,  that  as  it  was  probable  that 
Ballycloran  would  become  his  own,  Pat  Brady's 
assured  services  might  be  of  great  utility ;  and 
he  found  but  little  difficulty  in  obtaining  them. 
Pat  was  clever  enough  to  foresee  that  the  days 
of  the  Macdermots  were  over,  and  that  it  was 
necessary  for  him  to  ingratiate  himself  with  the 
probable  future  "  masther ; "  and  though  he,  of 
course,  made  a  sufficiently  good  market  of  his 
treachery,  he  felt  that  in  all  ways  he  consulted 
his  own  interest  best  in  making  himself  useful 
to  Keegan.  He  had  dim  prospects,  too,  of 
great  worldly  advantages  which  might  accrue 
from  being  chief  informer  to  so  conspicuous  a 
man  as  Mr.  Keegan  was  likely  to  prove  himself, 
and,  with  no  false  self-vanity,  he  felt  himself 
qualified  for  such  a  situation.  There  was  con- 
siderable danger  in  being  always  among  people 
of  a  wild  and  savage  nature,  to  entrap  and 
ensnare  whom  would  be  his  duty,  and  he  felt 
that  he  had  the  requisite  courage.  Moreover, 
there  was  a  certain  cunning  and  prudence 
necessary,  and  in  that  also  he,  with  some  truth, 
fancied  himself  not  deficient;  and  as  Mr. 
Keegan's  scheme  opened  upon  him,  the  idea 
of  entrapping  his  young  master  into  the  dif- 
ficulties which  lay  around,  offered  not  a  bad 
opportunity  for  the  display  of  his  talents. 

That  such  a  man  as  Brady  is  described  to  be, 
should  exist  and  find  employment.  \t\  z,  conv^Xx^^ 
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is  a  fact  which  must  shock  and  disgust ;  but  that 
it  is  a  fact  in  great  paits  of  Ireland,  those  who 
are  most  conversant  with  the  country  will  not 
pretend  to  deny.  It  is  true,  ihat  by  paid  spies 
and  informers,  real  criminals  may  not  unfre- 
quently  be  brought  to  justice  j  but  those  who 
have  observed  the  working  of  the  system  must 
admit  that  the  treachery  which  it  creates — the 
feeling  of  suspicion  which  it  generates — but, 
above  all,  the  villanies  to  which  it  gives  and  has 
given  rise,  in  allowing  informers,  by  the  prospect 
of  blood-money,  to  give  false  informations,  and 
to  entrap  the  unwary  into  crimes — are  by  no 
means  atoned  for  by  the  occasional  detection 
and  punishment  of  a  criminal. 

Let  the  police  use  such  open  means  as  they 
have — and,  God  knows,  in  Ireland  they  should 
be  effective  enough ;  but  I  cannot  but  think  the 
system  of  secret  informers — to  which  those  in 
positions  of  inferior  authority  too  often  have 
recourse — has  greatly  increased  crime  in  many 
districts  of  Ireland.  I  by  no  means  intend  to 
assert  that  this  system  is  patronised  or  even 
recognised  by  Government.  I  believe  the 
contrary  most  fully;  but  those  to  whom  the 
execution  of  the  criminal  laws  in  detail  are 
committed,  and  who  look  to  obtain  advance- 
ment and  character  by  their  activity,  do  very 
frequently  employ  what  I  must  call  a  most 
iniquitous  system  of  espionage. 

A  very  few  years  since  I  was  walking  down 

the  street  of  a  small  town  with  a  gentleman  who 

was  at  that  time  in  the  immediate  employment 

of  the  Government.     It  was  a  fair  day,  and  we 

tfrere  stroUing  through  the  cio^d,  vi\\\di.  ^^s» 
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moving  slowly  hither  and  thither,  as  though  in 
absolute  idleness.  The  dusk  was  fast  commenc- 
ing, and  he  pointed  out  to  me  two  or  three  men, 
who  had  come  in  from  the  country  like  the 
others,  telling  me'  that  they  were  waiting  till  it 
was  dark  to  speak  to  him;  that  they  did  not 
dare  to  speak  to  him  during  the  light ;  that  they 
were  in  his  pay ;  and  that  Uiey  had  information 
to  give  him  respecting  illegal  societies,  and 
hidden  arms.  He  ridiculed  me  when  I  ques- 
tioned the  propriety  of  his  system ;  in  fact,  he  was 
so  accustomed  to  it  that  he  could  not  conceive 
the  possibility  of  going  on  without  it.  In  the 
same  way  I  have  had  men  pointed  out  to  me 
by  the  officer  leading  a  party  of  revenue  police 
in  quest  of  illicit  stills,  who  were  dressed  as 
policemen  though  not  belonging  to  the  force, 
and  who  were  brought  in  that  disguise  that  they 
might  not  be  known  by  their  neighbours  whose 
haunts  they  were  going  to  disclose. 

The  momentary  success  no  doubt  reconciles 
this  usage  to  the  officer  employing  it ;  but  the 
result  must  be  to  create  suspicion  of  each  other 
among  the  poor,  and  fearfully  to  increase  instead 
of  diminishing  crime. 

Now  that  our  friend  Brady's  character  is 
perfectly  understood,  we  will  return  to  our 
story;  first,  however,  explaining  that  he  had 
witnessed  the  scene  between  the  attorney  and 
his  master,  and  had  determined  to  make  the 
most  of  it. 

Thady  had  turned  on  the  road  towards  the 
priest's  house  without  taking  any  notice  of  his 
dependant,  but  this  Pat  could  not  allow. 

"WeiJ,  Mr,  Thady,  you*\l  \ive  lo  \i^  ^\^\i 
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with  him  yet — the  born  ruffian  !  faix  and  a  good 
sight  more  nor  even ;  else  it'll  be  no  one's  fault 
but  yer  own." 

"Even  with  who?" 

"  With  who  now?  why  didn't  I  see  it  with  ray 
own  eyes? — the  born  thief  of  the  world  I  Didn't 
he  knock  flashes  out  of  yer  shoulther  with  the 
shiialeh  be  had — Mr.  Keegan,  I  main  ?  And  if 
it  worn*t  that  you  hadn't — bad  cess  to  the  luck 
of  it  l^your  own  bit  of  a  stick  in  your  hand, 
wouldn't  yoo  have  knocked  the  life  out  of  him 
for  the  name  he  put  on  your  sisther,  Miss 
Feemy  ? — the  blackguard  ! '' 

*'  And  did  you  hear  him,  Pat  ?  " 

**  Shure  I  did,  yer  honer." 

**  And  did  you  see  him  ?  " 

*'  See  him,  yes,  shure ;  I  seed  him  riz  his  big 
stick,  and  I  thought  it  was  nigh  kilt  you  were." 

"  And  you  heard  him  call  your  mtsthress  the 
name  he  called ;  and  you  saw  him  sthrike  at  me 
the  way  he  did,  and  I  having  nothing  but  my 
fist  to  help  me;  and  were  you  so  afraid  of  a 
man  like  Keegan,  you  wouldn't  step  forward  to 
strike  a  blow  for  me  ?  '* 

"  Afraid  of  Keegan  !  No,  Masther  Thady,  I 
arn't  afraid  of  him ;  but  you  wouldn't  have  had 
me  come  up,  jist  to  witness  that  you  war  the 
first  to  strike  at  him." 

'*  Nonsense  !  wasn't  he  the  first  to  call  my 
sisther  the  name  he  did  ?  " 

**  Ah  t  but  that  warn't  a  braich  of  the  pace. 

You  see,  Mr.  Thady,  thim  divlls  of  lawyers  is 

so  cute;  and  av  I  had  come  to  help  you,  or 

sthrike  a.  blow,  or  fiz  my  sticky  he'd  have  had 

toth  before  old  Jonas  Brown  to-motxov^  moi^m^\ 
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and  where'd  we've  been  then  ?  But,  Mr.  Thady, 
as  I  said  before,  you'll  be  more  nor  even  with 
Mr.  Keegan  yet,  any  way." 

"  How'll  I  be  even  with  him,  Pat?" 

"But  where  are  you  going,  Mr.  Thady? 
shure  an't  it  your  dinner  time  at  the  house  ?  and 
remimber  you've  to  be  at  the  wedding  to- 
night." 

"  Oh  !  d — n  the  wedding.  Do  you  think  I'd 
be  playing  the  fool  at  weddings  to-night,  afther 
what  just  took  place?  I  want  to  see  Father 
John  j  and  I'll  go  and  catch  him  before  he  goes 
down  to  your  sisther." 

"  What,  Mr.  Thady !  to  tell  about  the  blow, 
and  the  dishonour  the  ruffian  put  on  you  and 
Miss  Feemy  ? — shurely  you  wouldn't  be  doing 
that." 

"And  why  not? — won't  all  Carrick  have  it 
before  long?" 

"  That's  no  rule  why  you  should  be  going  and 
telling  Father  John  about  it  yourself.  And 
won't  he  be  putting  you  against  revenging  your- 
self; and  you  wouldn't,  Mr.  Thady,  with  the 
owld  blood  in  your  veins,  and  in  Miss  Feemy's 
— ^may  the  divil's  curse  blacken  him  for  the 
name  he  give  her! — you  wouldn't  be  putting 
up  quiet  and  aisy  with  what  he's  done? — and 
the  like  of  him  too  ! " 

By  this  time  Thady  had  stopped,  and  was 
beginning  to  waver  in  his  determination  of 
going  to  the  priest  He  felt  that  what  Brady 
said  was  true — that  the  priest  would  implore 
him  not  to  avenge  himself,  in  the  manner  in 
which  his  heart  strongly  prompted  him  to  do. 
He  felt  he  could  not  foiego  ticie  Yave»xi^&^  ^.^ 


178  The  Macdermots  of  Bally clo ran 

inflict  personal  punishment  on  Keegan.  And 
after  all,  what  could  Father  John  do  for  him  ? 

"  Besides,  Mr.  Thady,  now  I  think  of  it, 
Father  John  an*t  in  it  at  all,  for  he  was  to  be  at 
Drurasna  before  the  wedding ;  and  1  know  he's 
to  dine  with  Mrs.  McKeon ;  he  does  mostly 
when  he's  in  Drumsna  this  time  of  day,  so  I'm 
sure  he  arn't  in  it" 

Satisfied  by  this,  Thady  allowed  himself  to 
be  led  back  again ;  and  they  walked  together  in 
silence  a  little  way. 

"You've  only  to  say  the  word/'  continued 
Pat,  in  a  low  voice,  **  youVe  only  to  say  the 
word  to  them  boys  as'll  be  there  to-night,  and 
they'll  see  you  righted  with  Keegan/' 

**  What  boys — and  how  righted  ?  ** 

**  How  righted  !  why,  how  should  you  be 
righted  afther  what  he's  afther  doing? — and  I 
tell  you  them's  the  boys  as  will  not  see  your 
father*s  son  put  upon  that  way/* 

"  Which  them  d'ye  main,  Pat  ?  " 

"  Oh  I  there's  a  lot  of  them  up  to  anything. 
There's  Jack  Byrne  and  Joe  Reynolds  is  mad 
to  be  having  a  fling  at  Ussher  ;  you  know  their 
brothers  is  in  gaol  about  the  malt  they  found 
away  at  Loch  Sheen;  and  there's  Corney  Dolan, 
and  McKeon,  and  a  lot  more  of  them ;  I  knows 
ihem  all,  and  it'll  be  jist  as  good  to  them  to  be 
making  a  job  of  Keegan,  as  the  other." 

**  I  wouldn't  have  the  ruffian  murthered,  Pat ; 
you  don't  think  I  want  to  have  him  murthered  ?" 

"  Whist,  Mr.   Thady ;   may  be  the  children 

about  in  the  trees  there  would  hear  you»     Who 

S3fs  anything  of  murdher?    No,  but  just  give 

Afiji  a  bating  that  would  go  ni^\i  \a3d^^  tort 
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the  taste  of  being  murdhered, — and  the  same 
for  Master  Ussher;  for  I  tell  ye — may  the 
tongue  of  the  cowardly  ruffian  be  blisthered 
for  putting  the  name  he  did  on  your  sisther  1 — 
but  he  was  only  repating  what  Ussher  has  said 
hisself,  and  that  more  nor  once  nor  twice.*" 

Thady  made  no  reply,  but  walked  on  slowly ; 
he  gave  no  assent,  but  he  showed  no  indignation 
at  the  kind  of  revenge  which  was  proposed  to 
him. 

"  And  what  was  he  saying  about  the  estate, — 
Keegan,  I  main,  Mr.  Thidy, — ^before  you  came 
to  be  quarrelling  that  way  ?  " 

"  He  was  saying  what'U  be  thrue  enough, — 
that  Ballycloran  'U  be  sold,  right  away,  before 
next  May ;  and  that  he  himself  will  be  the 
purchaser — and  that  we'll  be  wandering  the 
road  like  any  other  set  of  beggars." 

"  And  did  he  say  he'd  buy  Ballycloran  ? '' 

"He  did." 

"  And  turn  you  all  out,  Mr.  Thady  ?  " 

"  And  he'll  do  it  too,"  said  Thady. 

"  Tunder  and  ages  I  man,  and  would  you  be 
letting  him  come  over  ye  that  way?  If  any 
blackguard  of  a  lawyer  could  be  selling  an  estate 
that  way,  because  money  may  be  a  little  scarce 
or  so,  would  there  be  so  many  gintlemen  in 
the  counthry,  enjoying  themselves  in  their  own 
houses,  just  keeping  the  right  side  of  the  door  ? 
Only  take  care  tiie  owld  man  don't  be  showing 
hisself  that  way  he  does  be  doing  on  the  big 
steps  there;  and  take  care  the  door  is  kept 
shut,  instead  of  right  open ;  and  make  Biddy 
understand  she  an't  to  open  it  for  any  ot^e  ^t 
all,  at  all — except  yerself  jist,  and  ¥a\!tv^x  ^^^x 
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or  the  like,  who  wouldn't  mind  going  round  to 
the  back  door.  I  tell  ye  that  all  the  Flannellys 
and  Keegans  in  Ireland  can't  sell  Ballycloran, 
unless  they  first  get  hoiild  of  the  owld  man.*' 

"  But  can't  they  put  resavers  on  every  acre 
of  the  land,  and  woiildn^t  that  be  all  one  as 
selling  it?  *' 

^*0h!  let  the  boys  alone  for  that;  stick  to 
them,  and  they'll  not  let  a  resaver  do  much 
among  them;  faix,  I^m  thinking  I  for  one 
wouldn't  like  to  go  resaving  rents  up  to  Dnim- 
leesh  for  any  one  but  the  Masther  hisself  But 
any  way  you*ll  be  coming  down  to  the  boys  and 
spaking  to  them  yerself  this  night — you  wouldn't 
go,  Mr,  Thady,  not  to  be  at  Mary's  wedding?" 

"  You  know  that  nififian  Ussher  'U  be  there ; 
and  I  don't  want  to  be  meeting  him." 

"But  that's  jist  it;  don't  let  him  be  there 
playing  what  tricks  he  plazes  with  Miss  Feemy, 
and  you  not  there  to  purtect  her — and  there's 
all  them  boys  expect  you.  You  won't  let 
Keegan  run  off  with  land  and  house,  and  all 
without  a  blow  sthrick  ?  " 

'*  They'll  all  be  up  at  Ballycloran  to-morrow, 
and  rU  hear  what  they  have  to  say  then.*^ 

"  But  I  tell  you,  they  won't  be  there  at  all 
to-morrow,  unless  you  come  down  to  them 
to-night,"  answered  Pat 

'*Do  they  main  to  say  they  refuse  out  and 
out  to  pay  the  rint  ?  " 

"  Not  at  all ;   but  they'll  be  getting  stiff  if 

they  think  you're  so  thick  wiUi  him  as  is  their 

inimy — and  isn't  that  natural  too?    It's  only 

to  come  domi  and  say  a  kind  word  or  so  to  'em 

jrourself,  and  you'll   find  theni  aJl  i\^\r— ^t.^ 
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ready  to  stand  by  you  and  yours  to  the  last,  Mr. 
Thady/' 

''  Well,  Pat,  I'll  be  down  there.  Father  John 
would  think  it  odd  if  I  weren't  there." 

By  this  time  they  had  got  round  to  the  back 
of  the  house,  where  the  outhouse  stood ;  and 
the  young  man  told  Brady  to  go  into  the  kitchen 
and  get  him  a  coal  for  his  pipe,  and  to  tell  the 
girl  to  say  he  wouldn't  be  in  to  dinner. 

*'  And  won't  you  be  wanting  your  dinner,  Mr. 
Thady?" 

"  No,  Pat ;  I'll  jist  sit  and  have  a  smoke  in 
the  stable,  till  it's  time  to  go  down  to  you. 
I  couldn't  face  the  owld  man  and  Feemy,  afther 
what  jist  happened." 

So  we  will  for  the  present  leave  him  smoking 
in  the  stable,  and  return  to  the  inmates  of  the 
house. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  when  Father  John 
left  Feemy  after  his  morning  visit,  she  remained 
alone  till  Mr.  Keegan  came :  and  that  she  was 
dismissed  from  the  dining-room  when  they 
began  to  talk  on  business.  She  then  betook 
herself  to  dress  for  the  evening  amusement ; 
that  is,  to  make  herself  something  decent  before 
she  met  Ussher;  to  brush  her  hair,  and  to 
dismiss  all  the  traces  of  that  disexichanting  dis- 
habille which  I  have  attempted  to  describe. 
Whilst  at  her  toilet  Feemy  turned  over  in  her 
mind  all  that  her  brother  and  Father  John  had 
said,  and  firmly  resolved  not  to  let  the  evening 
pass  without  telling  her  lover  the  comfort  it 
would  be  to  have  some  decided  steps  taken 
as  to  their  engagement:  and  yet  sh^  ^Vccsa^x. 
shuddered  at  the  thoughts  of  domg  ^o  •,  XJwet^ 
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was  a  frown  which  occasionally  came  over 
Ussher's  face,  which  made  her  dread  him ;  and 
she  couldn^t  but  feel  that  if  he  wished  to  take 
any  such  steps,  he  would  do  so  without  her  ask- 
ing him ;  in  fact,  that  it  would  be  much  better 
that  he  should  do  so  unasked.  And  then,  if  he 
got  angry, — if  he  should  tell  her  that  as  she 
could  not  wait  and  trust  him,  they  most  part ; 
how  could  she  bear  the  idea  of  losing  him? 
What  could  she  say  or  do,  if  he  answered  her 
sternly  ? — if  he  scolded  her,  or  perhaps  worse, 
absolutely  quarrelled  with  her?  Poor  Feemy 
began  to  wish  the  evening  over  to  which  she 
had  looked  forward  as  the  source  of  so  much 
pleasure;  she  feared  to  neglect  the  warnings 
she  had  received,  and  she  felt  that  things  could 
not  go  on  always  as  they  were ;  but  she  trembled 
at  the  idea  of  telling  this  to  Ussher* 

Her  silent  dinner  was  soon  over ;  she  made 
her  father's  punch,  and  sat  down  to  wait  for 
her  lover.  Larry  kept  up  a  continual  growl 
about  Thady's  absence,  suggesting  that  Keegan 
had  cozened  him  off  to  Carrick,  to  sign  the 
estate  away ;  accusing  him  of  conspiracy  with 
the  attorney,  to  rob  him,  his  father ;  wondering 
why  he  wouldn't  come  to  dinner,  etc, ;  to  all 
which  Feemy  made  no  reply  j  she  never  noticed 
his  grumblings ;  she  sat  absorbed  in  her  own 
thoughts,  meditating  what  she  would  say  to 
Ussher,  till  she  heard  his  horse's  feet  at  the 
head  of  the  avenue,  and  then  she  jumped  up  to 
meet  him  at  the  hall  door* 

**  How  are  you,  Myles?"  and  "Well,  Feemy, 
how's  yourself  ?  **  and  then,  having  reached  the 
haJI  door,  he  took  the  fond  gLi\  m  ^s  areas  ^xv.^ 
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kissed  her.  "Ah;  don't  then,  Myles;  there's 
Katty  on  the  stairs;  come  in  then,  and  take 
your  punch  ; "  and  they  entered  the  room  where 
Larry  was  sitting  over  the  fire. 

"How  are  you  this  evening,  Sir?**  said 
Ussher,  '*  this  fine  night*' 

The  old  man  always  brightened  up  a  litde 
when  Ussher  came  in. 

"How  d'ye  do,  Captain? — I'm  glad  to  see 
you.  Did  the  Captain  get  his  dinner  then, 
Feemy  ? — you  don't  ask  Captain  Ussher  whether 
he  got  his  dinner." 

"  Feemy  knows  she  needn't  ask  about  that ; 
that's  one  of  the  things  I  always  take  care  of. 
But  Where's  Thady,  Mr.  Macdermot  ?  I  wanted 
to  speak  to  him  about  Keegan,  that  sworn 
friend  of  his  : "  and  Ussher  began  to  make  him- 
self comfortable  with  the  hot  water,  sugar,  etc. 

"Thady  is  it  you're  axing  afdier?  'Deed 
then,  I  don't  know  where  he  is.  And  as  for 
Keegan  —  but  you  don't  make  your  punch, 
Captain — as  for  Keegan,  the  ruffian,  he  was 
here  this  blessed  morning, — wanting  me,  and 
Feemy,  and  Thady  too,  to  walk  clane  out  of 
the  place !  but  I  walked  him  off.  The  like  of 
him  to  be  buying  Ballycloran;  and  his  father  a 
process-server,  and  his  wife's  father  that  d — d 
bricklayer  Flannelly ! " 

"  Holloa  !  Mr.  Macdermot ;  so  you've  had  a 
breeze  with  the  attorney,  have  you  ?  And  was 
Thady  here  at  the  time?" 

"  He  was  in  it  all  the  time ;  and  divil  a  word 
he'd  say  for  himself,  or  Feemy,  or  his  father,  or 
the  owld  place  either;  but  just  wanted  me^ 
Captain,  to  give  it  all  up  to  them  aX  oxvc^,^^ 
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ruffians  !  and  when  I  wouldn't,  he  went  oft  with 
Keegan  to  Carrick,  There's  my  own  son  joined 
with  *em  agin  me ;  and  he'll  help  to  dhrive  me 
outj  he  will, — and  Feemy  too,  poor  girl !  " 

In  vain  Ussher  endeavoured  to  make  him 
believe  that  his  son  had  not  conspired  against 
him,  to  deprive  him  of  his  property.  The  old 
man  had  taken  it  into  his  head  that  Thady  had 
gone  off  to  Carrick  with  Keegan,  and  was  de- 
termined to  make  the  most  of  this  new  grievance, 
and  would  not  be  comforted.  He  seemed 
cunning  enough  in  his  determination  to  thwart 
the  attorney  in  his  plan  of  buying  the  estate, 
and  explained  to  Ussher  that  he  had  made  up 
his  mind  not  to  be  taken  personally ;  assuring 
him,  that  from  that  time  nothing  should  induce 
him  to  leave  his  own  fireside,  or  so  much  as 
show  himself  at  the  hall  door ;  that  he  would 
have  the  hall  door  barricadoed ;  and,  in  short, 
that  he  would  himself  take  all  those  precautions 
which  Brady  had  enumerated  to  his  son,  as 
proper  to  be  put  in  practice  on  such  an  occasion. 
And  from  that  time,  with  one  sad  exception,  it 
was  many  months  before  Larry  Macdermot  was 
seen  to  cross  his  threshold ;  he  strictly  adhered 
to  his  resolution ;  and  although  during  that 
time  many  attempts  to  arrest  him  were  made, 
he  eluded  them  all  He  could  not,  however, 
be  brought  to  understand  that,  for  the  present, 
this  was  useless — that  no  one  could  arrest  him 
till  after  Christmas.  The  dread  of  losing  his 
property  had  come  upon  him,  and  he  would  not 
allow  himself  even  to  be  seen  by  any  one  but 
iJiose  of  his  own  household,  and  by  Ussher. 
After  listening  to  his  grievaiTvces  2.s\QTi^?^\v^ 
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thought  necessary,  Ussher  followed  Feemy  into 
her  own  room,  and  here  we  will  leave  them, 
till  we  meet  them  again  at  Denis  McGovery's 
wedding ;  merely  remarking,  that  poor  Feemy, 
though  more  than  once  she  prepared  to  make 
her  dreaded  speech  to  her  lover,  each  time 
hesitated  and  stopped,  and  at  last  made  up  her 
mind  that  it  would  be  just  as  well  to  put  off  the 
evil  hour  till  her  pleasure  was  over ;  and  finally 
determined  to  have  the  conversation  on  the 
return  home,  for  she  well  knew  that  Ussher 
would  walk  back  with  her  to  Ballycloran,  where 
his  horse  would  be  left. 


CHAPTER  XII 

THE  WEDDING 

When  Ussher  first  came  into  the  parlour  at 
Ballycloran,  he  asked  after  Thady,  and  it  will  be 
necessary  to  explain  why  he  did  so ;  the  terms 
on  which  the  two  men  stood  towards  each  other 
not  being  such  as  to  render  it  probable  that 
either  should  be  very  anxious  for  the  presence 
of  the  other. 

It  had  come  to  the  knowledge  of  Denis 
McGovery  that  Brady  had  asked  to  the  wedding 
a  lot  of  men  from  Drumleesh,  and  some  also 
from  Mohill — characters  with  whom  Denis  was 
not  apt  to  consort  himself,  and  whom  he  looked 
on  as  paupers  and  rapparees.  He  had  also 
made  out,  it  is  presumed  with  lYie  i\^  ol  \a^ 
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affianced,  that  some  other  motive  was  probably 
ensuring  their  attendance  than  merely  that  of 
doing  honour  to  his,  Denises,  nuptials.  Pat 
Brady  was  not  likely  to  have  made  a  confidant 
of  his  sister  or  of  Denis  on  the  occasion ;  but 
nevertheless,  the  bridegroom  had  discovered 
that  the  meeting  was,  to  some  extent,  to  be 
a  political  one,  and  moreover,  that  Thady  Mac- 
dermot  was  expected  to  be  there. 

Now  McGovery,  although  it  must  be  pre- 
sumed that,  in  common  with  all  Irishmen  of 
the  lower  order,  he  conceived  that  he  was  to 
a  certain  degree  injured  and  oppressed  by  the 
operation  of  the  existing  laws,  nevertheless  had 
always  thought  it  the  wiser  course  to  be  with 
the  laws,  bad,  as  they  might  be,  than  against 
them.  When,  therefore,  he  learnt  that  the 
brothers  of  the  men  whom  Ussher  had  put  into 
prison  were  to  be  of  the  party,  and  that  many 
of  their  more  immediate  neighbours  would  be 
there,  and  remembered  also  that  Captain  Ussher 
himself  had  promised  to  come  to  the  **divar- 
sion/*  mighty  fears  suggested  themselves  to  him, 
and  he  began  to  dread  that  the  occasion  would 
be  taken  for  offering  some  personal  injury  to  the 
latter  !  In  which  case,  might  not  all  be  impli- 
cated ?  —  and  among  the  number  that  dear 
person  for  whom  Denis  felt  the  tenderest 
regard — viz.  himself? 

Actuated  by  these  apprehensions,  Denis,  on 
the  morning  of  the  wedding,  had  gone  to  Usshe 
to  unfold  his  budget  of  dreadful  news,— to  assur 
the  Captain  that  his  only  object  *'  was  to  get 
hlmseU  mamcd^''  and  to  see  that  the  **pigs  and 
the  thrive   of  change  were   a\\  Ti^t" — zxA 
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strongly  to  advise  the  Captain  to  stay  away ; 
"not  that  it  wouldn't  be  a  great  honer  for  a 
poor  boy  like  him  to  see  his  honer  down  there, 
for  he  had  the  greatest  rispect  in  life  for  him, 
and  all  that  wore  the  King  s  sword ;  but  there 
war  no  knowing  what  them  boys  might  be  afther 
when  they  got  the  dhrink  in  them." 

Ussher  thanked  Denis  for  his  communication, 
but  at  the  same  time  begged  him  not  to  disquiet 
himself — told  him  that  there  was  no  danger  in 
life;  and  declared  that  he  felt  so  confident  of 
the  good  feeling  of  the  men  through  the  country 
towards  him,  particularly  those  at  Drumleesh 
and  Mohill,  that  he  should  always  feel  perfectly 
safe  in  their  company — in  fact,  that  he  looked 
on  their  presence  as  a  protection.  Poor  Denis  ^ 
stared  hard  at  him ;  but  as  he  soon  perceived 
that  the  Captain  was  laughing  at  him  for 
his  solicitude,  he  retreated  with  a  grin  on  his 
face,  remarking  that  he  had  meant  all  for  the 
best 

Though  Captain  Ussher  affected  to  set  no 
value  on  McGovery's  tale,  he  nevertheless 
thought  that  there  might  be  something  in  it. 
He  determined,  however,  not  to  be  deterred 
from  going  to  the  wedding.  Though  in  many 
respects  a  bad  man,  Ussher  was  very  vigilant  in 
the  performance  of  his  official  duties,  and,  as 
has  been  before  said,  was  possessed  of  sufficient 
courage.  It  had  been  part  of  McGovery's  dis- 
closure that  Thady  Macdermot  was  to  be  at 
the  wedding,  and  it  occurred  to  Ussher,  that  at 
any  rate  no  personal  violence  would  be  offered 
as  long  as  young  Macdermot  was  with  him ;  he 
there/are  determined  to  see  him  fosX^  2utA  \j^ 
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him  what  he  had  heard.  It  is  true  he  had  no 
great  love  for  the  poor  fellow;  still  he  would 
have  been  sorry  to  see  hinij  from  any  cause  of 
uneasiness  or  distress,  throw  himself  into  the 
hands  of  men  who  might  probably  induce  him 
to  join  in  acts  which  would  render  him  subject 
to  the  severest  penalties  of  the  law.  Ussher 
understood  Tbady's  character  tolerably  well;  and 
though  he  bad  no  real  sympathy  for  his  suffer- 
ings, still  he  had  manly  feeling  enough  to  wish 
to  save  huz>,  as  Feeroy's  brother^  from  the 
danger  into  which  he  believed  hira  so  likely 
to  fall 

It  was  for  the  purpose  of  talking  on  this 
subject  that  he  asked  for  Thady ;  but  when  he 
found  he  was  not  in  the  house,  nor  expected 
home  to  dinner,  he  was  obliged  to  postpone 
what  he  had  to  say  till  he  met  him  at  Mary 
Brady's  wedding. 

About  seven  o'clock,  Feeray  and  her  lover 
arrived  at  Mrs,  Mehan's  little  whiskey  shop, 
where  the  marriage  was  to  take  place.  The 
whole  party  were  already  there;  Father  John 
was  standing  with  his  back  to  a  huge  turf  fire, 
in  the  outer  room — the  usual  drinking  room  of 
the  establishment— amusing  the  bystanders  with 
jokes,  apparently  at  the  expense  of  the  bride- 
groom. Mary  Brady  was  dressed  in  a  white 
muslin  gown,  which,  though  it  was  quite  clean, 
seemed  to  have  been  neither  mangled  nor 
ironed,  so  multitudinous  had  been  the  efforts  to 
make  it  fit  her  ungainly  person.  She  had  a  large 
white  cap  on  her  head,  extending  widely  over 
her  ears  ;  and  her  hair,  parted  on  her  left  broWi 
wassmeoTGd  flat  over  hex  lotehe^d  v*\X.\i  oil;  her 
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amis  were  bare,  and  quite  red,  and  her  hands 
were  thrust  into  huge  white  cotton  gloves,  which 
seemed  to  make  them  so  ashamed  of  themselves 
as  utterly  to  unfit  them  for  their  ordinary  uses. 
Every  one  that  entered,  said,  "  Well,  Mary,"  or, 
"Well,  alanna,  how's  yourself?"  or  some  greet- 
ing of  the  kind,  to  which  she  answered  only  with 
a  grin.  She  and  her  future  husband  seemed 
totally  unacquainted  with  each  other,  for  since 
he  came  in  he  hadn't  spoken  to  her.  In  fact, 
poor  Mary,  as  she  expressed  herself  to  Feemy, 
"couldn't  get  her  sperrits  up  at  all,  and  felt 
quite  cowed  like." 

Biddy,  from  Ballycloran,  was  her  bridesmaid, 
and  she,  though  she  did  not  emulate  the  bride  in 
her  white  dress,  had  also  thrust  her  head  into  a 
huge  cap,  which,  if  it  did  not  much  add  to  her 
beauty,  at  any  rate  made  her  sufficiently  remark- 
able to  show  that  she  was  one  of  the  principal 
characters  of  the  evening. 

Denis  had  procured  himself  a  second-hand 
light-brown  coat,  with  metal  buttons ;  this  was 
the  only  attempt  at  wedding  finery  which  he 
had  made ;  but  even  this  seemed  to  make  him 
somewhat  beside  himself,  and  gave  him  a  strong 
resemblance  to  that  well-known  martyr  to  un- 
accustomed grandeur — a  hog  in  armour.  Pat 
seemed  to  scorn  the  party  altogether,  though  he 
was  to  officiate  in  giving  away  the  bride ;  he  was 
talking  apart  to  Reynolds  and  one  or  two  others, 
and  seeing  to  the  proper  arrangement  and  dis- 
tribution of  the  good  things  which  were  to  follow 
the  wedding.  Thady  was  not  in  the  place ;  he 
had  not  yet  arrived. 

"Ahi  Feemy,'  began  Father  ^oVm,  ^.'^  ^^ 
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walked  in,  followed  by  Ussher,  **  how  are  you  ? 
and  this  is  kind  of  you,  Captain/^ 

**  Long  life  to  you.  Miss  Feemy  !  and  you, 
too.  Captain  dear/'  said  Mary,  at  last  excited  to 
speak  by  the  greatness  of  the  occasion. 

**Your  boners  are  welcome,  Miss;  your 
honers  are  w^elcome,  Captain  Ussher,"  said 
Denis,  forgetting  that,  for  the  present,  he  was 
only  a  guest  himself;  and  then  Brady,  and  then 
Shaiiiuth  na  Pibu%  the  blind  piper  from  Cotinty 
Mayo,  *'  who  had  made  the  music  out  of  his  own 
head,  all  about  O'Connell  "—and  then  Biddy, 
and  Mrs.  Mehan,  and  all  the  boys  and  girls  one 
after  another,  got  up,  and  ducked  their  heads 
down  in  token  of  kindly  welcome  to  the  "  young 
misthress  and  her  lover ; "  and  though  most  of 
those  present,  at  other  times,  would  have  said 
that  it  was  a  pity  their  own  Miss  Feemy  should 
be  marrying  **a  born  inimey  of  the  counthryj 
like  a  Revenue  officer^  and  a  black  Prothestant 
too/*  it  wasn't  now,  when  she  had  come  to 
honour  the  wedding  of  one  of  themselves,  that 
they  would  be  remembering  anything  against 
her  or  her  lover. 

"  Well,  Mary,  so  the  time*s  nearly  come,"  said 
Feemy,  as  she  sat  down  00  the  bench  by  the 
fire,  that  Mary,  regardless  of  all  bridal  pro- 
priety, wiped  down  for  her  with  the  tail  of  her 
white  dress ;  saying,  as  she  did  so,  *'  What 
harum?  sure  won't  the  dust  make  it  worse, 
when  the  dancing  conies  on,  and " 

•*  Whisper,  Mary.'* 

'*  What  is  it,  Miss?" 

**  Whisper,  then." 
'MA,  DOW  1  jou'll  be  at  me  \ike  Xhe  t^st  ^ 
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'em;*'  and  she  put  her  big  face  down  over 
Feemy's. 

"Are  the  sheets  done,  Mary?" 

"Ah  now  !  Miss,  you're  worse  than  'em  all !" 
and  Mary  put  her  big  hand  with  the  big  cotton 
glove,  with  the  fingers  widely  extended,  before 
her  face  to  hide  the  virgin  blush. 

•'What's  that,  Feemy?"  said  Father  John; 
"what's  that  I  heard?" 

"  Go  asy,  now,  Father  John,  do ; "  and  Mary 
gave  the  priest  a  playful  push,  which  nearly  put 
him  into  the  fire ;  "  for  God's  sake.  Miss,  don't 
be  telling  him,  now ;  you  won't,  darlint  ?  " 

"What  was  it,  Feemy?  all's  fair  now,  you  know." 

**  Only  just  something  Mary  was  to  get  ready 
for  her  husband,  then,  Father  John — nothing 
particular.  You'll  never  be  married  yourself^ 
you  know,  so  you  needn't  ask." 

"  Oh !  part  of  the  fortune,  was  it  ?  Trust 
Denis,  he'll  look  to  that;  is  it  the  pigs,  eh, 
Denis?" 

"  No,  Father  John,  it  jist  an't  the  pigs,"  said 
Mary. 

"  Come,  what  is  it  ?— out  with  it,  Denis." 

"Sorrow  a  one  of  me  knows  what  you're 
talking  about,"  said  Denis. 

"  It  an't  the  calf  at  last,  Denis,  is  it  ?  " 

"Bad  luck  to  it  for  a  calf!"  exclaimed 
McGovery;  and  then,  sidling  up  to  the  priest, 
"you  wouldn't  be  setting  all  the  boys  laughing 
at  me,  Father  John,  and  thim  sthrangers,  too." 

"Well,  well,  Denis,  but  why  didn't  you  tell 
me  the  whole  ?  " 

When  Ussher  had  first  entered^  Brady  had 
come  up,  expressly  to  welcome  him  •,  ^xvi  xJcvrx^ 
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was  something  in  his  extreme  servility  which 
raade  Ussher  fear  all  was  not  quite  right.  But 
Ussher  had  become  habituated  to  treat  the 
servility  of  the  poor  as  the  only  means  they  bad 
of  deprecating  the  injuries  so  frequently  in  his 
power  to  inflict  i  he  had,  too,  from  his  necessity 
of  not  attending  to  their  supplications,  acquired 
a  habit  of  treating  them  with  constant  derision, 
which  they  well  understood  and  appreciated; 
and  the  contempt  which  he  always  showed  for 
them  was  one  of  the  reasons  why  he  was  so 
particularly  hated  through  the  country.  Though 
now  a  guest  of  Brady's,  he  could  not  help  show- 
ing the  same  feeling.  Moreover,  Ussher,  who  as 
far  as  the  conduct  of  man  to  man  is  concerned 
had  nothing  of  tTeachery  about  bim,  strongly 
suspected  Pat*s  true  character,  and  was  therefore 
less  likely  to  treat  him  with  respect. 

"Thank  you,  Brady,  I'll  do  very  well;  don't 
you  expect  Mr.  Thady  here  ?  " 

*  *  Is  it  the  young  masthur,  Captain  ?  In  course 
we  do.  Mary  wouldn't  be  married  av  he  warn't 
to  the  fore," 

"Indeed I  I  didn't  know  you*d  so  much 
respect  for  Mr.  Macdermot  as  that.*' 

**  Is  it  for  the  masthur,  Captain  ?  *' 

"  For  the  matter  of  that,  Brady,  you  wouldn't 
much  mind  how  many  masters  you  had  if  they 
all  paid  you,  Tra  thinking," 

**And  that's  thrue  for  you,  Captain,"  said 
Patj  grinning  in  his  perplexity,  for  he  didn't 
know  whether  to  take  what  Ussher  said  for  a 
joke  or  not. 

"  Keegan,  now,  wouldn't  be  a  bad  master/* 
sa/d  Usshefs 
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"  And  what  puts  him  in  your  head,  Captaia 
Ussher?" 

**  Only  they  say  he  pays  well  to  a  sharp  fellow 
like  you." 

"  'Deed  I  don't  know  who  he  pays.  They  do 
be  saying  you  pay  a  few  of  the  boys  too  an  odd 
]me  or  two  yourself," 

Is  it  I  ?    What  should  I  be  paying  them 
for?" 

•'  Jist  for  a  sight  of  a  whiskey  still,  or  a  little 
white  sraoke  in  the  mountains  on  a  fine  night 
or  so.  They  say  that  same  would  be  worth  a 
brace  of  guineas  to  a  boy  I  could  name*" 

"  You're  very  sharp,  Mr.  Brady ;  but  should 
I  want  such  assistance,  I  don*t  know  any  l*d 
sooner  ask  than  yourself*" 

"Don't  go  for  to  throuble yourself,  for  I  don't 
want  to  be  holed  of  a  night  yet;  and  that's 
what'U  happen  them  that's  at  that  work,  Tra 
thinking;  and  that  afore  long — not  that  Vm 
blaming  you,  for,  in  course,  every  one  knows  it's 
only  your  dooty." 

**  YouVe  very  kind ;  but  when  wiO  Mr.  Thady 
be  here?" 

"'Deed  I  wonder  he  an't  here,  Captain;  but 
war  you  wanting  him  ?  " 

**  Not  in  particular.     Is  it  true  the  brothers 
of  those  poor  fellows  I  took  up  at  Loch  Sheen 
here  to-night  ?  " 

'*  They  is,  both  of  'em ;  there's  Joe  Reynolds, 
litting  behind  there — ^in  the  comer  where  I  was 
when  you  and  Miss  Feemy  come  in/' 

**  It's  lucky  he  wasn't  with  his  brother,  that's 
all :  and  he^d  better  look  sharp  himself,  or  he'll 
ga  next" 
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**  Oh,  he's  a  poor  harmless  boy,  Captain.  He 
never  does  nothing  that  way  :  though,  m  course, 
I  knows  nothing  of  what  they  do  be  doing;  how 
should  I?'' 

"  How  should  youj  indeed  1  though  you  seem 
to  be  ready  enough  to  answer  for  your  friend 
Reynolds.  However,  I  don't  want  to  be  taking 
any  more  of  the  boys  at  Drumleesh ;  so  if  he  is 
a  friend  of  yours,  you'd  better  warn  him,  that's 
all :"  and  he  walked  away, 

"  And  it*s  warning  you  want  yourself,  Captain 
dear,"  said  Pat  to  himself;  *'  how  clever  you 
think  yourself,  with  your  Mr.  Keegan  and  your 
spies,  and  your  fine  lady  Miss,  there;  but  if 
you  an't  quiet  enough  before  Christmas,  it's  odd, 
that's  ali;^ 

They  were  called  into  the  inner  room  now,  as 
Father  John  was  going  to  perform  the  ceremony ; 
and  such  marshalling  and  arranging  as  he  had  1 
— trying  to  put  people  into  their  proper  places 
who  would  be  somewhere  else^ — shoving  down 
the  fomis  out  of  the  way — monng  the  tables — 
removing  the  dishes  and  plates ;  for  the  supper 
was  to  be  eaten  off  the  table  at  which  the  couple 
were  to  be  married.  And  though  all  the  com- 
pany had  probably  been  at  weddings  before,  and 
that  often,  they  seemed  new  to  the  proceedings. 

**  Denis,  you  born  fool,  will  you  come  here, 
where  I  told  you  ?  and  don't  keep  the  mutton 
spoiling  all  night ; "  and  he  shoved  McGovery 
round  tlie  table, 

"  Mary  Brady,  if  you  wish  to  change  the  ugly 
name  that's  on  you  this  night,  will  you  come 
here?''  and  he  seized  hold  of  the  young 
wowbd's  SLim  and  dragged  het  tovuid;  *'and 
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who's  wanting  you,  Biddy  ?  "  as  the  girl  followed 
close  behind  her  principal. 

"  Shure,  Father  John,  an't  I  to  be  bridesmaid, 
then?" 

'   "You  bridesmaid,  and  Miss  Feemy  to  the 
fore !  stay  where  you  are.     Come,  Feemy." 

"Oh I  Father  John,  I  an't  bridesmaid." 

"Oh!  but  you  will  be;  and,  as  Thady  an't 
here,  Captain  Ussher  *11  be  best  man;  come 
round,  Captain," — and  Ussher  came  round. 
"And  mind,  Captain,"  he  added,  whispering, 
"when  I  come  to  ^salute  nostrd' — those  are 
the  last  words — ^you're  to  kiss  the  bride;  you 
are  to  kiss  her  first,  and  then  you'll  be  married 
yourself  before  the  year's  out." 

"  But  I  am  not  at  all  ambitious  that  way." 

"  Never  mind,  do  as  I  tell  you ;  and  don't 
forget  to  have  a  half-crown  in  your  hand,  or 
so,  when  I  bring  the  plate  round.  Come,  Pat, 
where  are  you  ?  you've  to  give  her  away." 

"  She'll  jist  give  herself  away,  then.  Father 
John ;  by  dad,  she's  ready  and  willing  enough  !" 

"  Do  as  I  tell  you,  and  don't  stand  bothering. 
You  want  to  keep  those  shiners  in  your  pocket 
— I  know  you ; "  and  Brady,  shamed  into  com- 
pliance, also  went  into  his  place. 

"  Now,  Denis,  the  other  side  of  her,  boy ;  why, 
you're  as  awkward  to  marry  as  shoeing  a  colt" 

"  Why  then.  Father  John,  that's  thrue ;  for 
I  shod  many  a  colt,  and  never  was  married." 

"  You'll  not  be  so  long,  avick ;  and  may  be 
you'll  know  more  about  it  this  time  next  week. 
But  here's  the  plate ;  what  do  you  mean  to  give 
the  bride?  you  must  put  something  haadsoma 
here  for  Mary,'' 
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"  Faix  then  1  forgot  about  that ; "  and  he 
put  his  hand  into  his  pocket  and  forked  out 
half  a  crown,  which,  with  a  sheepish  look,  he 
put  in  the  plate. 

"Half  a  crown,  indeed,  for  a  tradesman  like 
you  !  There's  Corney  Dolan  there,  who  don^t 
seem  to  have  a  coat  that  fits  him  too  well, 
would  do  more  for  his  wife,  if  it  w^as  God's 
pleasure  he  was  to  have  one  this  night" 

'*  Well,  there  ; "  and  Denis  put  down  another 
half-crown.  This  money,  which  is  always  put 
down  just  before  the  marriage,  is  a  bridal  present 
to  the  bride,  and  becomes  her  exclusive  pro- 
perty. 

"Well,  Mary,  you  must  be  getting  the  rest 
of  it  from  him  another  time.** 

**Let  her  alone  for  that,  yer  riverence,*'  said 
Corney  Dolan — who  considered  that  Father 
John's  allusion  to  his  coat  privileged  him  to 
put  in  his  joke^ — **  let  her  alone  for  that ;  she 
knows  how  to  be  getting  the  halfpence,  and 
to  hoult  them  too.** 

"It's  a  great  deal  you're  knowing  about  it, 
I'm  thmking,  Mr.  Dolan,"  retorted  Denis; 
"  it's  a  pity  you  couldn't  keep  the  hoult  of  any 
yerself/' 

"  Wisht,  boys  1  how  am  I  to  marry  you  at  all, 
if  you  go  on  this  way  ?  Come,  Mary,  off  with 
that  glove  of  yours  j  now  for  the  ring,  Denis  : " 
and  Mary  hauled  away  at  the  glove,  which  the 
heat  of  her  hand  prevented  her  from  pulling 
off. 

"  Drat  it  for  a  glove,  then  ! " 

^^Ah,  alanna,  gloves  come  so  nathural  to  your 
puny  handf  they  don*t  like  to  lave  \l  at  a.lU" 
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At  last,  however,  Mary  got  her  hands  ready 
for  action  ;  the  ring  was  in  the  plate  with  the 
two  half-crowns;  Father  John  was  standing 
between  the  two  matrimonial  aspirants ;  Ussher 
and  Fee  my  were  close  behind  Mary,  and  Brady 
was  sitting  down  on  the  right  hand  of  Denis ; 
and  the  priest  opened  his  book  and  began. 

The  marriage  ceremony  took  about  five 
minutes  •  but  during  this  time  Father  John 
found  occasion  to  whisper  Ussher  to  come  up 
close  to  the  bride;  and  then,  after  hurrying 
over  a  great  part  of  the  service  almost  under 
his  breath,  he  pronounced  the  final  words — 
saluU  nostra — \n  a  loud  voice,  adding  at  the 
same  time  to  Ussher,  "  Now,  my  boy  1  '* 

Ussher,  in  obedience  to  the  priest's  injunction, 
seized  hold  of  the  bride  at  one  side,  to  kiss  her ; 
while  McGovery,  determined  to  vindicate  his 
own  right,  pounced  on  her  on  the  other ;  justly 
thinking  that  the  first  kiss  she  should  have  after 
her  wedding  ought  to  be  given  to  her  by  her 
lawful  married  husband. 

But,  alas  '  both  aspirants  were  foiled,  and 
Mary  got  no  kiss  at  all.  She,  in  her  dismay 
at  the  energy  of  the  two  aspirants,  ducked  her 
head  down  nearly  to  the  level  of  the  table, 
and  Denis,  in  his  zeal  and  his  hurry,  struck 
Ussher  in  the  face  with  his  own  forehead  with 
00  slight  force.  The  Captain  retreated,  half- 
stunned^  and  not  very  well  pleased  with  the 
salute  he  had  received ;  and  Denis  was  so 
shocked  at  what  he  had  done,  that  he  forgot 
his  wife — and,  apparently  even  the  pigs  and 
the  money — in  his  regrets  and  apologies, 

"JE^ad,  Captain/'  said  Fathei  3oYvt\,  ^' ^CwaJis. 
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more  of  a  Mss  than  I  meant  to  get  you ;  why, 
you're  as  awkward,  McGovery,  as  a  bullcalf. 
Who'd  have  thought  to  see  you  butting  at  the 
Captain,  like  an  old  goat  on  his  hind  legs  !  '* 

"Faix  then,  yer  riverence,  I  didn't  intend 
to  be  traiing  the  Captain  in  that  way;  but 
any  way  the  Captain's  head  is  'most  as  hard 
as  my  own,  for  the  flashes  isn't  out  of  ray  eyes 
yet" 

"  Never  mind/*  said  Ussher ;  "  and  if  you 
always  take  care  of  your  wife  the  same  way, 
my  good  fellow,  you'll  be  sure  shell  not  come 
to  any  harm,  for  want  of  looking  after." 

In  the  mean  time  Mary  had  escaped  from  the 
salute  intended  for  her,  and  was,  with  the  aid 
of  Biddy,  Mrs.  Mehan,  and  sundry  others  of 
her  visitors,  engaged  in  extricating  two  legs 
of  mutton,  a  ham,  and  large  quantities  of  green 
cabbages  from  the  pots  in  which  they  had  been 
boiling  in  the  outer  room. 

"God  bless  you,  Sally  dear,  and  will  you 
drain  them  pratees  ?  they'll  be  biled  to  starch. 
And,  Mrs.  Mehan,  darling,  my  heart's  broke 
with  the  big  pot  here,  will  you  lend  me  a 
hand  ?  good  luck  to  you  then.  There's  Denis 
and  Pat,  bad  manners  to  them,  they'd  see  me 
kilt  with  al!  the  bother,  and  stand  there  doing 
nothing  under  the  sun." 

And  poor  Mary  McGovery,  as  we  must  now 
call  her,  toiled  and  groaned  under  the  labours 
of  her  wedding  day  till  the  perspiration  ran 
from  under  her  wedding  cap ;  and  her  wedding- 
dress  gave  manifold  signs  of  her  ^eal  in  pre- 
paring  the  wedding-supper. 

Whilst  Mary  was  dishing  tlat  m\iUo^^  tic... 
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Father   John  was  employed  in  the  not  less 
important  business  of  collecting  his  dues. 

Between  McGovery  and  Pat  Brady  he  had 
succeeded  in  getting  two  thirty-shilling  notes, 
which  lay  in  the  bottom  of  the  plate,  and 
formed  a  respectable  base  for  the  little  heap 
of  silver  which  he  would  collect;  and  if  he 
did  not  get  as  much  as  the  occasion  would  seem 
to  warrant,  the  deficiency  arose  from  no  delicacy 
in  asking,  or  want  of  perseverance  in  urging. 

"Now,  Captain,  you're  the  only  Protestant 
among  us ;  show  these  Catholics  of  mine  a 
liberal  example — show  them  what  they  ought 
to  do  for  their  priest," — ^here  Captain  Ussher 
put  a  couple  of  half-crowns  in  the  plate. 
"There,  boys,  see  what  a  Protestant  does  for 
me.  Well,  Feemy,  I  never  ask  the  ladies,  you 
know,  but  I  shan't  let  Thady  off;  though  he 
ain't  here,  I  shall  settle  that  in  the  rent."  - 

"Oh  yes.  Father  John;  make  Thady  pay  for 
himself  and  me ;  Mrs.  Brennan  has  got  all  my 
money." 

"  But  Where's  Thady,  Feemy  dear  ?  I  hope 
you  and  he  are  good  friends  now." 

"  Oh  yes,  Father  John ;  that  is,  I  didn't  see 
him  since  morning." 

"  But  will  he  be  here  to-night  ?  " 

"  He  said  he  would ;  but  you'd  best  ask  Pat, 
he  knows  most  about  him." 

This  conversation  took  place  in  an  under 
tone,  and  the  priest  walked  on  with  his  plate. 

"  Come,  Mr.  Tierney,  how's  yourself?     I  see 
you're  waiting  there,  quite  impatient,  with  your 
hands  in  your  pocket     It's  noftim^  \es&  xXi^xi. 
a  crown  piece,  I'll  go  baiL" 
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"'Deed  then,  crown  pieces  an't  that  plenty 
IB  the  counthry,  these  days,  Father  John ;  the 
likes  of  them  " — and  he  put  half  a  crown  in  the 
plate — "  are  scarce  enough," 

The  speaker  was  an  old  man,  rather  decently 
dressed  in  knee-breeches  and  gaiters;  he  was 
one  of  those  who,  even  in  bad  times,  manage 
hy  thrift  and  industry  to  get,  among  the  poor, 
the  reputation  of  comparative  weahh. 

"And  that's  true  for  you,  Mr.  Tierney,  and 
thank  you  kindly;  they  do  however  say,  that 
however  scarce  they  are  in  the  country,  you*ve 
your  share  of  them." 

"  Go  on,  Father  John,  go  on,  you  do  be  saying 
more  than  you  know." 

And  by  degrees  the  priest  went  through  them 
all.  From  most  of  them  he  got  something; 
from  some  a  shilling,  from  some  only  sixpence ; 
some  few  gave  nothing  at  all :  these  in  general 
endeavoured  to  escape  observation  behind  the 
backs  of  the  donors,  but  Father  John  let  none 
of  them  off;  and  those  who  were  unprepared, 
and  who  alleged  their  poverty,  and  their  inability, 
he  reproved  for  their  idleness,  and  hinted  rather 
strongly  that  their  visits  to  Mrs,  Mulready's,  or 
similar  establishments,  were  the  cause  of  their 
not  being  able  to  do  what  he  called  their  duty 
by  their  priest 

Standing  in  a  corner,  at  the  further  end  of  the 
room,  and  resting  against  a  wall,  was  Joe  Rey- 
nolds :  as  Father  John  had  a  bad  opinion  of 
this  man,  and  as  he  was  not  a  parishioner  of 
his^  he  was  returning  without  speaking  to  him, 
when  Joe  said — 
'*  You're  in  the  right  oi  \l^¥aX\\ti^o\ka^Ti^v 
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be  axing  such  a  poor  divil  as  me ;  you  know, 
betwixt  them  all,  they've  not  left  me  the  sign  of 
a  copper  harp.** 

'*  I  know,  Reynolds,  you're  too  fond  of  Mrs, 
Mulready's  to  have  much  for  your  own  priest, 

.let  alone  another." 

**  Faix  then,  Father  John,  you  shouldn't  spake 

ikgin  mother  Mulready,  for  she's  something  like 
your  riverence ;  and  a  poor  boy  with  an  empty 
pocket  will  get  neither  comfort  nor  good  words 
from  either  of  ye." 

Father  John  did  not  think  it  to  be  consistent 
vith   his  dignity  to  answer   this   sally;    so  he 

"returned  to  the  other  end  of  the  room,  carefully 
counting  as  he  went,  and  pocketing  the  money 
which  he  had  collected.  In  the  mean  time  the 
bride,  with  such  assistance  as  she  could  get,  had 
succeeded  in  putting  the  supper  on  the  table  :  a 
leg  of  mutton  at  the  top,  reclining  on  a  vast  bed 
of  cabbage ;  a  similar  dish  at  the  bottom ;  and 
a  ham,  with  the  same  garniture,  in  the  middle. 
The  rest  of  the  table  was  elegantly  sprinkled 
with  plates  of  smoking  potatoes;  and  what 
knives  and  forks  and  spoons  and  plates  could 
be  spared  from  the  head  of  the  table,  where  a 

I  few  were  laid  out  with  some  little  order  for  the 
more  aristocratic  of  the  guests,  were  collected 
bogether  in  a  heap.  At  first,  no  one  seemed 
piclined  to  sit  down ;  every  one  was  struck  with 
ft  sudden  bashfulness,  till  Father  John,  taking 
up  the  knife  and  fork  at  the  top  of  the 
table,  called  McGovery  to  bring  his  wife  to 
supper. 

**  Now,  Denis,  my  man,  don't  b^  t\v\TvV«^^  oV 
those  two  pigs,  but  bring  your  betlet  \vaM  m^ 
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you,  and  let's  see  how  you  can  behave  as  a 
married  man." 

"Come,  Miss  Feemy/*  said  Mary,  "  if  you 
and  the  Captain  now  would  jist  sit  down,  and 
begin— there's  a  dear,  Miss,  do/' 

**0h,  Mary,  nobody  must  sit  down  before 
you,  to-night/* 

"  Never  mind  me.  Miss, — if  I  could  only  get 
you  and  the  Captain  seated ;  yer  honer,"  and 
she  turned  round  with  a  curtsey  to  Ussher, 
"  there's  Denis  and  Pat  there  will  do  nothing 
in  life  to  help  me  1  '*  and  the  poor  woman 
seemed  at  her  wit's  end  to  know  how  to  arrange 
her  guests* 

At  last,  however,  XJssher  and  Feemy  sat  down 
at  one  side  of  the  priest,  Denis  and  his  wife  at 
the  other,  and  by  degrees  the  table  got  quite 
full ;  so  much  so,  that  when  the  boys  saw  one 
another  taking  their  seats,  they  were  as  eager  as 
before  they  had  been  slow ;  and  they  hustled 
each  other  at  the  bottom  of  the  table,  till  they 
were  so  crowded  that  they  hadn't  room  to  use 
their  arms.  Pat  sat  at  the  bottom,  and  he  and 
tlie  priest  emulated  each  ether  in  the  zeal  and 
celerity  with  which  they  cut  up  and  distributed 
the  joints  before  them. 

At  Pat's  end  of  the  table  plates  were  scarce, 
and  the  boys  round  him  took  the  huge  lumps 
of  blood-red  mutton  in  their  fists,  and  seemed 
perfectly  independent  of  such  conventional 
wants  as  knives  and  forks,  in  the  ease  and 
enjoyment  with  which  they  dispatched  their 
repast.  At  last  Brady  had  done  all  to  the  joint 
that  carving  could  do,  and  having  kept  a  toler- 
ablf  su&cient  lion's  share  foi  bim^e\i,\ve'^^ssi^<i 
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the  bone  down  the  table,  which  was  speedily 
divided  into  as  many  portions  as  nature  had 
intended  that  it  should  be. 

Matters  were  conducted  in  a  rather  more 
decorous  manner  among  the  aristocrats  at 
Father  John's  end  of  the  table — though  even 
here  they  were  carried  on  in  a  somewhat  rapid 
and  voracious  fashioa  The  priest  helped 
Feemy  and  Ussher,  Mary  and  her  husband ; 
and  then  remarking  that  he  had  done  all  the 
b^  work  of  the  evening,  and  that  he  thought 
it  was  time  to  get  a  bit  himself,  he  filled  a 
inoderate  plate  for  his  own  consumption,  and 
passed  the  joint  down  to  be  treated  after  the 
same  manner  as  its  fellow. 

As  long  as  the  eating  continued  there  was 
not  much  said ;  but  when  the  viands  had  disap- 
peared, and  the  various  bottles  came  into  re- 
quisition,, the  clatter  of  tongues  became  loud 
and  joyous ;  and  though  the  first  part  of  the 
entertainment  had  to  all  appearance  come  to 
a  rather  too  speedy  termination  for  want  of 
naaterial  to  carry  it  on,  there  seemed,  from  the 
quantity  of  whiskey  produced,  little  chance  of 
any  similar  disappointment  in  what  the  greater 
portion  of  the  guests  considered  the  more  agree- 
able part  of  the  entertainment.  * 

"Well,  Denis,"  said  Father  John,  "  I  believe 
I've  done  all  I  can  this  time ;  and  as  I  know 
you'll  want  to  be  looking  after  the  cow  that's 
in  calf— no,  not  the  cow,  but  the  pigs — I'll 
be  oflf." 

*'  Folly  on,  Father  John,  folly  on ;  it's  always 
the  way  with  yer  river ence — to  be  m^tkm^  ^^\ 
gsune  of  SL  poor  boy  like  me  \    "BmI  ^wjlx^  x^ox. 
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going  out  of  this  till  you've  dhrunk  Mary's 
health  here,  and  heard  a  tune  on  the  pipes,  any 
way." 

*'  Not  a  drop,  Denis,  thank  ye,"  and  Father 
John  got  up ;  **  and  now,  boys  and  girls,  good 
night,  and  God  bless  you — and  behave  your- 
selves." 

**  Faix,  then,  yer  riverence,'*  said  Joe  Reynolds 
from  the  bottom  of  the  table,  **  you  may  tell  by 
the  way  the  boys  take  to  the  bottle,  that  they'll 
behave  themselves  dacently  and  discreatly,  like 
Christians," 

**  Indeed,  then,  Reynolds,  where  you  are,  and 
the  whiskey  with  you,  I  believe  there's  likely  to 
be  little  discretion  but  the  discretion  of  drunken- 
ness, — and  not  much  of  that." 

"  Thank  ye,  Father  John,  and  it's  you  have 
always  the  kind  word  for  me." 

"  But,  Father  John,"  began  Mary,  '*  you're 
not  really  going  to  go  without  so  much  as  a 
tumbler  of  punch  ?  " 

**  Not  a  drop,  Mary,  my  dear ;  I  took  my 
punch  after  dinner — and  I  can't  stand  too 
much.  Good  night,  Feemy — ^you'll  stay  and 
have  a  dance,  I  suppose;  good  night,  Captain 
Ussher." 

And  Father  John  got  up  from  table,  and  went 
out  of  the  room.  As  soon,  however,  as  Denis 
saw  that  he  was  really  going,  he  rose  and 
followed  him  out  of  the  door* 

**  Sit  down,  Denis,  sit  down — don't  be  laving 
your  company  such  a  night  as  this," 

"But  I  want  to  have  jist  a  word  with  yei 
nverence.** 
''IVcU,  what  is  it?'' 
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Jist  step  outside  thenj  Father  John/* 
Well,  Denis ;    is  it  anything  about   Betsy 
Cane?   or  has  Ginly  come  home,  and  is   he 
wanting  the  pigs  ?  '* 

No,  but  would  you  just  step  outside  here, 
McGrath  ;  where  those  long-eared  ruffians 
won't  be  hearing  me  ?  "  and  he  and  the  priest 
walked  a  little  distance  from  the  door  of  Mrs. 
Mehan's  house, 

"I'm  afeard,  Father  John,  them  bom  divils 
from  Drumleesh  and  Mohill,  as  Fat  brought  here 
to-night,  are  maning  more  than  good  to  Captain 
Ussher." 

"  And  what  makes  you  think  that,  Denis  ?  " 

**Why,  Father  John,  Mary  was  saying  that 
Pat  towld  her  a  lot  of  his  own  frinds  would  be 
up  with  him,  and  that  if  they  war  talking  together, 
she  and  those  as  are  with  her  dancing  and  the 
like,  warn't  to  be  disturbing  them ;  and  then  I 
knows  them  boys  is  very  mad  with  the  Captain 
about  that  whiskey  business  up  at  Loch  Sheen ; 
and  then  Joe  Reynolds  and  Jack  Byrne  are  in 
it,  and  their  brothers  are  two  of  them  as  war 
sazed  and  are  now  in  Ballinamore  Bridewell ; — 
and  I  know  there  is  something  of  the  sort  going 
on  through  the  counthry ;  and  faix,  Father 
John>  I  wouldn't  for  money  that  anything 
happened,  and  I  in  it  the  while  j  for  a  poor 
boy  is  always  made  to  be  mixed  up  in  them 
affairs,  if  by  bad  luck  he  is  anywhere  near  at 
the  time/* 

"  But  what  do  you  think  they'd  do  to  the 
Captain  to-night,  Denis  ?  *' 

**  Faix  then,  yer  riverence,  I  don*t  ktvo^  ^VvaX 
theyd  be  cfo/ng,  — murther  him,  ma^be." 


ft 


I 


I 
^ 


k 


206  The  Macdermots  of  Ballycloran 

"God  foibii  I  But,  Deais,  those  men  from 
Drumlcesh  could  hardly  know  Captain  Ussher 
was  going  to  be  at  the  wedding  to-night" 

**  Oh !  yer  riverence,  they'd  know  it  well 
enough  from  Pat  Brady." 

"  But  you  don't  think  your  wife's  brother 
would  jom  a  party  to  murder  Ussher  ?  " 

**Why  then,  Father  John — 1  think  it's  just  he 
that  would  he  putting  the  others  up  to  it.*' 

"  Good  gracious,  Denis  I  and  what  would  he 
get  by  such  deeds  as  that  ?  Isn't  he  comfortable 
enougk" 

**  It  isn't  them  as  is  poorest,  is  always  the 
worst.  But  any  how,  Father  John,  if  you'd 
come  back,  and  yer  riverence  wouldn*t  mind  for 
the  onst  jist  sitting  it  out — ^jist  dhrinking  a 
dhrop  at  an  odd  time,  or  colloguing  a  bit  with 
owld  Mr.  Tiemey,  till  we  get  the  Captain  out 
of  that,  shure  they'd  never  be  doing  anything 
out  of  the  way  as  long  as  yer  riverence  is 
in  it." 

**  It  isn't  here — in  the  house,  where  there  are 
so  many  together — they'd  attack  him,  even  if 
they  meant  to  do  so;  and  I  don't  think  they 
mean  it  to-night ;  but  it's  on  his  way  home — ^and 
my  going  back  would  not  in  any  way  prevent 
that.  But  why  don't  you  at  once  tell  Captain 
Ussher,  and  warn  him  that  you  fear  he  is  not 
safe  among  those  fellows  at  night." 

"That's  jist  what  I  did  then;  but  he's  so 
foolish,  and  so  bowld.  there's  no  making  him 
mind  what  one  would  say.  I  did  tell  him, 
Father  John,  that  I  was  afeared  that  there  would 
be  some  Jads  in  it  wouldn't  be  his  well-wishers, 
But  he  laughed  at  me,  and  tovAd  tcv«l  XWi^  "^^.t^ 
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none  of  the  boys  through  the  counthry  wat  so 
fond  of  him  as  those  Reynoldses.  and  Byrnes, 
and  all  them  others  down  at  Drumleesh." 

"Well,  Denis,  and  what  can  I  do  more;  if 
he  laughs  at  you,  why  wouldn't  he  also  laugh 
at  me?" 

**  Why,  yet  rivercnce,  you  and  he  ^e  frinds 
like ;  besides,  he  wouldn't  trate  the  like  of  you 
as  he  would  such  a  one  a3  I ;  why,  I  believe  he 
don't  think  the  poor  are  Christians  at  all." 

"It's  true  enough  for  some  of  them;  but 
what  would  you  have  me  do  ?  I  couldn't  walk 
back  to  Mohill  by  his  horse's  side ; — and  I  tell 
you  if  they  attack  him  at  all,  it  will  not  be  at 
the  house  there,  but  on  his  way  home." 
-  "  'Deed-  then.  Father  John,  any  way  I  wish 
he  was  well  out  of  that" 

"  It  seems,  Denis,  it's  yourself  you're  think- 
ing of,  more  than  the  Captain." 

"Shure,  and  why  wouldn't  I — and  I  just 
married?  A  purty  thing  for  me  just  now,  to 
be  took  up  among  a  lot  of  blackguard  ruffians 
for  murthering  a  king's  officer." 

"  Well,  Denis,  I  won't  go  back  now, — it  would 
look  odd  and  do  no  good ;  so  do  you  go  back 
and  drink  a  tumbler  of  punch  with  the  men, 
and  dance  a  turn  or  two  with  the  girls,  as  you 
should  on  your  wedding  night ;  and  by  and  by 
I'll  come  down  again  as  if  to  see  what  was 
going  on — and  to  walk  home  with  Miss  Feemy. 
The  Captain  must  go  back  to  Ballycloran  for 
his  horse ;  and  if  he  can  be  persuaded  that  there 
is  any  danger,  he  can  go  up  and  sleep  at  the 
cottage ;  for  I  tell  you,  if  they  mean  to  hurt  him 
at  all,  it's  on  th^  road  home  to  M-^YiSil  ^Oc^^-^"^ 


^ 


208  The  Macdermots  of  Ballycloran 

make  the  attempt.  Do  you  go  in  and  say 
nothing  aboot  it,  and  I'll  be  dovim  by  and  by*" 

Father  John  walked  away  towards  his  house, 
and  Denis  McGovery  went  back  with  a  heavy 
heart  to  dance  at  his  own  wedding ;  for  though 
his  solicitude  for  the  *'  king's  officer  *'  would  not 
have  been  of  the  most  intense  kind,  had  he 
thought  that  he  was  to  be  murdered  anywhere 
else,  he  had  a  great  horror  at  the  idea  of  any 
evil  happening  to  that  important  personage, 
when  it  could  in  any  way  affect  his  own 
comfort. 

When  Denis  returned  into  Mrs.  Mehan*s  big 
kitchen,  the  amusements  of  the  evening — 
dancing  and  drinking— were  on  the  point  of 
commencing.  Shamuth  of  the  pipes,  the  cele- 
brated composer  and  musician,  was  sitting  in 
the  comer  of  the  huge  fireplace,  with  a  tumbler 
of  punch  within  reach  of  his  hand,  preparing 
his  instrument, — squeaking,  and  puffing,  and 
blowing  in  the  most  approved  preparatory  style. 
Mary  was  working  and  toiling  again  for  the 
benefit  of  her  guests — carrying  kettles  of  boiling 
water  into  the  inner  room — emptying  pounds 
of  brown  sugar  into  slop-basins  and  mugs — 
teEing  the  boys  to  take  their  punch — taking  a 
drop  herself  now  and  again,  with  some  one  who 
was  wishing  her  health  and  happiness,  and 
comfort  with  the  man  she'd  got — inciting  the 
girls  to  go  and  dance — and  scolding  her  brother 
and  husband,  because,  "  bad  manners  to  them, 
divil  a  hand  they'd  lend  to  help  her,  and  she 
with  so  much  to  do,  and  so  many  to  mind/* 

"And  noWf  Miss  Feemy,  if  you'd  only  get  up 
^ud  begin,  dear,  the  others  iwou\d  sootl  &A.Vi\ 
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:ome,  Captain  Usslier— would  yer  honer  jist 
stand  up  with  Miss  Feemy  ?  " 

*'  Oh  no,  Mary, — youVe  the  bride,  you  know ; 
Captain  Ussher  must  dance  with  you  first." 

"Ohl  laws,  Miss,  but  that'd  be  too  much 
honour  intirely/* 

'*No,  Mrs.  McGovery,  but  it's  I  that'll  be 
honoured;  so  if  you  will  be  good  enough  to 
stand  up  with  me,  I  shall  be  glad  to  shake  a 
foot  with  you : "  and  the  gallant  Captain  led 
Mary  into  the  middle  of  the  floor, 

**  But,  Captain  dear,  sorrow  a  sup  of  dhrlnk 
did  I  see  you  take  this  blessed  evening ;  shure 
then  you'll  let  me  get  you  a  glass  of  wine 
before  we  all  begin,  jist  to  prevent  your  being 
smothered  with  the  dust  like ;  shure  yer  honour 
hasn't  taken  a  dhrop  yet;" 

"  I  won't  be  so  long,  Mary ;  but  I  won't 
have  the  wine  yet,  Fll  wash  the  dust  out  with 
a  tumbler  of  punch  just  now.  Here's  your 
husband,  you  must  make  him  dance  with  the 
bridesmaid." 

"  Tm  afraid  then  he  ain't  much  good  at 
dancing," 

**  Oh  !  but  he  must  try. — Come,  McGovery, 
there's  Biddy  waiting  for  you  to  take  her  out ; 
and  here's  Shamuth  waiting — you  don't  think, 
man,  he'd  begin  till  you're  ready/' 

**  Come,  Denis,"  said  his  gentle  spouse,  "  I 
never  see  sich  a  man  j  can't  ye  stand  up  and 
be  dancing,  and  not  keeping  every  one  waiting 
that  way  ?  " 

**  Mind    yourself,    Mary,    and    you'll    have 

nough  to  mind.     Come,  Biddy,  alanna,  let  u& 

hnire  a  sAaJke  too^ether,  aU  for  IucVl;"  ^xi^^^ 
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happy  husband  led  forth  Biddy  of  Baltycloran 
— she  with  the  big  cap — who  was  only  now 
beginning  to  regain  the  serene  looks,  which 
had  been  dispelled  by  Father  John's  not  per- 
mitting her  to  act  as  bridesraaid. 

And  now  Shamuth  —  his  preparatory  puffs 
having  been  accomplished — struck  up  "Paddy 
Carey"  with  full  force  and  energy.  As  this 
was  the  first  dance,  no  one  stood  up  but  the 
two  couple  above  named ;  there  were  therefore 
the  more  left  to  admire  the  performance,  and 
better  room  left  for  the  performers  to  show  their 
activity. 

"  Faix  then,  Mary,"  said  one,  "  it's  yerself  that 
dances  illigant — the  Lord  be  praised  l^only 
look  to  her  feet.'* 

**Well,  dear — Denis,  shure  no  one  thought 
you  were  that  good  at  a  jig;  give  him  a  turn, 
Biddy^don't  spare  him^ — he's  able  for  j^  ou  and 
more.'* 

**  Ah  I  but  see  the  Captain,  Kathleen ;  it's  he 
that  could  give  the  time  to  the  music ;  an*t  he 
and  Mary  well  met  ? — you  must  put  more  wind 
into  the  pipes,  Shamuth,  before  they're  down." 

"  But  if  you  want  to  see  the  dancing,  wait 
till  Miss  P^emy  stands  up — it's  she  that  can 
dance;  you'll  stand  up  with  the  Captain,  Miss 
Feemy,  won't  you?  '* 

**  Indeed  I  will,  Corney,  if  he  asks  me." 

"  Axes  you  !  ah,  there's  little  doubt  of  that ; 
it's  he  that's  ready  and  willing  to  ax  you,  now 
and  always." 

**  Ah  1  Mr,  McGovery,  shure  man,  you're  not 
bait  jet  J  you  wouldn't  give  in  to  Biddy  that 
soon  ?  '^ 
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Poor  Denis  was  giving  signs  of  having  had 
enough  of  the  amusement.  There  was  a 
tolerably  large  fire  on  the  hearth»  near  which 
he  had  been  destined  to  perform  his  gyrations — 
which,  if  not  very  graceful,  had,  at  any  rate, 
been  sufficiently  active ;  and  the  exertion,  heat, 
and  dust  were  showing  plainly  on  his  shining 
countenance. 

**  Ah !  Mr.  McGovery,"  panted  Biddy,  **  shure 
you're  not  down  yet,  and  I  only  jist  begun  1 " 

".Indeed,  then,.  Biddy,  I  am,  and  quite 
enough  Tve  had,  too,  for  one  while.  Here, 
Corneyj  come  and  take  my  place ; "  and  Denis 
deposited  a  penny. in  a  little  wooden  dish  by 
the  piper's  side. 

"  By.  dad,  Denis,"  said  Corney^  "  you'll  sleep 
to-ni^t,  any  ways — to  look  at  you." 

**  That's  jist  what  he  won't,  then  >  for  it'll  be 
morning  before  he's  in  bed,  and  Mary'U  have 
too  much  to  say  to  him,  when  he  is  there,  to  let 
him  sleep." 

"Never  mind,  boys;  do  you  dance,  and  I'll 
get  myself  a  dhrink,  for  I'm  choked  with  the 
dust  j— and  here's  Mr.  Thady.  Why,  Mr.  Thady, 
why  didn't  you  come  in  time  for  the  supper, 
then?" 

Just  as  Denis  McGovery  gave  over  dancing, 
Thady  entered  the  house,  having  anything  but 
a  wedding  countenance.  He  had  been,  since 
the  time  we  parted  from  him  after  his  interview 
with  Keegan,  lying  in  the  stable,  smoking.  He 
had  eaten  nothing,  but  had  remained  meditating 
over  the  different  things  which  conspired  to 
make  his  heart  sad. 

His   iathei's     state  —  the    \m'go^s^^V3    <^V 
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carrying  on  the  war  any  longer  against  the 
enmity  of  Flannelly  and  Keegan — bis  own  for- 
lorn prospects — the  insult  and  blow  he  had  just 
received  from  the  overbearing,  heartless  lawyer 
—but,  above  all,  Feemy*s  condition,  and  his 
fears  respecting  her,  were  too  much  for  him 
to  bear.  After  his  sister  and  Captain  Ussher 
had  left  BallycloraD,  he  had  gone  up  to  the 
house  and  had  swallowed  a  couple  of  glasses 
of  raw  whiskey,  to  drive,  as  he  said  to  himself, 
the  sorrow  out  of  his  heart;  and  he  had  now 
come  down  to  seek  the  friends  whom  Brady 
had  recommended  to  him,  and  determined,  at 
whatever  cost,  to  revenge  himself,  by  their  aid, 
against  Keegan»  for  the  insults  he  had  heaped 
upon  him,  and  against  Ussher  for  the  name 
which,  he  believed,  he  had  put  upon  his  sister. 

It  was  with  these  feelings  and  determinations 
that  Thady  had  come  down  to  McGovery^s 
wedding ;  and,  as  he  entered  the  room,  Ussher 
and  Feemy  were  just  standing  up  to  dance. 


CHAPTER  XIII 

THE  WEDDING    PARTY  WAS   CONCLUDED 

When  Thady  entered  the  room  where  the  party 
was  dancing,  the  welcomes  with  which  he  was 
greeted  by  McGovery  and  his  wife  prevented 
him  from  immediately  seeking  Pat  Brady,  as  he 
had  intended ;  for  he  was  obhged  to  stop  to  refuse 
the  invitations  and  offers  which  he  received, 
that  supper  should  be  got  iox  Vi\ni,    Kxv'^Sx^'a^ 
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well  far  those  that  made  the  offers  that  he  did 
refuse  them ;  for  every  vestige  of  what  was  eat- 
able in  the  house  had  been  devoured,  and  had 
he  acceded  to  Mary's  reiterated  wishes  that  he 
would  "  take  jist  the  laste  bit  in  the  world,"  it 
would  have  puzzled  her  to  make  good  her  offer 
in  the  most  literal  sense  of  the  words. 

Luckily,  however,  Thady  declined  her  hospi- 
tality, and  was  passing  through  to  the  inner 
room  when  he  was  stopped  by  Ussher,  who,  as 
we  have  before  said,  was  standing  up  to  dance 
with  Feemy.  The  last  time  the  two  young  men 
had  met  was  at  the  priest's  house,  when,  it  will 
be  remembered,  Thady  had  shown  a  resolution 
not  to  be  on  good  terms  with  the  Captain,  and 
subsequent  events  had  not  at  all  mollified  his 
temper ;  so  when  Ussher  good-humouredly  asked 
him  how  he  was,  and  told  him  he  wanted  to 
speak  to  him  a  word  or  two  as  soon  as  he  should 
have  tired  Feemy  dancing,  or,  what  was  more 
probable,  Feemy  should  have  tired  him,  Thady 
answered  him  surlily  enough,  saying  that  if 
Captain  Ussher  had  anything  to  say  to  him,  he 
should  be  within,  but  that  he  didn't  mean  to 
stay  there  all  night,  and  that  perhaps  Captain 
Ussher  had  better  say  it  at  once. 

"Well,  Macdermot,  perhaps  I  had;  so,  if 
your  sister*ll  excuse  me,  I  won't  be  a  minute, ^ — 
Just  step  to  the  door  a  moment,  will  you  ?  "  and 
Thady  followed  him  out. 

"Well,  Captain  Ussher,  what  is  it?" 

**  I  don't  know  why  it  is,  Macdermot,  but  for 
the  last  two  or  three  days  you  seem  to  want  to 
quarrel  with  me;  if  it  is  so,  why  dou't  ^ovi. 
speak  out  like  a  man  ?  ** 
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*'  Is  that  what  you  were  wanting  to  say  to  me  ?  ** 

**  Indeed  it  was  not;  for  it's  little  I  care 
whether  you  choose  to  quarrel  or  let  it  alone ; 
but  I  heard  something  to-night,  which,  though 

don't  wholly  believe  it,  may  like  enough  be 
j)artly  true;  and  if  you  choose  to  listen,  I  will 
tell  you  what  it  was ;  perhaps  you  can  tell  me 
whether  it  was  alL  false;  and  if  you  cannot, 
what  I  tell  you  may  keep  yourself  out  of  a 
scrape.^' 

*^Well^* 

**  McGovery  tells  me  that  he  thinks  some  of 
the  boys  that  are  here  to-night  are  come  to 
hold  some  secret  meeting ;  and  that,  from  the 
brothers  of  the  two  men  I  arrested  the  other 
day  being  in  it,  he  thinks  their  purpose  is  to 
revenge  themselves  on  me," 

**  And  if  it  war  so,  Captain  Ussher,  what  have 
I  to  do  with  it?" 

Ussher  looked  very  hard  at  Thady's  face,  but 
it  was  much  too  dark  for  him  to  see  anything 
that  was  there, 

"  Probably  not  much  yourself;  but  I  thought 
that  as  these  men  were  your  father's  tenants, 
you  might  feel  unwilling  that  they  should  turn 
murderers  ;  and  as  I  am  your  father's  friend, 
you  might,  for  his  sake,  wish  to  prevent  them 
murdering  me/' 

**  And  is  it  from  what  such  a  gaping  fool  as 
McGovery  says,  you  have  become  afraid  that 
men  w^ould  murder  you,  who  never  so  much  as 
raised  their  hand  agin  any  of  those  who  are  from 
day  to  day  crushing  and  ruining  them  ?  '* 

"J/I  had  been  afraid,  I  should  not  have 
come  here.     Indeed,  it  v^as  lo  s\\o^  t}Qa\si  \!cksax 
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I  am  not  afraid  of  coming  among  them  without 
my  own  men  at  my  back  that  I  came  here.  But 
though  I  am  not  afraid,  and  though  it  is  not 
what  McGovery  says  I  mind — and  he  is  not 
such  a  fool  as  some  others — nevertheless  I  do 
think,  in  fact,  from  different  sources,  I  know, 
that  there  is  something  going  on  through  the 
country,  which  will  bring  the  poor  into  worse 
troubles  than  they've  suffered  yet;  and  if,  as  I 
much  think,  they've  come  here  to  talk  of  their 
plans  to-night,  and  if  you  know  that  it  is  so, 
you're  fooUsh  to  be  among  them." 

"Is  that  all  you've  to  say  to  me.  Captain 
Ussher?" 

"  Not  quite ;  I  wanted  to  ask  you,  on  your 
honour,  as  a  man  and  an  Irishman,  do  you  know 
whether  there  is  any  conspiracy  among  them  to 
murder  or  do  any  injury  to  me  ?  "  Ussher  paused 
for  a  moment ;  and  as  Thady  did  not  answer  him, 
he  went  on — "  and  I  wanted  to  warn  you  against 
one  who  is,  I  know,  trying  his  best  to  ruin  you 
and  your  father." 

"  Who  is  that,  Captain  Ussher  ?  I  believe  I 
know  my  own  friends  and  my  own  inimies," 
said.  Thady,  who  thought  the  revenue  officer 
alluded  to  Keegan. 

'*  Answer  my  question  first" 

"  And  suppose  I  don't  choose  to  answer  it  ?  " 

"Why,  if  you  won't  answer  it,  I  cannot  but 
think  you  are  aware  of  such  a  conspiracy,  and 
that  you  approve  of  it" 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say,  Captain  Ussher,  that 
I  have  conspired  to  murdhcr  you  ?  " 

"  No,  I  say  no  such  thing  5  but  surely,  \i  ^om 
beard  of  such  a  scheme,  or  thoug\it  X\i«^  ^^& 
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such  aa  intention  in  the  countryj  wouldn't  yoa 
tell  me,  or  any  one  else  that  was  so  doomed, 
that  they  might  be  on  their  guard  ?  " 

^*  You're  very  much  frightened  on  a  sudden, 
Captain.'* 

"  That's  not  true,  Macdermot ;  you  know 
Vm  not  frightened;  but  will  you  answer  the 
question  ?  '* 

Thady  was  puzzled ;  he  did  not  know  what 
to  say  exactly.  He  had  not  absolutely  heard 
that  the  men  whom  he  was  going  to  meet  that 
night,  and  whom  he  knew  he  meant  to  join, 
intended  to  murder  Ussher ;  but  Brady  had  told 
him  that  they  were  determined  to  have  a  fling 
at  him,  and  it  was  by  their  promise  to  treat  the 
attorney  in  the  same  way,  that  Thady  had  been 
induced  to  come  down  to  them.  It  had  never 
struck  him  that  he  was  going  to  join  a  body  of 
men  pledged  to  commit  murder — that  he  was 
to  become  a  murderer,  and  that  he  w^as  to 
become  so  that  very  night.  His  feeling  had 
been  confined  to  the  desire  of  revenging  him- 
self for  the  gross  and  palpable  injuries  with 
which  he  had  been  afflicted,  whilst  endeavour- 
ing to  do  the  best  he  could  for  his  father,  his 
sister,  and  his  house.  But  now — confronted 
with  Ussher — asked  by  him  as  to  the  plots  of 
the  men  whom  he  was  on  the  point  of  joining, 
and  directly  questioned  as  to  their  intentions 
by  the  very  man  he  knew  they  were  determined 
to  destroy.  Thady  felt  awed,  abashed,  and 
confused. 

Then  it  occurred  to  him  that  he  had  not,  at 
sny  rBte  as  yet,  pledged  himself  to  any  such 
deedj  or  even  in  his  mind  coTicewt4\>cv^\^^a^Q»^ 


J 


The  Wedding  Party  concluded  217 

such  a  deed ;  that  there  was  no  cause  why  he 
should  give  his  surmises  respecting  what  he 
believed  might  be  the  intentions  of  others  to 
the  man  whom,  of  all  others — ^perhaps,  not 
excepting  the  lawyer — he  disliked  and  hated; 
^and  that  there  could  be  no  reason  why  he  should 
warn  Captain  Ussher  against  danger.  Though 
these  things  passed  through  Thady's  mind  very 
quickly,  still  he  paused  some  time,  leaning 
against  the  comer  of  an  outhouse,  till  Ussher 
said — 

**  Well,  Macdermot,  surely  you'll  not  refuse  to 
answer  me  such  a  question  as  that.  Though — 
God  knows  why — ^we  mayn't  be  friends,  you 
would  not  wish  to  have  such  ill  as  that  happen 
to  me." 

''  I  don't  know  why  you  should  come  to  me, 
Captain  Ussher,  to  ask  such  questions.  If  you 
were  to  ask  your  own  frinds  that  you  consort  with, 
in  course  they  would  feel  more  concerned  in 
answering  you  than  I  can.  Not  that  I  want  to 
have  art  or  part  in  your  blood,  or  to  have  you 
murdhered— or  any  one  else.  But  to  tell  you 
God's  holy  truth,  if  you  were  out  of  the  counthry 
indrely,  I  would  be  better  pleased,  as  would  be 
many  others.  And  since  you  are  axing  me.  III 
tell  you,  Captain  Ussher,  that  I  do  think  the 
way  you  do  be  going  on  with  the  poor  in 
the  counthry — dhriving  and  sazing  them,  and 
having  spies  over  them — isn't  such  as  is  likely 
to  make  yoa  frinds  in  the  counthry,  except  with 
such  as  Jonas  Brown  and  the  like.  And  though, 
mind  you,  I  know  nothing  of  plots  and  con- 
spiracies among  the  boys,  I  don't  think  you're 
over  8a£s  whilst  staying  among  th\ia  ^om  \l^.n^ 
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been  tratmg  that  way ;  and  if  they  were  to  shoot 
you  some  night,  it's  no  more  than  many  would 
expect     To  tell  you  the  truth,  then,  Captain 

fUssher,  I  think  you'd  be  safer  anywhere  than  at 
MohiU/' 

Thady  considered  that  he  thus  made  a  just 
coaiproQiise  between  the  faith  he  thought  he 
owed  to  the  men  with  whom  he  was  going  to 
league  himself,  and  the  duty,  which  he  could 
not  but  feel  he  ought  to  perform,  of  warning 
Ussher  of  the  danger  in  which  he  was  phced* 

Ussher  felt  quite  satisfied  with  what  Thady 
had  said.  He  was  not  at  all  surprised  at  his 
expressions  of  personal  dislike,  and  he  felt  con- 
fident, from  the  manner  in  which  young  Mac- 
dermot  had  spol^en  of  his  perilous  situation, 
that  even  if  any  conspiracy  had  been  formed j  of 
which  he  was  the  object,  there  was  no  intention 
to  put  it  into  immediate  operation,  and  that,  at 
any  rate  in  Macdermot's  opinion,  no  concerted 
plan  had  yet  been  made  to  attack  him.  A  good 
Qany  reasons  also  induced  Ussher  to  think  that 

'he  stood  in  no  danger  of  any  personal  assault 
In  the  first  place,  though  the  country  was  in  a 
lawless  state — though  illicit  distillation  was 
carried  to  a  great  extent — though  many  of  the 
tenants  refused  to  pay  either  rent,  tithes,  or 
couniy  cesses  till  compelled  to  do  so— the  dis- 
turbances  arising  from  these  causes  had  not 
lately  led  to  murder  or  bloodshed.  He  had 
carried  on  his  official  duties  in  the  same  manner 
for  a  considerable  time  without  molestation,  and 
custom  had  begotten  the  feeling  of  security. 
Moreover,  he  thought  the  poor  were  cowed  and 

£ighten€d.      He  despised  l\\e\xv  voo  Tsx^wdsx  Ui 


^aM 


The  Wedding  Party  concluded  219 

diink  they  would  have  the  spirit  to  rise  tip 
against  him.  In  fact,  he  made  up  his  mind  that 
Tliad/s  intention  was  to  frighten  him  out  of 
the  country,  if  possible,  and  he  resolved  that  he 
would  not  allow  anything  he  had  heard  on  the 
subject  either  to  disturb  his  comfort,  or  actuate 
his  conduct 

"Well,  Macdermot,  that's  fair  and  above 
board — and  what  I  expected,  though  it's  neither 
ftiwidly  nor  flattering;  and  I  am  not  vexed  with 
you  for  that ;  for  if  you  don't  feel  friendly  to  me 
you  shouldn't  speak  as  if  you  did,  and  therefore 
I'm  obliged  to  you.  And  I  will  say  that  if  I  am 
to  be  shot  down,  like  a  dog,  whilst  performing 
my  duty  to  the  best  of  my  ability,  at  any  rate, 
I  won't  let  the  fear  of  such  a  thing  frighten  me 
out  of  my  comfort  before  it  happens.  And  now 
if  3rou11  let  me  say  a  word  or  two  to  you  about 
yourself " 

**  I'm  much  obliged  to  you.  Captain  Ussher, 
but  if  you  can  take  care  of  yourself,  so  can  I  of 
myself" 

"  Why,  how  cranky  you  are,  man !  If  you 
hate  me,  hate  me  in  God's  name,  but  don't  be 
so  absurd  as  to  forget  you're  a  man,  and  to  act 
like  a  child.  I  listened  to  you — and  why  can't 
you  listen  to  me  ?  " 

"  Well,  spake  on,  I'll  listen." 

**Mind,  I  don't  pretend  to  know  more  of 
your  affairs  than  you  would  wish  me ;  but,  as  I 
am  intimate  with  your  father,  I  cannot  but  see 
that  you,  in  managing  your  father's  concerns, 
put  great  confidence  in  the  man  within  there." 

"What!  Pat  Brady?" 

**Yes,  Brady  I    Now,  if  you  0Ti\7  eai^\o^^^ 
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htm  as  any  other  farm  servant,  he  would  not, 
probably,  have  much  power  to  injure  you ;  but 
I  believe  he  does  more  than  that — -that  he 
collects  your  rents,  and  knows  tlie  affairs  of  all 
your  tenants,'* 

"Well?'* 

"  I  have  very  strong  reason  to  think  that  he 
is  also  in  the  employment,  or  at  any  rate  in  the 
pay,  of  Mr.  Keegan,  the  attorney  at  Carrick," 

**  What  makes  you  think  that,  Captain 
Ussher?" 

**  I  could  hardly  explain  the  diflferent  things 
which  make  me  think  so ;  but  Tm  sure  of  it ; 
and  it  is  for  you  to  judge  whetherj  if  such  be  the 
case,  your  confidence  will  not  enable  him,  under 
the  present  state  of  affairs  at  Ballycloran,  to  do 
you  and  your  father  much  injury.  He  is  also, 
to  my  certain  knowledge,  joined  in  whatever 
societies^ — all  of  them  illegal — are  being  formed 
in  the  country ;  and  he  is  a  man,  therefore,  not 
to  be  trusted.  I  may  add  also  that  if  you  listen 
too  much  to  his  advice  and  counsels,  you  will 
be  likely  to  find  yourself  in  worse  troubles  than 
even  those  which  your  father's  property  brings 
on  you." 

**  Don't  alarm  yourself  about  me  ;  I  don*t  be 
in  the  habit  of  taking  a  servant's  advice  about 
things,  Captain  Ussher/' 

**  There*s  your  back  up  again ;  I  don't  mean 
to  offend  you,  I  tell  you;  however,  if  you 
remember  what  I  have  said  to  you,  it  may 
prev  ent  much  trouble  to  you  : " — and  Ussher 
walked  into  the  house* 

**  Prevent  throubles,"  soliloquised  Thady ; 
*' there  is  no  way  with  me  to  prevttii  ^\1  matiner 
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t  throuble — I  believe  111  go  in  and  get  a 
tumbler  of  punch ;  '* — and  determined  to  adopt 
this  mode  of  quieting  troubles,  if  he  could  not 
prevent  them,  he  followed  Ussher. 

Ussher  was  now  dancing  with  Feemy,  and 
the  fun  had  become  universal  and  incessant ; 
there  were  ten  or  twelve  couple  dancing  on 
the  earthen  floor  of  Mrs.  Mehan's  shop.  The 
piper  was  playing  those  provocative  Irish  tunes, 
which,  like  the  fiddle  in  the  German  tale, 
compel  the  hearers  to  dance  whether  they 
wish  it  or  no ;  and  they  did  dance  with  a 
rapidity  and  energy  which  showed  itself  in 
the  streams  of  perspiration  running  down  from 
the  performers*  faces*  Not  much  to  their 
immediate  comfort  a  huge  fire  was  kept  up 
on  the  hearth  J  but  the  unnecessary  heat  thus 
produced  was  atoned  for  by  the  numerous 
glasses  of  punch  with  which  they  were  thereby 
enabled  to  regale  themselves,  when  for  a 
moment  they  relaxed  their  labours. 

This  pleasant  recreation  began  also  to  show 
its  agreeable  effects  in  the  increased  intimacy 
of  the  partners  and  the  spirit  of  the  party* 
All  diffidence  in  standing  up  had  ceased — ^and 
now  the  only  difficulty  was  for  the  aspirants 
to  get  room  on  which  to  make  their  complicated 
steps ;  and  oh,  the  precision,  regularity,  and 
energy  of  those  motions  I  Although  the  piper 
played  with  a  rapidity  which  would  have  con- 
vinced the  uninitiated  of  the  impossibility  of 
dancing  to  the  time,  every  foot  in  the  room 
fell  to  the  notes  of  the  music  as  surely  as 
though  the  movements  of  the  whole  set  had 
been  reguhtcd   by  a  steam    machm^,      KtA 
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such  movements  as  they  were  !  Not  only  did 
the  feet  keep  time,  but  every  limb  and  every 
muscle  had  each  its  own  work,  and  twisted, 
shook,  and  twirled  itself  in  perfect  unison  and 
measure,  the  arms  performed  their  figure  with 
as  much  accuracy  as  the  legs. 

"  Take  a  sup  of  punch  now,  Miss  Tierney  * 
shure  youVe  fainting  away  entirely  for  the  want 
of  a  dhrop."  The  lady  addressed  was  wiping, 
with  the  tail  of  her  gown,  a  face  which  showed 
the  labour  that  had  been  necessary  to  perform 
the  feat  of  dancing  down  the  whole  company 
to  the  tune  of  the  "  wind  that  shakes  the  barley," 
and  was  now  leaning  against  the  wall,  whilst  her 
last  partner  was  offering  her  punch  made  on 
the  half  and  half  system  :  **  Take  a  sup,  Miss 
Tierney,  then ;  shure  you*re  wanting  itJ* 

**  Thank  ye,  Mr.  Kelly»  but  I  am  afther 
taking  a  little  jist  now,  and  the  head's  not 
sthrong  with  me  afther  dancing  ; "  she  took 
the  tumbler,  however,  "  Faix,  Mr.  Kelly,  but 
it's  yourself  can  make  a  tumbler  of  punch  with 
any  man," 

♦'  'Deed  then  there's  no  sperrits  in  it  at  all — 
only  a  thrifle  to  take  the  wakeness  off  the  water. 
Come,  Aliss  Tierney,  you  didn't  take  what*d 
baptize  a  babby-" 

"  It'd  be  a  big  babby  then ;  one  like  yerself 
may  be." 

'*  Here's  long  life  to  the  first  you  have  yerself, 

-any  way,  Miss  Tierney  !  *'  and  he  finished  the 

|1ass,  of  which  the  blushing  beauty  had  drunk 

half,     **  Might  a  boy  make  a  guess  who'd  be 

the  father  of  it?" 

^'Go  asy  now,  mastbei  M^orl^J* — ^vV^^t  swam 
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rejoiced  in  the  name  of  Mortimer  Kelley. 
"It'll  be  some  quiet,  dacent  fellow,  that  an't 
given  to  chalSing  nor  too  fond  of  sperrits." 

"  By  dad,  my  darling,  and  an't  that  me  to 
a  hair's  breadth?" 

"  Is  it  you  a  dacent,  asy  boy  ?  *' 

"  Sure  if  it  an't  me,  where's  sich  a  one  in  the 
counthry  at  all  ?  And  it's  I'd  be  fond  of  the 
child — and  the  child's  mother  more  especial," 
and  he  gave  her  a  loving  squeeze,  which  in  a 
less  energetic  society  might  have  formed  good 
ground  for  an  action  for  violent  assault. 

"  Ah  don't  I  Go  asy  I  tell  you,  Morty.  But 
come,  an't  you  going  to  dance  instead  of  wasting 
your  time  here  all  night?"  and  the  pair,  re- 
invigorated  by  their  intellectual  and  animal 
refreshment,  again  commenced  their  dancing. 

Whilst  the  fun  was  going  on  fast  and  furious 
among  the  dancers,  those  in  the  inner  room 
were  not  less  busily  engaged.  Brady  was  still 
sitting  in  the  chair  which  he  had  occupied 
during  the  supper,  at  the  bottom  of  the  table, 
though  he  had  turned  round  a  little  towards 
the  fire.  At  the  further  end  of  it  Thady  was 
seated,  with  a  lighted  pipe  in  his  mouth,  and 
a  tumbler  of  punch  on  the  shelf  over  the  fire- 
place. Joe  Reynolds  was  seated  a  little  behind, 
but  between  Thady  and  Pat  Brady ;  and  a  lot 
of  others  were  standing  around,  or  squatting 
on  the  end  of  the  table— leaning  against  the 
fireplace,  or  sitting  two  on  a  chair,  wherever 
two  had  been  lucky  enough  to  seciure  one 
between  them.  They  were  all  drinking,  most 
of  them  raw  spirits — and  all  of  them  smoking. 
At  the  other  end  of  the  room,  tiaxe^  01  l<av«. 
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boys  and  girls  were  standiog  in  the  door-way, 
looking  at  the  dancing,  and  getting  cool  after 
their  own  performances  ;  and  Denis  McGoveiy 
was  sitting  in  the  chair  which  Father  John  had 
occupied,  with  his  head  on  the  table,  apparently 
asleep,  but  more  probably  intent  on  listening 
to  what  was  going  on  among  them  at  the  other 
end  of  the  room,  whom  he  so  strongly  suspected 
of  some  proposed  iniquity.  The  noise,  how- 
ever^ of  the  music  and  the  dancing,  the  low 
tones  in  which  the  suspected  parties  spoke,  and 
the  distance  at  which  they  sat,  must  have  made 
Denis's  occupation  of  eaves-dropping  difficult, 
if  not  impracticable. 

Thady  had  just  been  speaking,  and  it  was 
evident  from  the  thickness  of  his  voice  that 
the  whiskey  he  had  drunk  was  beginning  to 
have  its  effects  on  him.  Instead  of  eating  his 
dinner,  he  had  been  drinking  raw  spirits  in 
the  rooming,  to  which  he  was  not  accustomed; 
for  though  when  cold,  or  when  pressed  by 
others,  he  could  swallow  a  glass  of  raw  whiskey 
with  that  facility  which  seems  to  indicate  an 
iron  throttle,  he  had  been  too  httle  accustomed 
to  give  way  to  any  temptation  to  become 
habitually  a  drunkard  Now,  however,  he  was 
certainly  becoming  tipsy,  and,  therefore,  more 
likely  to  agree  to  whatever  those  around  him 
might  propose." 

"Asy,  Mr.  Thady  T*  said  Pat;  "there's  that 
long-eared  ruffian,  McGovery,  listening  to  every 
word  he  can  catch.  Be  spaking  now  as  if  you 
war  axing  the  boys  about  the  rint." 

**And  isn't  it  about  that  he  is  axing?"  said 
Joe.     **  But  how  can  he  gt^l  tiie  tmt,  or  we  be 
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paying  it,  unless  he  gives  us  his  hand  to  rid  the 
counthry  of  thim  as  robs  us  of  our  names,  and 
desthroys  him  and  us,  and  all  thim  as  should 
be  frinds  to  him  and  the  owld  Masther,  and 
to  Ballycloran  ?  " 

"  You  know,  all  of  ye,  that  I  never  was  hard 
on  you,"  continued  Thady,  "  when,  God  knows, 
the  money  was  wanted  bad  enough  at  Bally- 
cloran. You  know  I've  waited  longer  for  what 
was  owed  than  many  a .  one  has  done  who  has 
never  felt  what  it  was  to  want  a  pound.  Did  I 
ever  pull  the  roof  off  any  of  you?  And  though 
queer  tenants  you've  most  of  you  been,  an't  the 
same  set  on  the  land  now  mostly  that  there  was 
four  years  ago  ?  There's  none  of  you  can  call 
me  a  hard  man,  I  think ;  and  when  I've  stuck 
to  you  so  long,  it  isn't  now  I'll  break  away  from 
you," 

"  Long  life  to  you,  Mr.  Thady ! "  "  Long  life 
to  yer  honer — and  may  ye  Uve  to  see  the  esthate 
your  own  yet,  and  not  owe  a  shilling  1  '*  "  It's 
thrue  for  the  masther  what  he  says;  why  should 
he  turn  agin  his  own  now  ?  God  bless  him  ! " 
Such  were  the  exclamations  with  which  Thady's 
last  speech  was  received. 

"And  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,"  and  he  now 
spoke  in  a  low  thick  whisper,  "  I'll  tell  you 
what's  on  my  mind.  Those  that  you  hate,  I 
don't  love  a  bit  too  well.  You  all  know 
Hyacinth  Keegan,  I  think  ?  " 

"  'Deed  we  do — ^may  the  big  devil  fetch  him 
home!" 

"Well,  then,  would  you  like  him  for  your 
landlord,  out  and  out?  such  a  fine  gentleman 
as  he  is  i " 
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"  Blast  hira   for   a  gintleman  1 "    said   Joe ; 

"  I'd  sooner  have  his  father ;  he  war  an  honest 

»p5an,  raore  by  token  he  war  no  Protestant ;  he 

■sarved   processes   for   Richard   Peyton,  up  by 

Loch  Allen/' 

"  Well,  then/*  continued  Thady,  "  if  you  don't 

like  him,  boys,  I  can  tell  you  he  don't  like  you 

a  bit  better  ;  and  if  he  can  contrive  to  call  him* 

self  masther  at  Ballycloran,  as  I  can   tell  you 

he  manes  to  try,  it's  not  one  of  you  he'll  have 

on  the  land/' 

_      '*  Did  he  tell  you  that  himself,  Mr  Thady?** 

■whispered   Brady,      Now,  though  young  Mac- 

■'dermot  was  nearly  drunk— quite  drunk  enough 

to  have  lost  what  little  good  sense  was  left  to 

him,  after  being  fool  enough  to  come  at  all 

among   those   with  whom   he   was   at   present 

drinking — still,  what  Ussher  had  said  about  his 

follower  was  not  forgotten,  and  though  he  did 

not  absolutely  believe  that  Brady  was  a  creature 

of  Keegan's,  what  he  had  heard  prevented  his 

t  having   the  same  inclination  to  listen   to  Pat, 

W  or  the  same  confidence  in  what  he  said, 

"Faith  then,  he  told  me  so  with  his  own 
mouth ;  and  it  isn't  only  the  others  *d  be  going, 
but  you*d  have  to  walk  yourself,  masther  Pat." 

*'And  why  wouldn't  I?  D>e  think  I'd  be 
slaying  at  Ballycloran  afther  you  war  gone, 
Mn  Thady  ?  " 

"Don't  be  making  any  vows,  Pat ^  maybe 
you  wouldn't  be  axed,  and  maybe,  av  you  war, 
you  wouldn't  refuse  to  ate  yer  bread,  though 
it  war  Keegan  paid  for  it," 

"  That  the  first  mouthful  may  choke  me  that 
/  ever  are  o£  his  paymg  Cot  \" 


K 


he  Wedding  Party  conclude! 


"  Well,  however,  boys,  Hyacinth  Keegan  will 
sthrip  the  roof  off  every  mother's  son  of  you  if 
he  ever  con  thrives  to  put  his  foot  in  Ballycloran  ; 
but,  by  God,  he  never  shall  1  Mind,  boys,  he 
can  never  do  that  till  he  can  lay  his  hands  on 
the  owld  man ;  and  where'll  you  all  be,  I 
wonder,  to  let  him  or  any  one  he  sends  do 
that,  or  take  a  sod  of  turf,  or  a  grain  of  oats 
oifthe  land  either?" 

"  By  dad,  youVe  right,  Mr.  Thady/'  said  one 
of  them,  **  Shure  wouldn*t  we  have  him  in  a 
bog-hole,  or  as  many  as  he'd  send*  and  then 
they  might  take  away  what  they  could  carry 
in  their  mouths." 

**  ril  tell  you  what,  Sn^*  said  Joe  Reynolds, 
and  he  laid  his  hand  on  Thady's  knee,  and 
leant  forward  till  his  mouth  was  near  the  young 
man's  ear — so  near,  that  not  only  could  not 
McGovery  overhear  his  words,  hut  of  the  whole 
party  round  the  fire,  only  Brady  and  Byrne, 
besides  Thady  himself,  could  catch  what  he 
said  ;  *'  rU  tell  you  what,  Sir,  Keegan  shall 
never  harum  you  or  yours,  if  you^U  be  one  of 
us — one  of  us  heart  and  sowl ;  and  I  know 
you  will,  and  I  know  it's  not  in  you  to  put 
up  with  what  they're  putting  on  you  ;  an'  dearly 
he'll  pay  for  the  blow  he  strik  you,  an^  the 
word  he  said— surely,  Mr.  Thady  ! "     And  he 

t whispered  still  lower  into  his  ear,  **  Let  alone 
le  esthate,  an'  the  house,  an^  all  that,  yoa'd 
iver  put  up  with  what  he  has  been  about  this 
ay,  paceable  an*  in  quiet  ?  " 
** You're  thrue  in  that,  Joe,  by  G — d  I" 
"Well,  then,  won't  we  see  you  ri^htedi    1^1 
V3C  bloody  rulBan  come  to  Ba-WycVotaxi,  ^xi  ^^^ 
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see  the  way  he^ll  go  back  again  to  Carrick. 
Will  you  say  the  word,  Mr.  Thady?  Will  you 
joia  us  agin  thim  that  is  as  much,  an'  a  deal 
more,  agin  you  than  they  are  agin  us  ?  " 

"  But  what  is  it  you  main  to  do  ?" 

*'  That's  what  youll  know  when  you've  joined 
us ;  but  you  know  it  isn't  now  or  here  we'd  be 
telling  you  that  which,  maybe,  would  put  our 
necks  in  your  hand.  But  when  you've  taken 
the  oath  we've  all  taken,  we'll  be  ready  then  not 
only  to  tell  you  all,  but  follow  you  anywhere." 

The  young  man  paused. 

"  Isn't  it  enough  for  you  to  know  that  our 
inimies  is  your  initnies — that  thim  you  wishes 
ill  to,  we  wishes  ill  to  ?  Isn't  Keegan  the  man 
you've  most  cause  to  hate,  an*  won't  we  right 
you  with  him?  Don't  we  hate  that  bloody 
Captain  that  is  this  moment  playing  his  villain's 
tricks  with  your  own  sisther  in  the  next  room 
there?  and  shure  you  can't  feel  very  frindiy  to 
him.  By  the  holy  Virgin,  when  you're  one  of 
us,  it's  not  much  longer  he  shall  throuble  you. 
If  you  can  put  up  with  what  the  likes  of  them 
is  doing  to  you — if  you  can  bear  all  that — why, 
Mr.  Thady,  youVe  not  the  man  I  took  you  for, 
But  mind,  divil  a  penny  of  rint'Il  ever  go  to 
Ballycloran  agin  from  Drumleesh ;  for  the 
matter's  up  now; — you're  either  our  frind  or 
our  inimy.  But  if,  Mr,  Thady,  you've  the  pluck 
they  all  says  you  have — an'  which  I  iver  see 
in  you,  God  bless  you  I — it's  not  only  one  of 
us  you'll  be,  but  the  head  of  us  all ;  for  there 
isn^t  one  but  'U  go  to  hell's  gate  for  your  word ; 
an*  then  tlie  first  tinant  on  the  place  that  pays 
as  much  as  a  tinpenny  to  Kte^^x\»  ^x  \a  ^0^^ 
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but  jist  yourself— by  the  cross  I  he  may  dig  his 
own  grave." 

What  Thady  immediately  said  does  not  much 
signify ;  before  long  he  had  promised  to  come 
over  to  Mrs.  Mulread/s  at  Mohill  with  Pat 
Brady,  on  an  appointed  night,  there  to  take  the 
oath  of  the  party  to  whom  he  now  belonged 

Though  it  was  agreed  that  the  secret  deter- 
minations of  the  party  were  not  to  be  divulged 
to  him  until  he  had  joined  them  there,  it  never- 
theless was  pretty  clearly  declared  that  their 
immediate  and  chief  object  was  the  destruction 
of  Ussher,  and,  if  possible,  the  liberation  of  the 
three  men  who  had  lately  been  confined  in 
Ballinamore  Bridewell,  for  the  malt  that  had 
been  seized  in  the  cabin  by  Loch  Sheen.  How- 
ever, to  prevent  the  evil  arising  from  this  care- 
lessness in  the  performance  of  their  duties  as 
conspirators,  Thady  was  requested  to  swear  on 
a  cross  made  with  the;  handles  of  two  knives, 
that  he  would  not  divulge  anything  that  had 
occurred  or  been  said  in  that  room  that  night 
— ^with  which  request  he  complied. 

By  the  time  this  was  done  most  of  them 
were  drunk,  but  none  were  so  drunk  as  poor 
Macdermot.  His  intoxication,  moreover,  was 
unfortunately  not  of  that  sort  which  was  likely 
to  end  in  quiescence  and  incapability.  It  was 
a  sign  of  the  great  degradation  to  which  Mac- 
dermot had  submitted,  in  joining  these  men, 
that  in  talking  over  the  injuries  which  Ussher 
had  inflicted  on  them  all,  he  had  quietly  heard 
them  canvass  Ussher's  conduct  to  his  sister, 
and  that  in  no  measured  terms.  This  had 
gone  much  against  the  grain  m\.\i  Vvca.  ^X^^'sX^ 
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because  he  could  not  but  strongly  feel  that,  in 
abusing  Ussher,  they  were  equally  reproaching 
Feemy,  But  the  fall  of  high  and  fine  feelings, 
when  once  comraenced,  is  soon  accomplished, 
even  when  the  fall  is  from  a  higher  dignity  than 
those  of  Thady's  had  ever  reached ;  and  though, 
a  few  hours  since,  he  would  have  allowed  no 
one  but  Father  John,  even  to  connect  his  sister's 
name  with  Ussher,  he  had  soon  accustomed 
himself  to  hear  the  poorest  tenant  on  his  father*s 
property  speak  familiarly  on  the  subject,  when 
urging  him  to  join  them  in  common  cause 
against  his  enemy.  But  though  he  had  so  far 
sacrificed  his  sister's  dignity  in  his  drunken 
conversation  with  these  men,  he  was  not  the 
less  indignant  with  the  man  whose  name  they 
had  so  unceremoniously  joined  with  hers;  and 
he  got  up  with  the  resolution  to  inform  Ussher 
that  the  intercourse  between  him  and  Feemy 
must  immediately  cease.  The  spirits  he  had 
taken  gave  him  a  false  feeling  of  confidence 
that  he  should  find  means  to  carry  his  resolution 
into  effect  without  delay. 

When  he  got  into  the  outer  room,  Ussher 
and  Feemy  were  not  there.  The  dancing  and 
drinking  were  going  on  as  fast  as  ever ;  Shamuth, 
the  piper,  was  in  the  same  seat,  with  probably 
not  the  same  tumbler  of  punch  beside  him, 
and  was  fingering  away  at  his  pipes  as  if  the 
feeling  of  fatigue  was  unknown  to  him;  and 
Mary,  the  bride,  was  still  dancing  as  though 
her  heart  had  not  been  broken  all  the  morning 
with  the  work  she  had  had  to  do.  Biddy  also, 
the  JBaJJycJoran  housemaid,  was  in  the  seventh 
heaven  of  happiness — ^lor  VvadtCl  €tv^  tccisic ^T^d 


The  Wedding  Party  concluded   231 

punch  galore?  and  though  the  glory  of  her 
once  well-starched  cap  was  dimmed,  if  not 
totally  extinguished  by  the  dust  and  heat,  her 
heart  was  now  too  warm  with  the  fun  to  grieve 
for  that,  especially  when  such  a  neat-made  boy 
as  Barney  £gan  was  dancing  foranenst  her.  It 
did  not,  however,  add  to  her  happiness,  when, 
after  being  addressed  once  or  twice  in  vain, 
she  heard  her  young  master's  voice, 

"Biddy — d'ye  hear,  and  be  d — d  to  youl— 
is  your  misthress  gone  home  ?  " 

"'Deed,  Mr.  Thady,  I  think  she  be." 

"And  why  the  divil,  then,  an't  yoy  gone  with 
her  ?  d'you  mane  to  be  dancing  here  all  night  ?  " 

Now  Thady  was  in  general  so  very  unob- 
servant— so  little  inclined  to  interfere  with, 
if  he  could  not  promote,  the  amusements  of 
his  dependants- — moreover,  so  unaccustomed 
to  scold— that  Biddy  and  the  others  round  her 
soon  saw  that  something  was  the  matter. 

"What  are  you  staring  at,  you  bom  fool?  If 
Miss  Feemy's  gone  up  to  Ballycloran,  do  you 
follow  her." 

Thady's  thick  voice,  red  face,  and  sparkling 
eyes  showed  that  he  was  intoxicated,  and  Biddy, 
if  not  preparing  to  obey  him — for  the  tempta- 
tion to  stay  was  too  strong— was  preparing  to 
pretend  to  do  so,  when  Mary  McGovery,  by 
way  of  allaying  Macdennof  s  wrath,  said — 

"  I  don't  believe,  then,  Mr.  Thady,  that  Miss 
Feemy's  gone  home,  at  all  at  alL  I  think  she 
and  the  Captain  is  only  walked  down  the  lane 
a  bit,  jist  to  cool  themselves,  for  sure  it's  hot 
workdiancing " 

Tbadydid  not  stop  to  ask  any  mote  ^e^'Cvota^ 
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but  hurried  out  of  the  door,  and  turning  away 
from  BaJlycloran,  walked  as  fast  as  his  unsteady 
legs  would  carry  him  towards  Mohill ;  and,  un- 
fortunately, Ussher  and  Feemy  were  strolling 
down  the  lane  in  that  direction. 

When  Pat  Brady  saw  Macdermot  hurry  out 
of  the  house,  he  said  to  his  sister,  "  Begad  1 
Mary,  you'd  better  hurry  down  the  lane — if 
Captain  Ussher  and  Miss  Feemy  is  in  it — ^jist 
to  take  care  of  her;  for  he  and  the  mastherUl 
have  a  great  fight  of  it  this  night  The  masthct's 
blood's  up,  and  the  two'll  be  slating  one  another 
afore  they're  parted*" 

"  Goodness  gracious  !  ^'  exclaimed  Mary,  "  why 
don't  you  go  yourself,  Pat?  ilr  Thady's  taken 
a  dhrop,  and  maybe  he'll  be  hurting  Miss  Feemy 
or  the  Captain.  Denis,  dear,"^her  husband 
came  in  the  room  just  then, — "  there's  a  ruction 
between  the  Captain  and  Mr,  Thady ;  in  God's 
name  go  and  bring  away  Miss  Feemy  1 " 

Ussher  and  Feemy  had  not  been  out  of  the 
house  many  minutes;  it  was  a  beautiful  mild 
moonlight  night  in  October,  and  as  the  girl  had 
said,  they  had  come  out  to  cool  themselves 
after  the  heat  and  noise  and  dirt  of  the  room 
in  which  they  had  been  dancing,  Myles  was 
in  one  of  his  best  humours ;  he  had  persuaded 
himself  that  he  had  no  real  danger  to  fear  from 
the  men  who,  as  he  was  told,  were  so  hostile 
to  him.  Feemy,  too,  had  looked  very  pretty 
and  nice,  and  had  not  contradicted  him ;  and 
whereas  what  Thady  had  drunk  had  made  hira 
cross,  Ussher  had  only  just  had  enough  to 
make  him  good-humoured.  Feemy  too  was 
very  happy  *^   she  had  contrwe^  Vo  ^^t^e.\^R.\ 
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brother's  croaking  and  Father  John's  warning, 
or  at  least  the  misery  which  they  had  occa- 
sioned her,  and  was  very  happy  in  Ussher's 
good-humour.  It  were  bootless  to  repeat  their 
conversation,  or  to  tell  how  often  it  was  inter- 
rupted by  some  unchided  caress  on  the  part  of 
Ussher.  Feemy,  however,  had  not  forgotten 
her  resolution,  and  was  bringing  up  all  her 
courage  to  make  some  gentle  hint  to  Myles 
on  the  subject  on  whici  she  had  promised 
Father  John  to  speak  to  him,  when  her  heart 
sunk  within  her,  on  hearing  her  brother's  voice 
calling  to  her  from  behind. 

"  Good  heaven,  Myles,  there's  Thadv  I  what 
can  he  be  wanting  here  ?" 

Ussher's  arm  fell  from  the  fair  girl's  waist 
as  he  answered,  "Never  fear,  dear,  don't  you 
speak  to  him ;  leave  him  to  me."  By  this  time, 
Thady  had  nearly  joined  them. 

"Is  that  you,  Feemy,  here  at  this  hour? 
What  the  d —  are  you  doing  there,  this  time 
of  night  ?  Here,  take  my  arm,  and  come  home ; 
it's  time  you  had  some  one  to  mind  you,  I'm 
thinking." 

Feemy  saw  that  her  brother  was  intoxicated, 
and  was  frightened ;  she  turned,  though  she  did 
not  take  his  arm,  and  Ussher  turned  too. 

"Your  sister's  not  alone,  Macdermot;  as 
I'm  with  her,  I  don't  think  you  have  much 
cause  to  fear,  because  she  is  about  a  mile  from 
Ballycloran." 

"  May  be,  Captain  Ussher,  you're  being  with 
her  mayn't  make  her  much  safer ;  at  any  rate, 
you'll  let  me  manage  my  own  affairs.  I  sup- 
pose  I  can  take  my  sisther  to  hex  owci  \\o\x\fc 
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without  yotir  interference,'*  and  he  took  hold 
of  his  sister's  arm,  as  if  to  drag  it  within  his 
own. 

"  Good  heavens,  Thady,  what  are  you  afther  ? 
shuie  an't  I  walking  with  you ;  don*t  be  dragging 

"  It  appears  to  me,  Macderraot,"  said  Ussher, 
"that  though  your  sister  was  in  want  of  no 
protector  before  you  came,  she  is  in  great  want 
of  one  now/' 

"  She  wanted  it  thin,  and  she  wants  it 
now,  and  will  do  as  long  as  she's  fool  enough 
to  put  herself  in  the  way  of  such  as  you; 
but,  by  G — -d,  as  long  as  I'm  with  her,  she 
shall  have  it  I "  and  he  dragged  her  along  by 
the  arm. 

'*  But,  Thady,"  said  the  poor  girl,  afraid  both 
of  her  brother  and  her  lover,  and  hardly  know- 
ing to  which  to  address  herself;  "but,  Thady, 
you're  hurting  me,  and  1*11  walk  with  you  quiet 
enough.  I  was  only  getting  a  little  cool  afiher 
the  dancing,  and  what's  the  great  harm  in 
that  ?  '* 

"  Well— there,"  and  he  let  her  go,  **  I'm  not 
hurting  you  now ;  it's  very  tender  you've  got  of 
a  sudden,  when  I  touch  you.  Captain  Ussher, 
if  you'll  plaze  to  go  on,  or  stay  behind,  I'll  be 
obliged,  for  I  want  to  spake  to  Feemy-  and 
there's  no  occasion  in  life  for  my  ihroubling  you 
to  hear  what  I've  to  say/' 

**  You  can  say  what  you  like,  Macdermot,  but 
I  shan't  leave  you ;  for  though  Feemy's  your 
sister,  you're  not  fit  to  guide  her,  or  yourself 
either,  for  you're  drunk.'* 

"And  there  you  lie,  Ca^Vam  \J^^Vke.T  I  ^ou 
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lie — that's  what  you're  used  to  i  but  it's  the  last 
of  your  lies  she*ll  hear." 

Ah  !  you're  drunk,"  reph'ed  Ussher,  **  besides, 

ou  know  I'd  not  notice  what  you'd  say  before 
your  sister;  if,  however,  you're  not  so  very 
drank  as  to  forget  what  youVe  called  me 
to-morrow  morning,   and   would   then   like  to 

epeat  it,  I'll  thrash  you  as  you  deserve," 

Then,  by  Jasus,  you'll  have  your  wish  1  you 

isked  me  to-night  if  I  had  a  mind  to  quarrel 
with  you,  and  now  I'll  tell  you,  if  I  find  you  at 
Ballycloran  schaming  agin,  you'll  find  me  ready 
and  willing  enough," 

"That's  where  you'll  find  me  to-morrow 
morning,  then,  for  111  certainly  come  to  ask 
your  sister  how  she  is,  after  the  brutal  manner 
you've   frightened   her    this  night;    and   then 

Kferhaps  you'll  have  the  goodness  to  tell  me 
rhat  you  mean  by  what  you  call  *  schaming.*" 
**  I'll  tell  you  now,  then ;  it's  schaming  to  be 
oming  with  your  lies  and  your  blarney  afther  a 
irl  like  Feemy,  only  maning  to  desave  her — it's 
chaming  to  go  about  humbugging  a  poor  silly 
owld  man  like  ray  father, — and  it's  the  higth  of 
schaming  and  blackguardness  to  pretend  to  be 
so  frindly  to  a  family,  when  you  know  you're 
maning  them  all  the  harum  in  your  power  to  do. 
But  you'll  find,  my  fine  Captain,  it  an't  quite  so 
asy  to  play  your  thricks  at  Ballycloran  as  you 
think,  though  we  are  so  poor," 

Feemy,  when  the  young  men  had  begun  to 
use  hard  words  to  one  another,  had  commenced 
trying,  and  was  now  sobbing  away  at  a  desperate 
ate. 
•*X>o/jYcfj5ft-ess  yourself,  Yeem^J^  ^\'^'V3^^'5a^ 
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*'your  brother  'U  be  more  himself  to-morrow 
morning;  he'll  be  sorry  for  what  he  has  said, 
then^ — and  if  he  is  so,  I  am  not  the  man  to 
remember  what  any  one  says  when  they've  taken 
a  little  too  much  punch." 

They  had  now  come  near  enough  to  Mrs, 
Mehan's  to  see  that  there  were  a  number  of 
people  outside  the  doon  As  soon  after  Thady*s 
departure  as  Denis  McGovery  and  the  rest  had 
been  able  to  make  up  their  minds  what  it  would 
be  the  best  to  do  in  the  emergency  of  the  case, 
Denis  and  his  wife  sallied  forth ;  the  former  to 
carry  home  whichever  of  the  combatants  might 
be  slaughtered  in  the  battle',  and  Mary  to  give 
to  Feemy  what  comfort  and  assistance  might  be 
in  her  power.  Pat  Brady  prudently  thought 
that  under  all  chcumstances  it  would  be  safest 
for  himself  to  remain  where  he  was.  The 
married  pair,  however,  bent  on  peace  if  possible, 
and  if  not,  on  assuaging  the  horrors  of  war,  had 
barely  got  into  the  road,  when  they  encountered 
Father  John  returning  to  the  wedding  party. 

**  Oh,  and  it*s  yer  rivcrence  is  welcome  agin 
this  blessed  evening.  God  be  praised  that  sent 
you,  for  it's  ycrself 'U  be  wanted,  I'm  afeard,  and 
that  immediately." 

It  was  some  time  before  the  priest  could  learn 
what  was  the  matter.  At  last  he  discovered 
that  Ussher  and  Feemy  had  gone  out  walking, 
— that  Thady  had  got  drunk,  and  had  gone  after 
them;  and  he  was  inquiring  whether  he  had 
gone  towards  Mohili,  or  towards  Ballycloran, 
which  none  of  ihem  knew,  when  the  three  came 
m  sight, 
Jh^atber  John  instantly  1^•a\ked  M^\.<:y  \)ci«m^^ss^ 
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if  he  had  learnt  it  from  nothing  else,  soon  dis- 
covered from  Feemy's  tears,  that  something  was 
the  matter. 

**  How  are  you,  Thady  ?  "  he  said,  putting  out 
his  hand  to  take  the  young  man's,  which  was 
given  with  apparent  reluctance;  "how  are 
you?  is  there  anything  wrong,  that  Feemy  is 
crying  so  ?  " 

"  Oh,  you  know,  Father  John,  there  is  a  d — d 
deal  wrong,  and  I've  jist  told  the  Captain  what 
it  is,  that's  all.  I'll  not  have  the  girl  humbugged 
any  longer,  that's  all'* 

"  There  must  be  a  great  deal  wrong,  Thady, 
when  you'd  curse  that  way  before  me." 

"  I  can't  be  picking  my  words  now,  for  priest 
or  parson." 

They  were  now  surrounded  by  the  whole 
crowd  out  of  the  house,  who  were  staring  and 
gaping,  and  absolutely  shocked  at  Thady^s 
impudence  to  his  friend  and  priest.  Feemy 
was  sobbing,  and  on  Ussher  oflfering  her  his 
arm  to  take  her  from  the  crowd,  took  it. 

"  By  G— d  ! "  exclaimed  Thady,  "  if  you  touch 
that  ruffian's  arm  again,  I'll  niver  call  you  sisther, 
or  shall  you  iver  call  me  brother ;  so  now  choose 
betwixt  us." 

Feemy  dropped  her  hand  from  Ussher's  arm, 
but  turning  to  the  priest,  she  said,  "  For  heaven's 
sake  take  him  away.  Father  John,  he's  drunk ! " 

"  Drunk  or  sober,  you  may  choose  now ;  it's 
either  me  or  him ;  but  if  you  disgrace  yourself, 
you  shall  not  disgrace  me  ! " 

Father  John  took  Feemy's  arm  on  his,  and 
teUing  the  people  to  go  back  to  their  daticin^^ 
laid  his  hand  on  Thady's  sVio\i\dei,  ^xjA^aA — 
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"  At  any  rate,  Thady,  come  a  little  out  of  this ; 
if  you  must  speak  to  your  sister  in  that  way, 
you  don^t  wish  all  the  parish  to  hear  what  you  Ye 
saying.'* 

"  What  matthers.  Father  John ;  what  matthers? 
Shure  they  Ve  all  heaid  too  much  already ; — 
don^t  they  all  say  she*s  the  blackguard's  mis- 
thress?" 

**  Oh,  Thadyj  how  can  you  repeat  that  word 
of  me  i* "  sobbed  the  poor  girl. 

<*  Wiy  did  you  let  them  say  it?  Why  don't 
you  tdll  the  man  that's  blackening  your  name 
while  he's  desaving  you,  to  be  laving  you  now, 
and  not  following  you  through  the  country  like 
a  curse  ?  ' 

By  this  lime  the  whole  party,  consisting  of 
Father  John,  the  two  young  men,  and  Feemy, 
were  walking  on  rapidly  towards  Ballycloran* 
Feemy  was  crying,  but  saying  nothing.  Ussher 
was  silent,  although  Thady  was  heaping  on  him 
every  term  of  abuse  he  could  think  of; — and 
Father  John  was  in  vain  attempting  to  moderate 
his  wrath.  Thus  they  continued  until  they 
came  to  the  avenue  leading  up  to  the  house, 
and  on  Ussher's  proceeding  with  them  through 
the  gate,  Thady  put  himself  in  the  ivay,  stopping 
him. 

**  You'll  not  come  a  step  in  here,  Captain,  if 
I  know  it  j  you  might  follow  us  along  the  road, 
for  1  couldn't  help  it, — but,  by  G — ^d,  you  don't 
come  in  here  i  " 

**  Nonsense,  man ;  do  you  think  I'll  stop  out 
for  a  drunken  roan's  riot?  let  me  pass/' 

*^Set  a  foot  in  here,  you  blackguard,  and  I'll 
stretch  you  t " 
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Thady  had  an  alpine  in  his  hand,  and  was 
preparing  to  strike  a  blow  at  the  Captain, 
exactly  on  the  spot  where  Keegan  had  struck 
him,  when  the  priest  pushed  his  buriy  body  in 
between  them*  *^ril  have  no  blows,  boys,  at 
any  rate  while  Vm  with  you;  put  your  stick 
down,  Thady,"  and  he  forced  the  young  man's 
stick  down  ;  **  run  np  to  the  house,  Feeray,  and 
get  to  bed ;  I'll  see  you  in  the  morning," 
Feemy,  however,  did  not  move.  "  Now,  Captain 
Ussher,  I  am  not  saying  a  word  on  the  matter, 
one  way  or  other,  for  I  don't  well  know  how  the 
quarrel  beganj— but  do  you  think  it's  well  to 
be  forcing  your  way  in  here,  when  the  master 
desires  you  not  ?  " 

**Bu^  Mr,  McGrath,  IVe  yet  to  learn  that 
this  drunken  fellow  is  master  here;  besides,  I 

ppose  it  is  not  a  part  of  his  project  to  rob  me 
f  my  horse,  which  is  in  his  father's  stable.*' 

Thady  was  at  length  persuaded  to  allow 
Ussher  to  go  to  the  stables  for  his  horse,  and 
the  Captain,  after  what  had  passed,  did  not  now 
wish  to  go  into  the  house.  He  was,  however, 
going  up  to  Feemy  to  shake  hands  with  her, 
when  the  priest  caught  him  by  the  arm,  saying — 

**  Why  would  you  anger  a  drunken  man,  and 
that,  too,  when  the  feeling  in  his  heart  is  right  ? 
m  tell  you  what,  Captain,  if  what  that  young 
man  fears  is  true,  you're  almost  as  much  worse 
than  him  as  vice  is  than  virtue.'* 

"  Spare  me  your  sermon  now,  Father  John  ; 
if  I  see  you  to-morrow  I'll  hear  it  in  patience," 
and  he  galloped  down  the  avenue. 

Thady  and  Feemy  went  into  the  house,  and 
we  hope  each  got  to  bed  withoMl  iMiXhet  ^Qft^^% 
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and  Father  John  walked  slowly  home,  thinking 
of  all  the  misery  he  saw  in  store  for  his  parish- 
ioners at  Ballycloran. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

DENIS  lir*GOVERY's   TIDINGS 
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As  soon  a^  he  had  finished  his  breakfast  on  the 
morning  after  the  night's  events  just  recorded, 
Father  John  took  his  hat  and  stick,  and  walked 
down  to  Drumsna^  still  charitably  intent  on 
finding  some  means  to  soften,  if  he  could  not 
avert,  the  storm  which  he  saw  must  follow  the 
scenes  he  had  witnessed  on  the  previous  evening. 
Ussher  would  have  considered  it  want  of  pluck 
to  stay  away  because  Thady  had  told  him  to  do 
so  j  Feemy  also  would  encourage  his  visits,  and 
would  lean  more  to  her  lover  than  her  brother — 
especially  as  her  father,  if  it  were  attempted  to 
make  him  aware  of  the  state  of  the  case,  would 
be  sure  to  take  Feemy*s  part.  Father  John  felt 
it  would  be  impossible  to  induce  the  old  man 
to  desire  Ussher  to  discontinue  his  visits,  and 
he  was  confident  that  unless  he  did  so,  the 
Captain  would  take  advantage  of  the  unfortunate 
state  of  affairs  at  Ballycloran,  and  consider 
himself  as  an  invited  guest,  in  spite  of  the  efforts 
Thady  might  make  to  induce  him  to  leave  it* 
But  what  the  priest  most  feared  was,  that  the 
unfortunate  girl  would  be  induced  to  go  off  with 
her  lover,  who  he  knew  under  such  circumstances 
wouJd  never  many  her  ;  and  \i\a  ^te&^tv!L  o\iV3:X 
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was  to  take  her  out  of  the  way  of  such  tempta- 
tion. Father  John  gave  Feemy  credit  for 
principles  and  feelings  sufficiently  high  to  pre- 
vent her  from  falling  immediately  into  vice,  but 
he  at  the  same  time  feared,  that  with  the  strong 
influence  Ussher  had  over  her,  he  might  easily 
persuade  her  to  leave  her  home,  partly  by  pro- 
mising at  some  early  time  to  marry  her,  and 
partly  by  threatening  her  with  desertion.  He 
thought  that  if  she  were  at  present  domiciled  at 
Mrs.  McKeon*s,  Ussher  might  then  be  brought 
to  hear  reason,  and  be  made  to  understand  that 
if  be  was  not  contented  to  propose  for  and 
marry  Feemy,  in  a  proper  decent  manner,  he 
must  altogether  drop  her  acquaintance. 

He  was  not  far  wrong  in  the  estimate  he 
formed  of  both  their  characters.  Though  Ussher 
loved  Feemy,  perhaps  as  well  as  he  was  ever 
likely  to  love  any  woman,  circumstances  might 
easily  have  induced  him  to  give  her  up.  It 
was  the  impediments  in  the  way,  and  the  opposi- 
tion he  now  met  with,  which  would  give  the 
aflfeiir  a  fresh  interest  in  his  eyes.  He  certainly 
did  not  intend  to  marry  the  poor  girl ;  had  she 
had  sufficient  tact,  she  might,  perhaps,  have 
persuaded  him  to  do  so ;  but  her  fervent  love 
and  perfect  confidence,  though  very  gratif)ring 
to  his  vanity,  did  not  inspire  him  with  that 
feeling  of  respect  which  any  man  would  wish  to 
have  for  the  girl  he  was  going  to  marry,  I  do 
not  say  that  his  premeditated  object  had  been 
to  persuade  her  to  leave  her  home,  but  Father 
John  was  not  far  wrong  in  fearing,  that  unless 
steps  were  taken  to  prevent  it,  it  would  be  the 
most  pTohable  termination  of  the  wYvoVe  ^S^m^ 
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With  regard  to  Feemy,  be  was  quite  right  in 
thinking  that  her  love  of  Ussher  was  strong 
enough  to  induce  her  to  take  almost  any  step 
that  he  might  desire  ;  and  that  that  love,  joined 
lo  her  own  obstinacy  and  determined  resistance 
to  the  advice  of  those  to  whom  she  should  have 
listened,  was  such  as  to  render  it  most  unlikely 
that  she  should  be  induced  to  give  him  up;  but 
though  he  so  well  understood  the  weakness  of 
her  character,  he  was  not  aware  of,  for  he  had 
had  no  opportunity  of  trying,  its  strength. 

As  long  as  Feemy  had  her  own  way,  as  at  the 
present  time  she  had,  she  woold,  as  we  have 
seen,  yield  entirely  to  her  strong  love  ;  but  this 
was  not  all;  had  circumstances  enabled  her 
friends  to  remove  her  entirely  out  of  Ussher's 
way,  and  had  they  done  so,  her  love  would  have 
remained  the  same ;  her  passion  was  so  strong> 
that  it  could  not  be  weakened  or  strengthened 
by  absence  or  opposition.  When  Father  John 
calculated  that  by  good  management  Ussher 
might  be  brought  to  relinquish  Feemy,  he  was 
right,  but  he  was  far  from  right,  when  he  thought 
that  Feemy  could  be  taught  to  forget  him. 
She  literally  cared  for  no  one  but  him ;  her  life 
had  been  so  dull  before  she  knew  him,  and  so 
full  of  interest  since — he  so  nearly  came  up  to 
her  beau  ideal  of  what  a  man  should  be,  for  she 
had  seen,  or  at  any  rate  had  known,  no  better 
— he  so  greatly  excelled  her  brother  and  father, 
and  was  so  much  better  looking  than  young 
Cassidy,  and  so  much  more  spirited  than  Frank 
McKeon,  that  to  her  young  heart  he  was  all 
j>erfection. 

5Ae  Md  lately  been  vexed,  loimexd,^  «jid 


[ 


* 


Denis  McGovery's  Tidings    2^ 


even  frightened;  but  her  fear  was  merely  that 
Ussher  did  not  love  her  as  she  did  him — that 
he  might  be  made  to  leave  her;  and  she  was 
learning  to  hate  her  brother  for  opposing,  as  she 
would  have  said,  the  only  source  of  her  happi- 
ness. As  to  being  induced  by  prudence  or 
propriety  to  be  cool  to  her  lover — as  to  taking 
the  first  step  herself  towards  making  a  breach 
between  them — nothing  that  her  brother  or  the 
priest  had  said,  nothing  that  they  could  ever  say, 
could  either  make  her  think  of  doing  so,  or 
think  that  it  could  be  advisable,  or  m  any  way 
proper,  that  she  should  do  so.  Per  this  strong 
feeUng  Father  John  did  not  give  our  heroine 
credit ;  but  he  still  felt  that  she  was  headstrong 
enough  to  make  it  a  very  difficult  task  for  him 
to  manage  her  in  any  way.  But  as  his  charity 
was  unbounded,  so  were  his  ^eal  and  courage 
great. 

His  present  plan  was  to  induce  his  friend, 

Mrs.  McKeon,  to  ask  Feemy  to  come  over  and 

spend  some  time  with  her  and  her  daughters 

X  Drumsna.     There  were  difficulties   in  this ; 

for,  in  the  first  place,  although  Feemy  and  the 

iss  McKeons  had  been  very  good  friends, 
still  the  reports  which  had  lately  been  afloat, 
both  about  her  and  the  affairs  of  her  family, 
might  make  Mrs.  McKeon,  a  prudent  woman, 
unwilling  to  comply  with  the  priest's  wishes — 
though  indeed  it  was  not  often  that  she  con- 
tradicted him  in  anything;  then,  after  he  had 
talked  Mrs.  McKeon  over^  when  he  had  aroused 
her  charitable  feelings  and  excited  the  good 
nature,  which,  to  tell  the  truth,  was  never  very 
dormsmt  in  her  bosom,  he  had  th^  moi^  ^!t^o^ 
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task  of  persuading  Feemy  to  accept  the  invita- 
tion. Not  that  under  ordinary  circumstances 
she  would  not  be  willing  enough  to  go  to  Mrs. 
McKeon's,  but  at  present  she  would  be  likely 
to  suspect  a  double  meaning  in  everything. 
Father  John  bad  already  mentioned  Mrs. 
McKeon's  name  to  her,  in  reference  to  her 
attachment  to  Ussher;  and  it  was  more  than 
probable  that  if  he  now  brought  her  an  invita- 
tion from  that  lady,  she  would  perceive  that  the 
object  was  to  separate  her  from  her  lover,  and 
that  she  would  obstinately  persist  in  remaining 
at  Ballycloran, 

As  Father  John  was  entering  Drumsna,  be 
met  his  curate,  Cullen,  and  McGovery,  who, 
considering  that  he  had  only  been  married  the 
evening  before,  and  that  if  he  had  not  been 
dancing  himself,  he  had  beeu  kept  up  by  his 
guests  doing  so  till  four  or  five  in  the  morning, 
had  left  his  bride  rather  early  ;  for,  according  to 
custom,  he  bad  slept  the  tirst  night  after  his 
wedding  at  his  wife's  house,  and,  though  it  was 
only  ten  o'clock,  he  had  been  on  a  visit  to 
Father  Cullen,  with  whom  he  was  now  eagerly 
talking. 

On  the  previous  evening,  when  feigning  to 
be  asleep,  he  had  managed  to  overhear  a  small 
portion  of  what  had  passed  bet^veen  Thady,  Joe 
Reynolds,  and  the  rest ;  but  what  he  had  over- 
heard had  reference  solely  to  Keegan  ;  for  when 
ihey  began  to  speak  of  Ussher,  everything  had 
been  said  in  so  low  a  voice,  that  he  had  been 
unable  to  comprehend  a  word.  He  had  con- 
trived, however,  to  pick  up  something,  in  which 
£AJIydoraUf  rents,  Keegan^  2xA  a.\io^-VMa\e.  ^r^x^ 
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introduced  in  marvellous  close  connection,  and 
he  was  not  slow  in  coming  to  the  determination 
that  he  had  been  wrong  when  he  fancied  that 
Ussher  was  the  object  against  whom  plots  were 
being  formed,  and  that  Keegan  was  the  doomed 
man ;  but  what  was  worse  still,  he  was  led  to 
imagine  that  the  perpetrators  of  Mr.  Keegan's 
future  watery  grave  were  instigated  by  young 
Macdermot !  He  was  well  aware  that  Flannelly 
and  Keegan,  for  they  were '  all  one,  had  the 
greater  portion  of  the  rents  out  of  Ballycloran, 
and  he  now  plainly  saw  that  the  more  active 
of  this  firm  was  to  be  made  away  with,  while 
collecting,  or  attempting  to  collect,  the  rent 

Denis  was  puzzled  as  to  what  he  should  do ; 
his  conscience  would  not  allow  the  man  to  be 
murdered  without  his  interference;  he  had  no 
great  love  for  Mr.  Keegan,  and  his  sympathies 
were  not  more  strongly  excited  than  they  had 
been  when  he  thought  Ussher  was  to  be  the 
victim.  Should  he  tell  Mr.  Keegan  ?  that  would 
be  setting  the  devil  in  arms  against  his  wife's 
brother — against  his  wife's  brother's  master — 
and  against  his  wife's  brother's  master's  tenants ; 
this  was  too  near  cutting  his  own  throat,  to  be 
a  line  of  action  agreeable  to  Denis.  Then  it 
occurred  to  him  to  have  recourse  again  to 
Father  John :  but  Father  John  had  made  light 
of  his  former  warning.  Besides,  the  fact  of  his 
having  been  wrong  in  his  last  surmises,  would 
have  thrown  stronger  doubts  on  those  he  now 
entertained.  Father  John  too  was  always 
quizzing  him,  and  Denis  did  not  like  to  be 
quizzed.  After  much  consideration,  McGoverj 
resolved  to  go  to  Father  Cuften,  wvi  ^•ssX'syafc 
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his  secret  to  him;  Father  Cullen  was  a  modest, 
steady  man,  who  would  neither  make  light  of,  or 
ridicule  what  he  heard ;  and  if  after  that  Keegan 
was  drowned  in  a  bog-hole,  it  would  be  entirely 
off  Denis's  conscience* 

When  Father  John  met  the  pair,  they  had 
just  been  discussing  the  subject ;  Cullen  was  far 
from  making  light  of  it ;  for,  in  the  first  place, 
he  believed  every  word  McGovery  told  him,  and 
in  the  next,  he  was  shocked,  and  greatly  grieved, 
that  one  of  his  own  pari^^hioners,  and  one  also 
of  the  most  respectable  of  them,  should  be 
concerned  in  such  a  business :  he  felt  towards 
Keegan  all  the  abhorrence  which  a  very  bigoted 
and  ignorant  Roman  Catholic  could  feel  towards 
a  Protestant  convert,  but  he  would  have  done 
anything  to  prevent  his  meeting  his  death  by 
the  hands,  or  with  the  conEivance,  of  Thady 
Macdermot. 

As  soon  as  Cullen  had  heard  McGovery's 
statement^ — which,  by-the-by,  had  been  made 
without  any  reference  to  his  previous  statement 
to  Father  John,  or  his  warning  to  Captaia 
Ussher — he  determined  to  tell  it  all  to  the 
parish  priest,  and  to  take  McGovery  with  him. 
This  plan  did  not,  however,  suit  Denis  at  all, 
and  he  used  all  his  eloquence  to  persuade  Father 
Cullen,  that  if  he  told  Mr.  McGrath  at  all,  he, 
Denis,  had  better  not  make  one  of  the  party ; 
and  he  was  at  the  moment  considering  what 
excuse  he  could  give  for  refusing  to  go  into  the 
priest* s  cottage,  when  they  met  Father  John  on 
the  road  coming  into  Drumsna* 

Deuis  was  greatly  disconcerted, — but  Cullen, 
faU  of  bis  newSf  and  as  eagei  Vo  eommMttk^^&XA  vt 
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as  if  it  had  been  arranged  definitely  that  Kee- 
gan  was  to  be  put  into  the  bog-hole  at  noon 
precisely,  was  very  glad  to  see  him,  and  in- 
stantly opened  his  budget. 

"  I*m  very  glad  to  meet  you  this  morning, 
Mr.  McGrath,"  he  began,  "  and  it's  well  since 
you're  out  so  early,  that  it's  not  the  other  way 
you  went, — for  I'd  been  greatly  bothered  if  I 
hadn't  found  you." 

"  But  here  I  am,  you  see, — and  if  it  was  only 
afler  me  you  were  going,  I  suppose  you  can 
turn,  for  I'm  going  to  Drumsna." 

"  Oh,  to  be  sure  I  can ;  don't  you  be  going, 
Denis  McGovery."  Denis  had  taken  off  his  hat, 
and  muttering  something  about  his  wife,  and 
"  good  morning,  yer  riverence,"  was  decamping 
towards  Ballycloran. 

*'  Why,  man,"  said  Father  John,  "  what  busi- 
ness have  you  so  far  from  your  wife  at  this  hour 
of  the  morning,  after  your  wedding  ?  Have  you 
been  to  take  the  two  pigs  home  ?  " 

"  He,  he.  Father  John,  you'll  niver  have  done 
with  them  pigs  ! — But  the  wife'll  be  waiting  for 
me,  and,  as  yer  riverence  says,  I  mustn't  be 
baulking  her  the  first  morning. " 

"  Stay  a  while, — as  you've  come  so  far  without 
her,  you  can  stop  a  moment." 

"  Oh  yes,"  said  Cullen,  "  wait  till  you've  told 
Mr.  McGrath  what  you  told  me." 

Denis  was  unwillingly  obliged  to  remain,  and 
repeat  to  Father  John  the  whole  story  he  had 
told  Cullen.  Though  he  could  hardly  tell  why 
himself,  he  softened  down  a  little  the  strong 
assurance  he  had  given  Cullen  that  Thady  him- 
self liad  been  urging  the  boys  lo  TatliLe  ^^r^"^ 
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with  Keegan.  Father  John  h'stened  to  all  in 
silence,  till  Denis  ended  by  wishing  "  that  the 
two  young  men  got  home  safe  last  night,  and 
that  there  war  nothing  worse  nor  harder  than 
words  betwixt  them/' 

"  Get  home  safe,  you  fool  1 "  answered  Father 
John,  "and  why  wouldn't  they?— don't  you 
know  the  difference  yet,  between  a  few  foolish 
words,  said  half  in  fun,  and  a  quarrel?  To  be 
sure  they  got  home  safe ; — ^and  let  me  tell  you, 
Penis,  for  a  sensible  fellow  as  you  pretend  to 
be,  you*d  be  a  deal  better  employed  minding 
your  business,  than  thinking  of  other  people's 
quarrels,  or  trying  to  pick  up  stories  of  murders, 
and  heaven  knows  what — filling  your  own  mind 
and  other  people's  too  with  foolish  fears,  for 
which  there  are  no  grounds.  And  now,  if  you'd 
take  my  advice,  you'll  go  home,  and  leave  your 
betters  to  take  care  of  themselves,  for  youUI  find 
it  quite  enough  to  take  care  of  yourself; — -and 
mind,  McGovery,  if  I  find  this  cock  and  bull 
story  of  yours  gets  through  the  country,  so  as 
to  reach  Mr.  Reegan's  ears,  or  to  annoy  Mr. 
Macdermot,  I  shall  know  where  it  came  from ; 
and  perhaps  youVe  not  aware,  that  a  person 
inventing  such  a  story  as  youVe  been  telling 
Mr.  Cullen,  might  soon  find  himself  in  Carrick 
GaoL" 

It  would  be  impossible  to  say  whether  Cullen 
was  most  astonished,  or  McGovery  disconcerted, 
by  Father  John's  address. 

"But,"  began  Cullen,  "if  the  man  really 
heard  the  plan  proposed,  Mr,  McGrath,  and  if 

Mr*  Thady  was  one  of  them ** 

^'AJi,  nonsense^  Cullen,'* 
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'*But  I  haven't  invented  a  word,  Father^^^ver 
said  McGovery;  "I  heard  it  every  word; HJj 
shure,  afther  hearing  it  all  with  my  own  ea^ 
was  I  to  let  the  man  be  shot  into  a  bog-hole,  ^ 
without  saying  a  word  to  no  one  about  it,  Father 
John?" 

"  Ah,  you're  a  nice  boy>  Denis, — ^and  why  did 
you  pass  my  gate  to  come  all  the  way  down  to 
Father  CuUen,  to  tell  him  the  dreadful  tale? 
why  didn't  you  come  to  me,  eh — when  you 
knew,  not  only  that  I  was  nearer  you  than  Mr. 
CuUen^  but  al^o  nearer  to  the  place  where  all 
this  was  to  happen?" 

"  Why  then,  Father  John,  not  to  tell  you  a 
lie,  it  is  because  you  do  be  going  on  with  your 
gagging  at  me  so." 

"  Nonsense,  man ; — ^how  can  you  say  you  are 
not  going  to  lie,  when  you  know  you've  a  lie  in 
your  mouth  at  the  moment." 

"Sorrow  a  lie  is  there  in  it  at  all.  Father 
John, — I  wish  the  tongue  of  me  had  been 
blistered  this  morning,  before  I  said  a  word 
of  it." 

"  I  wish  it  had  been.  Why,  Cullen,  it  was 
only  last  night  that  he  wanted  to  persuade  me 
that  a  lot  of  boys  were  to  meet  at  the  place 
where  he  was  married,  to  agree  to  murder 
Ussher;  and  to  hear  the  man,  you'd  think  it 
was  all  arranged,  who  was  to  strike  the  blow 
and  all ;  and  now  here  he  is  with  you,  with  a 
similar  story  about  Keegan  !  He  was  afraid  to 
come  to  me,  because  he  knew  he'd  half  hum- 
bugged me  with  his  other  story  last  night."- 

"  But  I  tell  you,  Father  John,  I  Ici^^xd  \\.  ^ 
with  my  own  ears  this  time •" 


\ 
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^!     ^  nd  I  tell  you,  you  were  dreaming.     Do 
^^^5  think  yoii*d  make  me  believe  that  such  a 
>^oung  gentleman  as   Mn   Thady  would   turn 
^  murderer  all  of  a  sudden  ?     Now  go  home,  and 
take  my  advice  \  if  you  don't  want  to  find  your- 
self in  a  worse  scrape  than  Captain  Ussher,  or 
Mr,  Keegaoj  don't  repeat  such  a  tale  as  that  to 
any  one." 

McGovery  sneaked  off  with  his  tail,  allego- 
rically  speaking,  between  his  legs.  He  didn't 
exactly  know  what  to  make  of  it ;  for  though, 
as  has  been  before  said^  he  did  not  wish  on  this 
occasion  to  make  Father  John  the  depositary 
of  his  fears,  he  did  not  expect  even  from  him 
to  meet  with  such  total  discomfiture.  He  con- 
soled himself,  however,  with  the  recollection 
that  if  anything  did  happen  now,  either  to  the 
revenue  officer  or  the  attorney, — ^and  he  almost 
hoped  there  would, — he  could  fairly  say  that  he 
had  given  warning  and  premonitory  tidings  of 
it  to  the  parish  priests,  which,  if  attended  to, 
might  have  prevented  all  harm.  With  this  com- 
fortable feeling,  to  atone  for  Father  John's 
displeasure,  and  now  not  quite  sure  whether 
he  had  overheard  any  allusion  last  night  to 
Keegan  and  a  bog-hole  or  not,  he  returned  to 
his  wife. 

As  soon  as  he  was  gone,  Cullen,  as  much 
surprised  as  McGovery  at  the  manner  in  w^hich 
Father  John  had  received  the  story,  asked  him 
if  he  thought  it  was  all  a  lie. 

**  Perhaps  not  all  a  lie,'*  answered  the  priest  j 
'^  perhaps  he  heard  something  about  Keegan — 
not  very  Mattering  to  the  attorney  \  no  doubt 
Thady  was  asking  the  boys  aboux,  iV^e  x^twV^  ^:ek^ 
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threatening  them  with  Keegan  as  a  receiver 
over  the  property,  or  something  of  that  sort ; 
and  very  likely  one  of  those  boys  from  Drum- 
Icesh  said  something  about  a  bog-hole,  which 
may  be  Thady  didn't  i:eprove  as  he  ought  to 
have  done.  IVe  no  doubt  it  all  came  about  in 
that  way, — but  that  fellow  with  his  tales  and 
his  stories,  will  get  his  ears  cut.  off  some  of 
these  days,  and  serve  him  right.  Why,  he 
wanted  yesterday  to  make  me  believe  that 
these  fellows  who  are  to  drown  Keegan  this 
morning  were  to  shoot  Ussher  last  night !  He's 
just  the  fellow  to  do  more  harm  in  the  country 
than  all  the  stills,  if  he  were  listened  to. — Well, 
CuUen,  good  day,  I'm  going  into  Mr.  McKeon's 
here ;  "-r-and  Cullen  went  aWay  quite,  satisfied 
with  Father  John's  view  of  the  affair. 

Not  so  Father  John.  For  Thad/s  sake — to 
screen  his  character,  and  because  he  did  not 
think  there  was  any  immediate  danger — he  had 
given  the  affair  the  turn  which  it  had  just  taken; 
but  he  himself  feared — more  than  feared — felt 
sure  that  there  was  too  much  truth  in  what  the 
man  had  said.  Thady's  imusual  intoxication 
last  night — his  brutal  conduct  to  his  sister — to 
Ussher,.  and  to  himself— the  men  with  whom 
he  had  been .  drinking — his  own  knowledge  of 
the  feeling  the  young  man  entertained  towards 
Keegan,  and  the  hatred  the  tenants  felt  for  the 
attorney — ^all  these  things  conspired  to  convince 
Father  John  that  McGovery  had  too  surely 
overheard  a  conversation,  which,  if  repeated  to 
Keegan,  might  probably,  considering  how  many 
had  been  present  at  it,  give  him  a  des^^t^.t^ 
bold  over  young  Macdermot,  y/Yv\c\i  Yv^  ^o\\^ 
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not  fail  to  use,  either  by  frightening  him  into 
measures  destructive  to  the  property,  or  by  pro* 
ceeding  criminally  against  him.  Father  John 
was  not  on!y  greatly  grieved  that  such  a  meeting 
should  have  been  held,  with  reference  to  its 
immediate  consequences,  but  he  was  shocked 
that  Thady  should  so  far  have  forgotten  himself 
and  his  duty  as  to  have  attended  it.  But  with 
the  unceasing  charity  which  made  the  great 
beauty  of  Father  John's  character,  he,  in  his 
heart,  instantly  made  allowances  for  him;  he 
remembered  all  his  distress  and  misery — his 
want  of  friends^ — his  grief  for  his  sister — his 
continued  attempts  and  continued  inability  to 
relieve  his  father  from  his  difficulties;  and  he 
determined  to  endeavour  to  screen  him. 

His  success  with  McGovery,  whom  he  had 
made  to  disbelieve  his  own  senses,  and  with 
Cullen,  who  was  ready  enough  to  take  his 
superior's  views  in  any  secular  affair,  had  been 
complete ;  and  he  did  not  think  that  either 
would  now  be  likely  to  repeat  the  story  in  a 
manner  that  would  do  any  injury*  We  shall, 
in  a  short  time,  see  what  steps  he  took  in  the 
matter  with  Thady  himself.  In  the  mean  while, 
we  will  follow  him  into  Mrs.  McKeon's  house, 
at  whose  door  he  had  now  arrived. 
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CHAPTER  XV 

THE  M*KEONS 

When  Father  John  opened  the  wicket  gate 
leading  into  the  small  garden  which  separated 
Mrs.  McKeon's  house  from  the  street,  he  saw 
her  husband  standing  in  the  open  door-way, 
ruminating.  Mr.  McKeon  was  said  to  be  a 
comfortable  man,  and  he  looked  to  be  so ;  he 
was  something  between  forty-five  and  fifty, 
about  six  feet  two  high,  with  a  good-humoured 
red  face.  He  was  inclined  to  be  corpulent, 
and  would  no  doubt  have  followed  his  inclina- 
tion had  he  not  accustomed  himself  to  continual 
bodily  activity.  He  was  a  great  eater,  and  a 
very  great  drinker ;  it  is  said  he  could  put  any 
man  in  Connaught  under  the  table,  and  carry 
himself  to  bed  sober.  At  any  rate,  he  was  never 
seen  drunk,  and  it  was  known  that  he  had  often 
taken  fifteen  tumblers  of  punch  after  dinner, 
and  rumour  told  of  certain  times  when  he  had 
made  up  and  exceeded  the  score. 

He  was  comfortable  in  means  as  well  as  in 
appearance.  Though  Mr.  McKeon  had  no 
property  of  his  own,  he  was  much  better  off 
than  many  around  him  that  had.  He  had  a 
large  farm  on  a  profitable  lease ;  he  underlet  a 
good  deal  of  land  by  con-acre,  or  corn-acre ; — 
few  of  my  English  readers  will  understand  the 
complicated  misery  to  the  poorest  of  the  Irish 
which  this  accursed  word  embraces ; — he  took 
contracts  for  making  and  repairing  toads  axA 
bridges;  and,  altogether,  he  coutme^  \.o  X\n^ 
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very  well  on  his  ways  arid  means.  Although  a 
very  hard-working  man  he  was  a  bit  of  a  sports- 
man, and  usually  kept  one  or  two  well-trained 
horses,  which,  as  he  was  too  hea\y  to  ride  them 
himself,  he  was  always  willing,  and  usually  able, 
to  sell  at  remunerating  prices.  He  was  con- 
sidered a  very  good  hand  at  a  handicap,  and 
understood  well — no  one  better — the  dangerous 
mysteries  of  **  knocking*"  He  was  sure  to  have 
some  animal  to  nin  at  the  different  steeple-chases 

I  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  it  was  generally  sup- 
posed, that  even  when  not  winning  his  race, 
Tony  McKeon  seldom  lost  much  by  attending 
the  meeting.  There  was  now  going  to  be  a 
steeple-chase  at  Carrick-on-Shannon  in  a  few 
days,  and  McKeon  was  much  intent  on  bringing 
his  mare,  Playful, — a  wicked  devil,  within  twenty 
yards  of  whom  no  one  bat  himself  and  groom 
could  come,^ — into  the  field  in  fine  order  and 
condition.  In  addition  to  this,  Mn  McKeon 
was  a  very  hospitable  man,  his  only  failing  in 
that  respect  being  his  firm  determination  and 
usual  practice  to  make  every  man  that  dined 
with  him  drunk.  He  was  honest  in  ever>' thing, 
barring  horse-flesh ;  was  a  good  Catholic,  and 
very  fond  of  his  daughters — Louey  and  Lydia, 
His  wife  was  a  kind,  good,  easy  creature,  fond 
of  the  world  and  the  world's  goods,  and  yet  not 
selfish  or  niggardly  with  those  with  which  she 
was  blessed.  She  was  sufficiently  contented 
with  her  husband,  whose  friends  never  came 
out  of  the  dining-room  after  dinner,  and  there- 
fore did  not  annoy  her;  she  looked  on  his 
foibles  with  a  lenient  eye,  for  she  had  been 

accastomed  to  such  all  lier  Wie  ,  sxv^  ^\vco.  ^^ 
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heard  he  had  parted  witli  her  car  in  a  handicap, 
or  had  lost  her  two  fat  pigs  in  a  knock,  she  bore 
it  with  great  good-humour.  She  was  always 
willing  to  procure  amusement  for  her  daughters, 
and  was  beginning  to  feel  anxious  to  get  them 
husbands;  she  was  a  good  neighbour,  and  if 
she  had  a  strong  feeling  at  all,  it  was  her  par- 
tiality for  Father  John.  Her  daughters  had 
nothing  very  remarkable  about  them  to  recom- 
mend them  to  our  attention:  they  were  both 
rather  pretty,  tolerably  well  educated,  to  the 
extent  of  a  two  years'  sojourn  in  a  convent  in 
SUgo ;  were  both  very  fond  of  novels,  dancing, 
ribbons  and  potato  cakes;  and  both  thought 
that  to  dance  at  a  race-ball  with  an  officer  in  his 
regimentals  was  the  most  supreme  terrestrial 
blessing  of  which  their  lot  was  susceptible. 

We  have,  however,  kept  the  father  too  long 
standing  at  his  own  door,  while  we  have  been 
describing  his  family. 

"Well,  Father  John,"  said  McKeon,  «how 
are  you  this  morning?  " 

"Why,  then,  as  luckily  I  didn't  dine  with 
you,  Mn  McKeon,  I'm  pretty  much  as  I  usually 
am, — ^and,  thank  God,  that's  well.  I'm  told  you 
had  those  poor  fellows  that  were  with  you  last 
night,  laid  on  a  mattress,  and  that  you  sent 
them  home  that  way  to  Carrick  on  a  country 
car,  and  that  they  couldn't  move,  leaving  this  at 
six  this  morning." 

"  Oh,  nonsense.  Father  John !  who  was  telling 
you  them  lies  ?  " 

"  But  wasn't  it  true  ?  Didn't  they  go  home  on 
one  of  the  cars  off  the  farm,  and  y.ouw^  MxOfta.'^X 
driving  them,  and  they  on  a  mallx^s^f '^ 
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"And  sure.  Father  John,  you  wouldn't  have 
had  me  let  them  walk  home  to  Carrick  after 
dinner?" 

"  They  were  little  fit  for  walking,  I  believe ; 
why,  they  coulda^t  so  much  as  sit  up  in  the  car. 
Will  you  never  have  done,  Mr,  McKeon ;  don't 
you  know  the  sin  of  drunkenness  ?  • ' 

"  The  sin  of  drunkenness !  me  know  it  I 
Indeed  I  don't  then.  When  did  you  ever  see 
me  drunk?  Come,  which  was  a  case  last, 
Father  John — you  or  I  ?  " 

"  God  forgive  me,  but  I  believe  some  boys 
did  make  me  rather  tipsy  the  first  day  I  ever 
was  in  France  ;  and  my  head  should  have  been 
full  of  other  things  j  and  I  believe  if  you  were  to 
swim  in  punch  it  wouldn't  hurt  you ;  but  you  know 
as  well  as  I  can  tell  you,  it's  worse  for  you  to  be 
making  others  drink  so  much  who  can't  bear  jt 
as  you  can,  than  if  you  were  hurting  yourself,** 

"And  you  know,  as  well  as  I  can  tell  you, 
that  yourself  would  be  the  last  man  to  take  the 
whiskey  oflf  the  table,  as  long  as  the  lads  that 
were  with  you  chose  to  be  drinking  it;  and  I 
think  when  I  sent  them  boys  off  to  Carrick  as 
comfortably  asleep  as  if  they  were  in  bed,  so 
that  they  wouldn't  be  too  late  at  business  this 
morning,  I  acted  by  them  as  I'd  wish  anybody 
to  act  by  me  if  I  had  an  accident ;  and  if  that 
an't  being  a  good  Christian,  1  don't  know  what 
is.  So  lave  off  preaching,  Father  John,  and" 
come  round  to  the  stables,  till  I  show  you  the 
mare  that'll  win  at  Carrick  ;  at  least,  it'll  be  a 
very  good  nag  that'll  take  the  shine  out  of  her." 

"I  hopQ  you'll  win,  Mr,  McKeon,  in  spite 
of  your  viUany  in  makm^  iVvos^  ^qmw^  Allows 
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drunk.  But  I'll  not  look  at  the  mare  just  at 
present ;  more  by  token  I'm  told  she's  not  very 
civil  to  morning  visitors." 

"  Arrah,  nonsense,  man  !  she's  as  quiet  a  mare 
as  ever  went  over  a  fence,  when  she's  well 
handled." 

"  But  you  see  I  can't  handle  her  well ;  and  as 
I  want  to  see  the  good  woman  that  owns  you, 
if  you  please,  I'll  go  into  the  house  instead  of 
into  the  stable." 

"  Well,  every  man  to  his  choice ;  and  I'll  see 
Playful  get  her  gallop.  But  I  tell  you  what, 
Father  John,  if  you  don't  mind  what  you're 
after  with  Mrs.  McKeon,  I'll  treat  you  a  deal 
worse  than  I  did  those  two  fellows  I  sent  home 
to  Carrick  on  a  mattress." 

So  Mr.  McKeon  walked  off  to  superintend 
the  training  of  his  mare;  and  the  priest,  in 
spite  of  the  marital  caution  he  had  received, 
walked  into  the  dining-room,  where  he  knew 
that  at  that  hour  he  should  probably  find  the 
mother  and  daughters  surrounded  by  their 
household  cares. 

When  the  usual  greetings  were  over,  and 
the  two  girls  had  asked  all  the  particulars  of 
Mary  Brady's  wedding,  and  Mrs.  McKeon  had 
got  through  her  usual  gossip,  Father  John  warily 
began  the  subject  respecting  which  he  was  so 
anxious  to  rouse  his  friend's  soft  sympathies. 

Mrs.  McKeon  had  gone  so  far  herself  as  to 
ask  him  whether  anything  had  been  settled  yet 
at  Ballycloran,  about  Ussher,  and  whether  he 
thought  that  the  young  man  really  intended  to 
marry  the  girl. 

The  way  this  question  was  asted^  vias  ^.  ^^^\. 
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damper  to  Father  John's  hopes.  If  there  had 
been  any  kindly  feelings  towards  poor  Feemy 
at  the  moment  in  her  breast,  she  would  have 
called  her  by  her  name,  and  not  spoken  of  her 
as  "  the  girl ; "  it  showed  that  Mrs.  McKeon 
was  losing,  or  had  lost,  whatever  good  opinion 
she  might  ever  have  had  of  Feemy  :  and  when 
Lotiey  ill-naturedly  added,  *' Oh  laws] — not  he 
— the  man  never  thought  of  her/*  Father  John 
felt  sure  that  there  was  a  slight  feeling  of  triumph 
among  the  female  McKeons  at  the  idea  of 
Feemy's  losing  tlie  lover  of  whom,  perhaps,  she 
had  been  somewhat  too  proud. 

Still,  however,  he  did  not  despair  j  he  knew 
that  if  they  spoke  with  ill-nature,  it  arose  from 
thoughtlessness — and  that  it  was,  at  any  rate 
with  the  mother,  only  necessary  to  point  out  to 
her  the  benefit  she  could  confer,  to  arouse  a 
kindly  feeling  within  her. 

**  I  think  you're  wrong  there,  Miss  Louey," 
said  Father  John ;  "  I  think  he  not  only  did 
think  of  her — but  does  think  of  her ;  and  Til 
tell  you  what  I  know,  that  if  Feemy  Macdermot 
had  the  great  blessing  which  you  have,  and  that 
is  a  kind,  good,  careful  mother  to  the  fore,  she'd 
have  been  married  to  him  before  this." 

**  But,  Father  John,"  said  the  kind,  good, 
careful  mother,  **  what  is  there  to  prevent  them 
marrying,  if  he*s  ready  ?  I  always  pitied  Feemy 
being  left  alone  there  with  her  father  and 
brother;  but  if  Captain  Ussher  is  in  earnest,  I 
don*t  see  how  twenty  mothers  would  make  it  a 
bit  easier  for  her/' 

''Don't  you,  Mrs,  McKeon  I — then  it's  little 
jou  know  the  advantage  ^oui  o^ti  ^T\a\i^Nfi  \\s. 
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yourselt  Don't  you  think  a  man  would  prefer 
taking  a  girl  from  a  house  where  a  good  mother 
gave  signs  that  the  daughter  would  make  a  good 
^fe,  than  from  one  where  there  was  no  one  to 
mind  her  but  a  silly  old  man,  and  a  young  one 
like  Thady? — a  very  good  young  man  in  his 
way,  but  not  very  fit,  Mrs.  McKeon,  to  act  a 
mothei's  part  to  a  girl  like  Feemy." 

"  That's  true  enough ;  but  then  why  did  she 
make  all  the  world  believe  he  was  engaged  to 
her,  if  he  wasn't  ? — ^And  if  he  wasn't,  why  did 
she  let  him  go  on  as  though  he  was,  being  at  all 
hours,  I'm  told,  with  her  at  Ballycloran  ? — and 
if  they  are  not  to  be  marped,  why  does  her 
brother  let  him  be  coming  there  at  all  ?  I  know 
you're  fond  of  them,  Father  John,  and  I'd  be 
soriy  to  think  ill  of  your  friends;  but  I  must 
say  it  begins  to  look  odd." 

"You're  right  any  how,  in  saying  I'm  very 
fond  of  them ;  indeed  I  am,  and  so  is  yourself, 
Mrs.  McKeon ;  and  I  know,  though  you  speak 
in  that  way  to  me,  you  wouldn't  say  anything 
that  could  hurt  the  poor  girl,  any  where  but 
just  among  ourselves.  If  it  wasn't  in  a  kind 
mother,  with  such  a  heart  as  your  own, — 
especially  in  one  she'd  known  so  long, — in 
whom  could  a  poor  motherless,  friendless  girl, 
like  Feemy,  expect  to  find  a  friend  ?  "  : 

"  God  forbid  I  should  hurt  her.  Father  John  1 
And,  indeed,  I'd  befriend  her  if  I  knew  how. ; 
but  don't  you  think,  yourself  now,  she's  played 
a  foolish  game  with  that  young  man  ?  " 

"  Why,  as  I  never  was  a  young  lady  in  love, 
I  can't  exactly  say  how  a  youiv^  Vaud:^  \xv  Vss^ 
should  behave;  bat,  my  dear  -wom^a^^ticJs-^^'^^ 


26o  The  Macdcrmots  of  Bally cloran 

this  way ;  I  suppose  there's  no  harm  in  Feemy 
wishing  to  get  herself  married,  more  than  any 
other  young  lady  ?  ** 

**  Oh  1  dear  no,  Father  John ;  quite  right  she 
should/' 

•'  And  every  one  seems  to  think  this  Captain 
Ussher  would  be  a  proper  match  for  her." 

**  Why,  barring  that  he's  a  Protestant,  of 
course  he's  a  very  good  match  for  her." 

**  Oh  !  as  to  his  being  a  Protestant,  we  won't 
mind  that  now.  Well,  then,  Mrs.  McKeon, 
under  these  circumstances,  what  could  Feemy 
do  better  than  encourage  this  Captain  ?  *' 

**  I  never  blamed  her  for  encouraging  him ; 
only  she  should  not  have  gone  the  length  she 
has,  unless  he  downright  proposed  for  her/' 

**But  he  has  downright  proposed  for  her.'* 

**  No  1  Father  John/'  said  Louey. 

*'  Has  he  though,  really  1 "  exclaimed  Lyddy, 

**  Then,  why,  in  the  name  of  the  blessed 
Virgin,  don*t  he  marry  her  ?  "  said  the  mother, 

'*  That's  poor  Feemy's  difficulty,  you  see,  Z^Irs, 
McKeon.  Now,  if  any  man  you  approved  of 
were  to  make  off  with  Miss  Lyddy's  heart — and 
Vm  sure  she^U  never  give  it  to  any  one  you 
don't  approve  of^why,  of  course  he'd  naturally 
come  to  you  or  her  father,  and  the  matter 
would  be  settled ;  but  Feemy  has  no  mother  for 
him  to  go  to,  and  her  father,  you  know,  can't 
mind  such  things  now," 

**  But  she  has  a  brother;  in  short,  if  he  meant 
to  marry  her,  it  would  soon  be  done.  Where 
there's  a  will,  there^s  a  way." 

**  Bat  that's  where  it  is  j  you  know  young 
men^  and  what  they  ate»  a.  de^\  \^t!utt  ^Dcvaxi  \ 
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do  ;  and  you  can  understand  that  a  young  man 
may  propose  to  a  girl,  and  be  accepted,  and 
afterwards  shiily  shally  about  it,  and  perhaps  at 
last  change  his  mind  altogether— merely  because 
the  girl's  friends  don't  take  care  that  the  affair 
is  regularly  and  properly  carried  on ;  now  isn't 
that  so,  Mrs.  McKeon  ?  *' 

"  Indeed,  Father  John,  it*s  all  true/* 

**  Well,  that's  just  Feemy's  case  j  may  be, 
after,  as  you  say,  having  given  the  young  man 
so  much  encouragement,  shell  lose  him  because 
she  has  no  mother  to  keep  him  steady,  as  it 
were,  and  fix  him  ;  and  no  blame  to  her  in  the 
matter  either,  is  there,  Mrs,  McKeon  ?  " 

•*  Why,  if  you  look  at  it  in  that  way,  of  course, 
she's  not  so  much  to  blame.'* 

*'  Of  course  not,"  said  Father  John,  obliged 
to  be  satisfied  with  this  modicum  of  applause  ; 
of  course  not ;  but  it's  a  pity  for  the  poor  girl*" 

'*  You  think  he'll  jilt  her  altogether,  then?" 

"  I  don't  think  he  means  it  yet ;  but  I  think 
he  will  mean  it  soon,— unless,  indeed,  Mrs, 
McKeon,  you'd  befriend  her  now/* 

"Me,  Father  John  I" 

"  If  you'd  take  a  mother's  part  with  her  for  a 
week  or  so,  it  would  all  be  right;  and  I  don't  know 
a  greater  charity  one  Christian  could  do  another 
this  side  the  grave,  than  you  could  do  her." 

"  What  could  I  do,  Father  John  ?  "  said  the 
good  woman, — rather  frightened,  for  she  would 
now  be  called  on  to  take  some  active  part 
in  the  matter,  which  perhaps  she  might  not 
altogether  relish ;—"  what  could  I  do  ?  You 
see,  Ballycloran  is  three  miles  out  oC  \ii\%^  ^tv^V 
/  couldn't  alw3Lys  be  up  theie  \j\v^ti  "Vi^^t-x 
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was  coming.  And  though  I  believe  I'd  be 
bold  enough  where  one  of  my  own  girls  was 
concerned,  I'd  be  shy  of  speaking  to  a  man 
bke  Captain  Ussher,  when  it  was  no  business 
of  my  own*" 

"  As  for  that,  I  believe  you'd  never  want  wit 
or  spirit  either,  to  say  what  you'd  wish  to  say 
to  any  man,  and  that  in  the  very  best  manner. 
It's  true  enough,  though,  you  couldn't  be  always 
up  at  Ballycloran ;  but  why  couldn't  Feemy  be 
down  at  Drumsna?" — Father  John  paused  a 
minute,  and  Mrs,  McKeon  said  nothing,  but 
looked  very  grave. — *'  Now  be  a  good  woman, 
Mrs.  McKeon,  and  ask  the  poor  girl  down  here 
for  a  fortnight  or  so ;  I  know  Lyddy  and  Louey 
are  very  fond  of  their  friend,  and  Feemy  M  be 
nice  company  for  them ;  and  then  as  you  are 
acquainted  with  Captain  Ussher,  of  course  he'd 
be  coming  after  his  sweetheart ;  and  then,  when 
Feemy  is  under  your  protection,  of  course  you*d 
speak  to  him  in  your  own  quiet  lady-like  way ; 
and  then,  take  my  word  for  ii,  I'd  be  marrying 

jhem  in  this  very  room  before  ChristmaSi 
Wouldn't  we  have  dancing  upstairs,  eh,  Miss 
Louey?" — Mrs.  McKeon  still  said  nothing. — 
**And  even  supposing  Ussher  did  not  come 
down  here,  and  nothing  was  done,  why  it  would 
be  evident  the  match  was  not  to  take  place, 
and  that  Ussher  was  a  blackguard  ;  then  of 
course  Feemy  must  give  up  alL  thoughts  of 
liim.  And  though,  maybe,  she'd  grieve  awhile, 
it  would  be  better  so  than  going  on  as  she  is 
now  up  at  the  old  place,  with  no  one  to  give 

Iier  ^ny  advice,  or  tell  her  what  she  ought  to 
do  or  s&y  to    the   roan.     Anyway,  y^u  ?i^^,  Sx 
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would  be  doing  her  a  kind  service.  Come, 
Mrs.  McKeon,  make  up  your  mind  to  be  a 
kind,  good  neighbour  to  the  poor  girl ;  and 
do  you  and  the  two  young  ladies  go  up  to 
Ballycloran,  and  ask  her  to  come  down  and 
spend  a  week  or  two  with  you  here." 

"  But  perhaps,"  said  Louey,  **  Feemy  won't 
like  to  leave  Ballycloran,  and  come  so  far  from 
her  beau;  because  she  couldn't  see  him  here 
as  she  does  there,  you  know,  Father  John." 

"  Why,  Miss  Louey,  I  don't  think  you  know 
how  she  sees  him.  I  believe  he  goes  and  calls 
there,  much  as  you'd  like  your  beau  to  come 
and  call  here,  if  you  had  one." 

"  Indeed,  Father  John,  when  I  do  have  one, 
I  hope  I  shall  manage  better  than  to  be  talked 
about  as  much  as  she  is,  any  way.  I  hardly 
think  it  would  do  to  ask  her  at  present,  mother. 
You  know  Mr.  Gayner  is  to  be  here  the  night 
of  the  race-ball,  and  we've  only  the  one  bed." 

"  Come,  come,  Miss  Louey,  I  didn't  expect 
to  hear  you  say  a  word  against  your  old  friend ; 
why  should  you  be  less  good-natured  than  your 
mother  ?  You  see,  she's  thinking  how  she  can 
best  do  what  I'm  asking." 

*'As  for  old  friends,"  said  Louey,  "I  and 
Miss  Macdermot  were  never  so  very  intimate ; 
and  as  for  being  ill-natured,  I  never  was  told 
before  that  I  was  more  ill-natured  than  mother. 
But  of  course  mamma  will  do  as  she  likes,  only 
she  can't  very  well  turn  Mr.  Gayner  out  of  the 
house  after  having  asked  him  to  come  for  the 
races,  that's  all:"  and  Miss  Louey  flounced 
out  of  the  room. 

"Come,  Mrs.   McKeon"  cotilvoM^  ^i3i?Ccv5«. 
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John,  "think  of  the  benefit  this  would  be  to 
Feemy ;  and  you  can*t  have  any  real  objection ; 
the  race-ball  is  only  for  one  night,  and  the  girls 
will  be  too  tired  after  that  to  think  very  much 
of  sleeping  together." 

"  But  you  seem  to  forget — very  likely  Mr. 
McKeon  wouldn't  like  my  asking  herj  you 
know  I  couldn^t  think  of  doing  it  without  asking 
him/' 

*'  Oh !  Mrs.  McKeon,  that's  a  good  joke  ! 
You'll  make  me  believej  won't  you,  that  youVe 
not  as  much  mistress  of  your  own  house  as  any 
woman  in  Ireland?  As  if  Mr*  McKeon  would 
interfere  with  your  asking  any  one  you  pleased 
to  your  own  house," 

"  But  you  see  the  girls  are  against  it." 

"  I  hope  they  are  not  against  anything  that 
would  be  charitable  and  kind  in  their  mother  j 
but  if  they  were,  I'm  quite  sure  their  mother 
shouldn't  give  way  to  them.  Wouldn't  you 
be  glad  to  have  Miss  Feemy  here  a  short  time, 
MissLyddyi**' 

"  Indeed,  Td  have  no  objection,  if  mamma 
pleases,  Father  John." 

**  There,  you  see,  Mrs,  McKeon — I  am  afraid 
I  said  something  rude  which  set  Miss  Louey's 
back  up,  but  I  am  sure  in  her  heart  she'd  be  glad 
of  anything  that  would  be  of  service  to  Feemy, 
Come,  Mrs.  McKeon,  will  you  drive  over  to 
Ballycloran  this  fine  morning,  and  ask  her  ?  " 

**  But  suppose  she  won't  come  ? '' 

*'  Then  it  won't  be  your  fault ; — you  can  tell 
her  it's  just  for  the  races  and  the  ball  you're 
asking  her — that  she  may  see  Mr.  McKeon's 
horsG  win  the  race,  and  dance  ml\i  \3?.%>a«t  nx 
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the  ball  afterwards.  Oh  !  if  you  mean  her  to 
come,  she'll  come  fast  enough ; — let  you  alone 
for  carrying  your  point  when  you're  in  earnest. 
I  know  your  way  of  asking,  when  you  don't 
mean  to  take  a  refusal ; — ^and  to  give  you  your 
due  this  day,  I  never  heard  you  give  an  invitation 
you  didn't  mean  to  be  accepted." 

"  Well,  Father  John,  as  you  think  it  will  be 
of  so  much  service  to  Feemy,  and  as,  as  you 
say,  she  has  no  mother,  poor  girl,  of  her  own, 
and  no  female  friend  that  she  can  look  to,  I'll 
ask  her  over  here.  But  it  mustn't  be  for  a 
week  or  a  fortnight,  but  till  the  affair  of  Captain 
Ussher  is  finally  settled.  And  if  the  girl  behaves 
herself  as  she  ought,  when  once  she  is  here, 
Tony  won't  see  her  wronged  by  any  man." 

"  That's  my  own  friend  !  "  said  Father  John, 
with  tears  in  his  eyes.  "  What  could  any  poor 
priest  like  me  do  in  a  parish,  if  it  wasn't  that 
there  were  such  women  as  yourself  to  help 
him?" 

"  But,  Father  John — whisper  here,"  and  she 
took  him  aside  into  the  window,  and  spoke  in 
a  low  voice;  "you  can't  have  helped  hearing 
the  stories  people  have  been  talking  about 
Feemy.  As  I  have  heard  them,  of  course  you 
must." 

"  Heard  them  !  of  course  I  have — but  you 
know  what  lies  get  talked  abroad." 

"  But  they  say  she  walks  with  him  after  dark  ; 
and  goes  in  and  out  there  at  Ballycloran,  at  all 
hours,  just  as  she  pleases.  Of  course  I  can 
have  none  of  those  doings  here." 

"  Of  course  not ;  it  is  because  stve  \vas  xva 
one  there  to  teU  her  what  \s  i\^X.  ox  N4\Qfa% 
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that  I  wish  her  to  be  here.  Of  course  you 
have  regular  hours  here^  and  you'll  find  yuu'U 
have  no  difficulty  with  her  that  way.** 

**Well,  Father  John,  I've  only  one  more 
thing  to  say,  and  youll  answer  me  that  as  a 
priest  and  a  Christian,  God  knows,  1  wouldn't 
believe  any  ill-natured  story  against  any  poor 
girl  situated  as  Feemy  is;  but  you  know,  such 
things  will  get  about : — people  say  Ussher 
speaks  of  her  as  his  mistress,  instead  of  as 
his  wife.  Now,  Father  John,  if  this  unfortunate 
girl,  whom  Fm  ready  and  willing  to  help,  has 
done  anything  really  wrong,  you  would  not  be 
the  means  of  bringing  her  into  the  house  with 
my  own  dear  girls  1  Flave  you,  Father  John, 
told  me  all  you  know  about  her  attachment 
to  this  man  ?  " 

'*  Indeed  then  if  she  was  unfit  to  associate 
with  your  girls,  Mrs,  McKeon,  I'd  be  the  last 
man  on  earth  to  ask  you  to  invite  her  bere^ 
If  Feemy  has  been  imprudent  in  going  out  too 
much  alone  with  Ussher,  it's  the  most  that  with 
truth  can  be  said  against  her ;  and  as  you  ask 
me  to  tell  you  all,  Fil  tell  you  one  thing  I  didn*t 
wish  to  mention  before  the  girls,"  And  Father 
John  told  her  how  Thady  had  got  drunk,  and 
insulted  Ussher,  telling  him  not  to  come  to 
Ballycloran  again,  and  all  that :  but  he  did  not 
tell  her  how  strongly  he  suspected  that  Thady 
was  right  in  his  fears  for  his  sister,  and  that  his 
chief  object  in  getting  Feemy  away  from  Bally* 
cloran  was  to  remove  her  as  far  as  possible  from 
Ussher's  influence, 

''Well,  Father  John,  Til  go  to  Ballydoran, 
and  Msk  her  here  j  I  suppose  sV\€\\  \iai^V^  \:^ 
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ready  to  come  to-day,  but  if  she  pleases,  I'll 
drive  over  again  for  her  after  to-morrow.  I'll 
go  now  and  talk  Louey  over,  for  you  and  she 
seem  to  have  quarrelled  somehow." 

"And  God  bless  you,  Mrs.  McKeon;  it's 
yourself  is  a  good  woman ;  and  you  never  did 
a  kinder  action  than  the  one  you're  going  to 
do  this  morning!"  and  Father  John  took  his 
leave. 

The  breakfast  party  at  Ballycloran  the  morning 
after  the  wedding  was  not  a  very  lively  one ; 
indeed  the  meals  at  JBallycloran  seldom  were 
very  gay,  but  this  was  more  than  usually  sombre. 
.  Larry  was  brooding  over  Keegan's  threats, 
his  fears  that  Thady  meant  to  betray  him  into 
the  attorney's  hands,  and  his  determination 
never  from  that  day  forth  to  stir  from  his 
fireside,  lest  the  horrid  m)rrmidons  of  the  law 
should  pounce  upon  him. 

Feemy  was  intent  on  the  insults  which  had 
been  offered  to  her  lover,  and  her  temper  was 
somewhat  soured  by  the  remembrance  that  she 
had  not  effected  her  purpose  of  questioning 
Ussher  about  his  intentions.  Thady,  however, 
was  the  blackest  looking  of  the  family.  Every- 
thing was  dark  within  his  breast.  He  thought 
of  the  ruffians  with  whom  he  had  leagued  him- 
self; and  though  previously  he  had  only  con- 
sidered them  as  poor,  hard  used,  somewhat 
lawless  characters,  they  now  appeared  to  him 
everything  that  was  iniquitous  and  bad.  Secret 
murder  was  their  object — black,  foul,  midnight 
murder — and  he  was  sworn,  or  soon  would  be 
sworn,  not  only  to  help  them,  but  to  lead  them 
on.     What  he  had  already  done  tkv^X.  'tosN^ 
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hira.  He  felt  his  life  to  be  in  the  power  of 
each  of  those  blackguards,  with  whom,  la 
wretched  equality,  he  had  been  drinking  on 
the  previous  evening.  And  what  had  led  him 
to  this  ?  If  he  had  been  wronged  and  injured, 
why  could  not  he  redress  himself  like  other 
injured  men?  If  revenge  were  necessary  to 
him,  why  could  he  not  avenge  himself  like  a 
man,  instead  of  leaguing  with  others  to  commit 
murder  in  the  dark,  like  a  coward  and  a  felon  ? 
And  then  he  thought  of  his  position  with  Keegan 
and  Ussher.  There  was  something  manly  in 
his  original  disposition ;  he  would  have  given 
anything  for  a  stand-up  fight  with  the  attorney 
with  equal  weapons ;  if  it  had  been  sure  death 
to  both  J  he  would  have  fought  hira  to  the  death  ; 
but  he  had  no  such  opportunity ;  the  dastardly 
brute  had  trampled  on  him  when  he  could  not 
turn  against  him.  And  then  with  rancorous 
hatred  he  thought  of  the  blow  that  Keegan  had 
struck  him, — of  the  manner  in  which  he  had 
insulted  his  father,  and  worse  than  aO,  of  the 
name  he  had  applied  to  his  sister;  and,  re- 
membering all  this,  he  almost  reconciled  himself 
to  the  only  means  he  had  of  punishing  the 
wretch  that  had  inflicted  ail  these  injuries  on 
him.  Then  he  thought  of  Ussher,  and  the 
scene  which  had  passed  between  them  last 
night ;  he  knew  he  had  been  drunk,  and  had 
but  a  very  confused  recollection  of  what  he 
had  done  or  said.  He  remembered,  however, 
that  he  had  insulted  Ussher;  this  did  not  annoy 
him ;  but  he  had  a  faint  recollection  of  having 
committed  his  sister's  name,  by  talking  of  her 
in  his  drunken  brawl,  and  oi  \ia'vm^  ^wv^;^  ^st 
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lid  something,  he  knew  not  what,  to   Father 
John. 

Though  Thady  had  never  known  the  refine- 
ments of  a  gentleman,  or  the  comforts  of  good 
society,  still  he  feh  that  the  fall,  even  from  his 
present  station  to  that  in  which  he  was  going  to 
place  himself,  would  be  dreadfuh  But  it  was 
not  the  privations  which  he  might  suffer,  but 
the  disgrace,  the  additional  disgrace  which  he 
would  bring  on  his  family,  which  afflicted  him. 
How  could  he  now  presume  to  prescribe  to 
Feemy  what  her  conduct  should  be,  or  to  his 
father  in  what  way  he  should  act  respecting  the 
property?  He  already  felt  as  though  he  was 
unworthy  of  either  of  them,  and  was  afraid  to 
look  them  in  the  face.  After  breakfast  he 
wandered  forth,  striving  to  attend  to  his  usual 
work,  but  the  incentives  to  industry  were  all 
gone  J  he  had  no  longer  any  hope  that  industry 
would  be  of  service  to  him;  he  walked  along 
the  hedges  and  ditches^  unconsciously  planning 
in  his  mind  the  different  ways  of  committing  the 
crimes  which  he  really  so  abhorred,  but  in  which 
he  was  about  to  pledge  himself  to  join*  He 
thought,  if  it  should  be  his  lot  to  murder 
Keegan,  how  he  would  accomplish  it.  Should 
it  be  at  night  ? — or  in  the  day  ? — would  he  shoot 
him  ? — and  if  he  did,  would  not  the  powder  or 
the  gun  be  traced  home  to  him  ? — would  not 
his  footsteps  in  the  bog  be  tracked  and  know^n  ? 
— if  he  struck  him  down  on  the  road,  would 
not  the  blood  be  found  on  his  coat,  or  his  shirt 
e  torn  in  the  struggle  i* — and,  above  all,  would 
ot  his  own  comrades  betray  him  ?  He  had^ 
some  short  time  since,  heard  the  w\vo\e  ol  ^  X-xvaiL 
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for  tmirder  at  Carrick  assizes,  and  though  he 
had  not  then  paid  particular  attention  to  it,  all 
the  horrid  detail  and  circumstances  of  the  case 
now  came  vividly  before  his  mind's  eye.  He 
planned  and  plotted  how,  had  he  in  that  case 
been  the  murderer,  he  would  have  foreseen 
and  provided  against  the  different  things,  the 
untoward  accidents,  which  then  came  in 
evidence  against  the  prisoner ;  he  thought  how 
much  more  wary  he  would  be  than  the  poor 
wretch  who  was  then  tried,  and  of  what  benefit 
the  experience  he  had  gained  would  be  to  him* 
Then  he  remembered  that  the  principal  witness 
in  the  case  was  an  ill-featured*  sullen-looking 
fellow,  who  had  been  called  king's  evidence- 
one  who,  in  answering  the  tormenting  questions 
put  to  him,  had  appeared  almost  more  miserable 
than  the  prisoner  himself ;— that  this  man  had 
been  the  friend  and  assistant  of  the  murderer — 
the  sharer  and  promoter  of  all  his  plans — the 
man  who  had  led  him  on  to  the  murder — his 
sworn  friend.  He  remembered  how  it  had 
come  out  on  the  trial,  that  the  two  had  for 
months  shared  the  same  bed— tilled  in  the  same 
iield — eat  fxom  the  same  mess — and  had  sinned 
together  in  the  same  great  sin.  Yet  this  man 
had  come  forward  to  hang  his  friend  I — and 
Thady  shuddered  coldly  as  he  thought  how 
likely  it  might  be  that  his  associates  would 
betray  him.  He  had  not  slept,  eat,  and  worked 
with  them — he  was  not  leagued  to  them  by 
equal  rank,  equal  wants,  and  equal  sufferings. 
If  that  wretched  witness  had  been  induced  to 
^ire  evidence  against  the  man  so  strongly  bound 
to   him,  how  much   mote  IftidY   V\vaX.  'S.^jm^ 
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or  Reynolds  should  hang  him  1  or  Pat  Brady ! 
And  as  Brady's  name  occurred  to  him,  he 
remembered  Ussher's  caution  respecting,  that 
man,  and  his  assurance  that  he  was  in  Keegan's 
pay.  If  this  were  true,  he  had  akeady  com- 
mitted the  oversight  to  guard  against  which  he 
had  calculated  that  his  superior  cunning  would 
be  sufficient;  and  then  the  cold  perspiration 
trickled  from  his  brow,  and  he  abruptly  stopped, 
leaning  against  a  bank,  to  meditate  again  on  the 
position  in  which  he  stopd. 
.  It  was  not  that  during  this  time  Thady  had 
been  absolutely  planning  murder.  He  had  not 
been  making  any  definite  scheme,  to  be  carried 
into  immediate  execution  against  any  individual. 
He  was  not  a  murderer,  even .  in  mind  or  wish ; 
he  would  have  given  anything  to  have  driven 
the  idea  from  his  mind,  but  he  could  not ;  he 
could  not  avoid  thinking  what  he  would  do,  if 
he  had  resolved  to  do  the  deed — how  the  crime 
would  be  most  safely  perpetrated — ^how  the  l^ws 
most  cunningly  evaded.  Then  he  half  resolved 
to  have  nothing  more  to  do  with  Reynold3  and 
his  followers,  and  to  quiet  his  conscience  while 
yet  he  possibly  could;  but  the  insolence  of 
Keegan,  the  injuries  of  Ussher,  and  the  sure 
enmity  of  those  whom  he  had  ,sworn  to  join, 
and  now  scarcely  dared  to  desert,  stifled  his 
remorse,  and  destroyed  the  resolution  before  it 
was  half  made.  He  thought  of  enlisting — but 
he  could  not  desert  his  sister;  of  going  to.Father 
John,  and  confessing  all ;  but  would  Father 
John  befriend  him  after  his  late  conduct  to 
him?  Thus  he  wandered  on,  thropgh  the 
whole  long  morning.    Twice  \\^  xtXavjx^^  "vsi 
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the  house,  and  creeping  in  through  the  back 
door,  got  himself  a  glass  of  spirits,  which  he 
swallowed,  and  again  sallied  forth,  to  find  if 
movement  would  give  him  comfort,  or  his 
thoughts  suggest  anything  to  him  in  mitigation 
of  his  sorrows. 

As  he  was  returning,  the  third  time,  for  the 
same  bad  purj)Ose,- — for  the  short  stimulus  of  the 
dram  was  the  only  relief  he  could  find  to  the 
depression  which  seemed  to  weigh  him  down 
aad  make  his  heart  feel  like  a  cold  lump  within 
him, — and  just  as  he  was  turning  from  the 
avenue  to  the  back  of  the  house,  he  met  Ussher 
walking  down.  He  did  not  know  what  to  do ; 
he  remembered  that  the  evening  before  he  had 
defied  this  man;  he  even  recollected  that  he 
had  arrogantly  declared  that  he  should  not  again 
set  his  foot  on  Ballycloran ;  he  had  forbad  him 
the  house,  as  if  he  had  been  the  master ;  and 
at  the  present  moment  he  felt  as  though  he  did 
not  dare  address  him,  for  it  seemed  to  him  as  if 
every  one  now  would  look  down  on  him,  as  he 
looked  down  on  himself, — as  if  every  one  could 
see  what  was  in  his  breast,  as  plainly  as  he  saw 
it  himself. 

This  annoyance,  however,  was  of  short 
duration,  for  Ussher  passed  him  vnth  a  slight 
unembarrassed  nod,  as  if  nothing  had  passed 
between  them  on  the  previous  evening — as  if 
they  were  still  good  friends,  and  had  met  and 
been  talking  together  but  a  short  time  before. 
Ussher  had  walked  by  quickly,  and  there  was  a 
look  of  satisfaction  or  rather  gratified  vanity  in 
his  face;  he  seemed,  also,  absorbed  with  the 
subject  of  his  thoughts  j  Thad^^  Yio^^n^t^  ^ 
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soon  as  he  had  passed,  took  but  little  notice  of 
him,  but  walked  on  into  the  kitchen,  at  the  rear 
of  the  house. 

Here,  on  a  small  settle  by  the  fireside,  where 
he  had  been  placed  out  of  the  way  by  Biddy  or 
Katty,  sat  a  ragged  bare-legged  little  boy,  known 
as  Patsy,  the  priest's  gossoon ;  he  was  the  only 
assistant  Judy  had  in  the  management  of  Father 
John's  nUnage,  He  ran  on  errands  to  Drumsna, 
and  occasionally  to  Carrick  -  on  -  Shannon  — 
fetched  the  priest's  letters — dug  his  potatoes 
— ^planted  his  cabbages,  and  cleaned  his  horse 
Paul.  He  had  now  come  up  to  Ballycloran 
with  a  message  to  Thady,  and  having  been 
desired  to  stay  there  till  he  could  see  him  him- 
self, he  had  been  quietly  sitting  in  the  kitchen 
since  a  little  after  Thady  had  first  left  the  house ; 
he  now  jumped  up  to  give  his  message. 

"Misther  Thady,  yer  honer.  Father  John 
says  as  how  he'll  be  glad  av  yer  honer'U  come 
down  to  dinner  with  him  at  six ;  and  he  says 
as  how  you  must  come,  Mr.  Thady,  because 
divil  a  bit  he'll  ate  himself,  he  says,  till  you're 
in  it." 

"For  shame,  Patsy!"  interposed  Biddy, 
"  putting  those  words  into  his  riverence's  mouth. 
I'm  sure  thin  Father  John  wasn't  cursing  that 
way." 

"  Faix  thin,  ma'am,  thim  wor  his  very  words 
— *  Tell  Mr.  Thady,  av  he  don't  come  down  to 
the  cottage  to  his  dinner  this  day,  divil  a  bit 
will  I  ate  till  he  does.' " 

"  Well,  to  hear  the  brat ! "  continued  Biddy, 
shocked  at  the  indecorous  language  which  was 
put  into  ber  priest's  mouth. 
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**And  who's  to  be  at  Father  John's  else?'' 
said  Thady. 

*'  Sorrow  a  one  av  me  rightly  knows  thin,  for 
I  wasn't  hearing ;  all  I  wor  told  wor,  I  wam't  to 
come  out  of  this  wldout  ycr  honer" 

"  But  I  can't  go  to-night.  Patsy," 

**But  Father  John  says  you  must,  Mr. 
Thady." 

"  Tell  Father  John,  Patsy,  that  I'm  veiy  much 
obliged  to  him,  but  that  I'm  not  just  well 
enough  to  come  out  to-night.  I  couldn't  go 
tonightj  do  you  hear;  go  down  and  tell  him 
so,  or  he'll  be  waiting  dinnen" 

**  But,  Mr.  Thady,"  said  the  boy,  half  sobbing, 
**  Father  John  said  as  how  I  warn't  to  come  at 
all  mdout  you.'' 

*'  Do  as  I  tell  you,  you  fool ;  but  mind  you 
tell  Father  John  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  him, 
only  Pm  ill." 

"  Well,"  muttered  the  boy,  at  length  taking 
his  departure,  "  I  know  Father  John'il  be  very 
mad,  but  any  way  it  ain't  my  fault/' 

Thady  was  gratified  with  the  priest's  invita- 
tion, for  it  showed  that  he  at  least  had  forgiven 
him  ;  but  he  did  not  dare  to  face  him  by  accept- 
ing it 

He  got  himself  another  glass  of  whiskey,  and 
lighting  his  pipe,  sat  down  to  smoke  by  the 
kitchen  fire;  after  he  had  been  some  time 
sitting  there,  Pat  Brady  came  into  the  kitchen. 
Thady,  however,  took  no  notice,  except  mutter- 
ing something  in  answer  to  Pal's  usual  saluta- 
tion. They  remained  both  some  time  silent, 
riU  at  last  Brady  observed  that,  "They'd  all 
of  them  bad  iJegant  divarsiou  laslm^x — m^^\. 
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of  them,  stayed  a  power  later  nor  you,  Mr. 
Thady." 

This  allusion  to  last  night  was  not  at  present 
the  subject  most  likely  to  make  Thady  talk 
freely,  so  he  still  continued  silent.  At  last  Pat 
said — 

"Could  I  spake  to  you  a  moment,  Mr. 
Thady?" 

"  Spake  out— what  is  it  ?  '* 

**  Oh,  it's  business,  yer  honer ;  it's  something 
about  money — ^wouldn't  you  step  out  to  the 
rint-ofl5ce?" 

"  Don't  you  see  I'm  just  going  to  dinner ; 
besides,  I  ain't  well — ^it'll  keep  till  to-morrow,  I 
suppose  ?  " 

"  But  it  won't  keep,  Mr.  Thady." 

At  this  moment,  Biddy,  who  had  been  taking 
some  smoking  viands  out  of  a  big  black  pot 
and' transferring  them  to  a  dish,  went  out  of 
the  kitchen  with  them  on  her  road  to  the 
dining-room,  and  Pat  took  the  opportunity  of 
whispering  to  his  master  that,  "the  boys 
wor  to  meet  at  Mulready's  on  the  next 
evening." 

"What  of  that?"  answered  Thady;  "  I  sup- 
pose some  of  them  meet  there  mostly  every 
night?" 

"  But  to-morrow's  the  night,  Mr.  Thady,  when 
yer  boner's  to  be  inisheated  among  us  sworn 
brothers." 

"  I  shan't  be  in  it  at  all  to-morrow,  then." 

"  Not  be  in  it !  why,  you  promised ;  and  the 
boys  is  all  noticed  now.  Didn't  you  take  the 
oath,  Mr.  Thady?"  and  he  whispered  down 
close  to  his  ear. 
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"  I  took  no  oath  about  any  day.  I  suppose  I 
needn't  come  before  I  choose  ?  " 

Biddy  now  returned,  and  Thady  got  up  to  go 
to  his  dinner ;  Pat  followed  bim,  and  renewed 
the  conversation  in  the  passage.  Thady,  how- 
ever, would  give  no  definite  promise  to  come 
to-morrow,  or  the  next  day,  but  said  he  meant 
to  come  some  day.  Pat  observed  that  the  boys 
would  be  furious — that  they  would  think  them- 
selves deceived  and  betrayed— then  urged  the 
necessity  of  taking  steps  to  prevent  their  paying 
the  rent  to  Keegan — ^hinted  that  Ussher  had 
been  with  Miss  Feemy  that  morning — and  at 
last  departed  when  he  found  that  his  master  was 
not  in  a  proper  mood  to  be  persuaded,  remark* 
ing  that  "  he  would  come  up  again  in  the  morn- 
ing,  when  perhaps  his  honer  would  be  thinking 
better  of  it,  and  not  break  his  promised  word 
to  the  boys,  as  there  would  be  a  great  ruction 
among  them,  av  he  didn't  go  down  jisi  to  spake 
a  word  to  them  afthcr  what  had  passed ;  besides^ 
Mr.  Thady,'*  he  added,  "  av  you  wor  to  go  back 
now,  some  of  thim  boys  as  wor  in  it  last  night, 
w^ould  be  going  to  Jonas  Brown's,  thinking  to 
get  the  first  word  agin  you — thinking,  you  know, 
as  how  you  would  'peach  agin  thim,  may  be." 

After  this  threat,  Pat  took  his  leave,  and 
Thady,  with  a  sad  heart,  and  low  spirits,  which 
even  three  glasses  of  whiskey  had  not  raised, 
went  in  to  dinner.  After  swallowing  a  few 
hasty  morsels,  without  speaking  either  to  his 
father  or  his  sister,  he  returned  to  the  kitchen 
and  again  sat  there  smoking,  till  one  of  the  girls 
came  in,  telling  him  that  Father  John  was  on 
fAe  steps  of  the  hall  door  waum^  loi  >i\m— \Wv 
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he  couldn't  come  in,  but  that  he  said  he  had 

important  business  to  speak  of,  and  must  see 

Mr.  Thady. 

"  Confound  you,"  muttered  Thady,  in  a  low 

voice,  "  why  didn't  you  say  I  was  out  ?  " 
"  Shure,  you  niver  told  me,  Mr.  Thady." 
Thady  considered   a  moment,    whether  he 

should  escape  through  the  back  door ;  at  last, 

however,  he  plucked  up  his  courage,  and  went 

out  to  meet  the  priest 


CHAPTER  XVI 

PROMOTION 

As  soon  as  Father  John  had  gone,  Mrs.  McKeon 
prepared  to  persuade  her  refractory  daughter  to 
agree  to  the  propriety  of  what  she  was  going  to 
do  with  respect  to  Feemy,  and  to  inform  her 
husband  of  the  visitor  she  intended  to  ask 
to  her  house ;  she  had  not  much  difficulty  with 
either,  for  though  Louey  was  indignant  when 
Father  John  hinted  at  her  want  of  a  beau,  she 
was  not  really  ill-natured,  and  when  her  mother 
told  her  that  Father  John  had  said  that  this 
invitation  would  be  the  performance  of  a 
Christian  duty,  she  soon  reconciled  herself  to 
the  prospect  of  Feemy's  company,  in  spite  of 
Mr.  Gayner  and  his  bed.  And  as  for  Mr. 
McKeon,  he  seldom  interfered  with  the  internal 
management  of  his  house,  and  when  his  spouse 
informed    him    that    Feemy  'was    cotdlvci^  \iCi 
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Dnimsna,  he  merely  remarked  that  **  no  wonder 
ihe  poor  girl  was  dull  at  that  oM  ramshackle 
place  up  there,  and  that  though  Drumsna  was 
dull  enough  itself,  it  was  a  little  better  than 
Ballycloran,  especially  now  the  Carrick  races 
were  coming  on ;"  and  so  the  three  ladies  put 
on  their  best  bonnets  and  set  ofif  on  their  journey 
of  charity. 

Feemy  was  in  her  own  sitting-room,  and  was 
somewhat  more  neat  in  her  appearance  than  the 
last  time  we  saw  her  there,  for  Ussher  had  said 
he  would  call  early  in  the  morning;  but  she 
was  employed  in  the  same  manner  as  then — 
sitting  over  the  fire  with  a  novel  in  her  hand, 
when  she  heard  the  sound  of  the  car  wheels, 
and  on  going  to  the  window,  saw  Mrs*  McKeon 
and  her  daughters. 

That  lady  managed  her  business  with  all  the 
tact  and  sincerity  for  which  Father  John  had 
given  her  credit ;  she  made  no  particular  aUusion 
to  Ussher,  but  merely  said  that  they  should 
have  a  party  to  the  race-course,  as  Mr,  McKeon 
had  a  horse  to  run,  and  that  afterwards  they 
should  all  go  to  the  ball  at  Carrick ;  and  Mrs, 
McKeon  added,  **You  know  Feemy,  you'll 
meet  your  old  friend  Captain  Ussher  ihere/* 

She  then  assured  Feemy  how  glad  she  would 
be  if  she  would  stay  a  short  time  at  Drumsna, 
after  the  races  were  over,  as  her  two  daughters 
were  now  at  home,  and  that  if  she  w^ould,  she 
would  try  to  make  the  house  as  pleasant  as 
possible  for  her. 

This  was  all  said  and  done  so  pleasantly,  that 

Feemy  did  not  detect  any  other  motive  in  her 

/rfend's  civility  than  the  one  Tfbich  was  ^i^^^ittv\^ 
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and  after  a  little  pressing,  agreed  to  accept  the 
invitation.  It  was  agreed  that  Mrs.  McKeon 
was  to  call  for  her  on  the  Monday  following, 
when,  if  her  father  made  no  objection,  she 
would  accompany  her  home  to  Drumsna. 

As  soon  as  they  were  gone,  Feemy  made  her 
father  understand  who  had  been  there,  and 
obtained  his  consent  to  her  proposed  visit, 
which  he  gave,  saying  at  the  time,  "  God  knows, 
my  dear,  whether  you'll  ever  come  back,  for 
your  brother's  determined  to  part  with  the  owld 
place  if  he  can,  in  spite  of  all  your  poor  father 
can  say  to  the  contrary." 

She  then  returned  to  her  room,  resuming  her 
novel,  and  waiting  with  what  patience  she  could 
for  Ussher's  coming.  About  two  o'clock  he 
made  his  appearance,  and  she  was  beginning 
gently  to  upbraid  him  for  being  so  late,  when  he 
stopped  her,  by  saying — 

"  Well,  Feemy,  I  have  strange  news  for  you 
this  morning." 

** Strange  news,  Myles!  what  is  it?  I  hope 
it's  good  news." 

Ussher  had  not  quite  his  usual  confidence 
and  ease  about  him ;  he  seemed  as  if  he  had 
something  to  say  which  he  almost  feared  to 
disclose  at  once,  and  he  did  not  give  Feemy 
a  direct  answer. 

"  Why,  as  to  that,  it  is,  and  it  isn't  I  sup- 
pose it's  good  news  to  me, — ^at  least  I  ought 
to  think  so ;  but  I  don't  know  what  you'll  think 
of  it." 

Poor  Feemy's  face  fell,  and  she  sat  down  on 
the  chair  from  which  she  had  risen,  as  if  she  had 
not  strength  to  stand.     Myles  sloo^  ^nSJl^^^c^ 
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his  back  to  the  fire,  trying  to  look  as  if  he  were 
Dot  disconcerted, 

**  Well,  Myles,  what  is  it  ?  won*t  you  tell  me  ?  " 
And  then,  when  he  smiled,  she  said,  "  Why  did 
you  try  and  frighten  me  ?  " 

**  Frighten  you  !  why  you  frightened  yourself." 

"  But  what  is  it,  Myles  ?  *'  and  she  walked  up 
to  him,  and  put  her  two  hands  on  his  shoulders, 
and  looked  up  in  his  face — "  what  is  your 
strange  news  ?  " 

**In  the  first  place^  I  am  promoted  to  the 
next  rank,  rra  in  the  highest  now,  next  to 
a  County  Inspector" 

*'  Oh  !  Myles,  Fm  so  glad  1  but  you  couldn't 
but  know  that  would  be  good  news  to  me  ; — but 
what  else?" 

**  Why,  they've  sent  me  a  letter  from  Dublin, 
with  a  lot  of  blarney  about  praiseworthy  energy 
and  activity,  and  all  that '* 

"  That's  why  they've  promoted  you  :  but  you 
don't  tell  me  all." 

**  No,  that's  not  all :  then  they  say  they  think 
there's  reason  why  Vd  better  not  stay  in  this 
immediate  neighbourhood," 

*'  Ah  1  I  thought  so  r*  exclaimed  the  poor 
girl ;  **  you're  to  go  away  out  of  this  I '' 

**  And  they  say  I'm  to  commence  in  the  new 
rank  at  Cashel,  in  County  Tipperary." 

Feemy  for  a  time  remained  quiet.  She  was 
endeavouring  to  realize  to  herself  the  idea  that 
her  lover  was  going  away,  and  then  trying  in 
her  mind  to  comprehend  whether  it  must  foUow 
naturally,  as  a  consequence  from  this,  that  he 
was  ^oing  away  from  her,  as  well  as  from  Bally- 
dorm,     I/ssher  still  stood  up  \i^  \^^  fex^'^\aK«,^ 
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with  the  same  smile  on  his  face.  What  he  had 
told  Feemy  was  all  true ;  he  had  unexpectedly 
received  an  official  letter  that  morning  from  the 
Dublin  office,  complimenting  him  on  his  services, 
informing  him  that  he  was  to  be  moved  to  a 
higher  grade,  and  that  on  his  promotion  he  was 
to  leave  Mohill,  and  take  charge  of  the  men 
stationed  at  Cashel.  All  this  in  itself  was  very 
agreeable;  promotion  and  increased  pay  were 
of  course  desirable ;  Mohill  was  by  no  means  a 
residence  which  it  would  cause  such  a  man  as 
Ussher  much  regret  to  leave ;  and  though  he 
had  made  up  his  mind  not  to  fear  any  injury 
from  those  among  whom  he  was  situated,  he 
could  not  but  feel  that  he  should  be  more 
assured  of  safety  at  any  other  place  than  that 
at  which  he  now  resided.  All  this  was  so  far 
gratifying,  but  still  he  was  perplexed  to  think 
what  he  should  do  about  Feemy.  It  was  true 
he  could  leave  her,  and  let  her,  if  she  chose, 
break  her  heart ;  or  he  might  promise  to  come 
back  and  marry  her,  when  he  was  settled,  with 
the  intention  of  taking  no  further  notice  of  her 
after  he  had  left  the  place ; — and  so  let  her 
break  her  heart  that  way.  But  he  was  too  fond 
of  her  for  this;  he  could  not  decide  what  he 
would  do ;  and  when  he  came  up  to  see  her  at 
the  present  time,  the  only  conclusion  to  which 
he  could  bring  himself  with  certainty  was  this — 
C that  nothing  should  induce  him  to  marry  her; 
but  still  he  did  not  like  to  leave  her. 

He  was,  however,  rather  perplexed  to  know 
what  to  say  to  her,  and  therefore  preferred 
waiting  to  see  what  turn  she  herself  would  ^ive 
to  the  conversation.     At  lenglYi  "F^^xk^  ^^\^ — 
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**  And  when  do  yoo  leave  this  ?  " 

"  Oh !  they've  given  me  a  month's  leave  of 
absence.     I'm  to  be  in  Cashel  in  a  month.** 

Even  this  seemed  a  reprieve  to  Feemy,  who 
at  first  thought  that  he  would  have  to  start 
immediately,  —  perhaps  that  evening ;  a  good 
deal  might  be  done  in  a  month ;  now,  however, 
she  regretted  that  she  had  promised  to  go  to 
Mrs.  McKeon's. 

*^Then,  Myles,  you'll  not  leave  this  for  a 
month?" 

**  I  don't  know  about  that ;  that  depends 
00  circumstances.  I've  to  run  up  to  Dublin, 
and  a  deal  to  do," 

"  But  when  do  you  mean  to  be  out  of  this?  " 

*'Why,  I  tell  you,  I  haven't  settled  yet — 
perhaps  immediately  after  the  races.*' 

Again  they  were  silent  for  some  time ;  Feemy 
longed  for  Ussher  to  say  something  that  might 
sound  at  any  rate  kind ;  he  had  never  met  her 
before  without  an  affectionate  word — and  now, 
on  the  eve  of  his  departure,  he  stood  at  the  fire 
and  merely  answered  her  questions  coldly  and 
harshly.  At  length  she  felt  that  this  must  be 
the  time,  if  ever,  for  saying  to  him  what  she 
had  made  up  her  mind  to  say  on  the  previous 
evening,  when  her  courage  failed  her.  So, 
plucking  up  all  the  heart  she  could,  and  blush- 
ing at  the  time  to  the  top  of  her  forehead,  she 
said — 

"An't  I  to  go  with  you,  Myles,  when  you 

Ussher  still  remained  silent;  he  did  not  know 
how  to  answer  to  this  question,   **  Come,  Myles, 
speak  to  me*     I  know  you  came  do^ra  \a  \«^ 
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me  your  plans.  What  am  I  to  do  ?  You  know 
you  must  settle  now,  if  you're  going  so  soon. 
What  are  your  plans  ?  " 

.  "Why,  Feemy,  it*s  not  two  hours  or  more 
since  IVe  received  the  letter;  of  course  I 
couldn't  think  of  everything  at  once.  Tell 
me ;  what  do  you  think  best  yourself?  " 

"Mel  what  do  I  think? — ^you  know  Fd  do 
anything  you  bid  me.  Won't  you  step  in  and 
tellfather  about  it?" 

"Oh,  you  can  tell  him.     I  couldn't  make 
him  understand  it  at  all,  he's  so  foolish." 
'    Feemy  bore  the  slur  on  her  father  without 
indignation. 

"But,  Myles,  if  you  go  so  soon,  am  I  to  go 
with  you?"  and  when  after  a  few  minutes  he 
did  not  answer, — "Speak,  Myles,  an't  we  to 
be  married  before  you  go?"  When  she  said 
this,  she  sat  down  on  the  old  sofa,  looking  up 
into  his  face,  as  if  she  would  read  there  what 
was  passing  in  his  mind.  That  which  was 
passing  in  his  mind  must  be  the  arbitrament 
of  her  fate. 

"Why,  Feemy,  how  can  you  be  so  foolish? 
— How  can  we  be  married  in  eight  days'  time? 
I  must  go,  I  tell  you,  in  eight  days  from  this." 

"But  you  won't  go  to  this  new  place  then. 
You'll  be  back,  here,  won't  you,  before  you  go 
toCashel?" 

"How  can  I  be  back  again? — No,  I  could 
not  be  back  again  then;  besides,  Feemy,  I 
wouldn't  be  married  in  this  place  after  what 
your  brother  and  Father  John  said  to  me  last 
night.  If  we  are  to  be  married  at  all^  vl  caxsix. 
be  here, " 
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"  If  we  are  to  be  married  I  *'  exclaimed  Feemy, 
rising  up — **  if  we  are  1  Why,  Myles,  what  do 
you  mean  ?  '*  and  rushing  to  him  she  threw  her 
arms  round  his  neck,  and  hiding  her  face  on 
his  hosom,  she  continued,  *'  Oh,  Myles  1  you 
don't  mean  to  desert  me  1  Myles — dear  Myles 
— my  own  Myles — don't  you  love  me?^ — ^you 
won*t  leave  me  now — say  you  won't  leave  me  1 " 
and  she  sobbed  and  cried  as  though  her  heart 
was  breaking. 

Ussher  put  his  arm  round  her  waist  and  kissed 
her;  he  seated  her  on  the  sofa — sat  down  by 
her — and  tried  to  comfort  her  by  caresses :  but 
he  still  said  nothing, 

*'Why  don't  you  speak,  Myles?  I  shall  die 
if  you  don't  speak  i  Only  tell  me  what  you 
mean  to  do;  1*11  do  anything  you  bid  me,  if 
youMl  only  say  you  don't  mean  to  desert  me/* 

*'  Desert  you,  Feemy  1  who  spoke  of  deserting 
you,  dearest?" 

**  Then  you  won't  leave  me,  my  own  Myles  ? 
You  won*t  leave  me  here  with  those  I  hate! 
I  love  no  one — I  care  for  no  one  but  you; 
only  say  you  won't  leave  me  here  when  you're 
gone  I "  and  again  she  clung  to  him  as  though 
she  could  have  detained  him  there  for  ever  by 
holding  him. 

**  But,  Feemy,  what  can  I  do  ?^ — ^you  see  Tve 
told  you  after  what  passed  I  couldn't  be  married 
here." 

"Why  not,  Myles?   why  not? — never  mind 

what  Thady  said — or  Father  John.     What  does 

it  signify? — you'll   be  soon  away  from   them, 

I'll  never  treat  you  that  way,  my  own  Myles 

'^rd  pm  up  with  mote  than  i^-aX  tot  '^o^— \ 
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Idn't  mind  what  the  world  might  say  to  me 
— rd  bear  anything  for  you  !  '* 

"  I  tell  youj  Feemy,  there  are  reasons  why 
I  couldn't  be  married  before  I  get  to  Cashel. 
There,— to  tell  you  the  whole,  they  wouldn't  let 
a  man  take  his  rise  from  one  rank  to  another 
If  he's  married,  lliey  can't  prevent  the  officers 
in  the  force  marrying,  but  they  don't  like  it; 
and  it's  a  rule  that  they  won't  promote  a  married 
man*  Vou  see^  I  couldn't  marry  till  after  I  was 
settled  at  CasheL" 

Feemy  received  the  lie  with  which  Ussher*s 
brain  had  at  the  moment  furnished  him,  without 
a  doubt ;  she  believed  it  all,  and  then  went  on — 

"But  when  you've  got  your  rank,  you'll  come 
back,  Myles,  won't  you  ?  " 

**Why,  that's  the  difficulty— I  couldn't  well 
again  get  leave  of  absence*" 

**Then,  Myles,  what  will  you  do?" 

^nd  by  degrees  he  proposed  to  her  to  leave 
her  home  andli"er~frT^n1g7^n(Qrust3erielf  to 
himj_and  gooflT  witTi  Wita_  unm  arried,  without 
^her  father's  l}Iessmg,  or  the  priest's — to  go  with 
"im  in  a  manner  which  she  knew  would  ^is^ 
race  herself,  her  name,  and  her  family^and 
_  trust  to  him  afterwards  tq_^iye  her  wTiat 
Jreparatron  a  tardy  niarriage  could_aBord^  ^he, 
Ipoor  guflTat  first  received  ihe  offer  with  sobs 
and  tears.  She  proposed  a  clandestine  mar- 
riage, but  he  swore  that  when  afterwards  detected, 
it  would  cause  his  dismissal  ^--then  that  she 
would  come  to  him  at  Cashel,  when  he  was 
settled ;  but  no, — he  told  her  other  lies  equally 
false,  to  prove  that  this  could   not  be  done, 

Ee  prayed  and   begged,  and   \a^   \x^\\.  \»& 
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bosonn  imploring  him  to  spare  her  this  utter 
degradation ;  but  now  that  the  proposal  had 
been  fairly  made,  that  he  had  got  her  to  discuss 
the  plan,  his  usual  sternness  returned;  and 
at  last  he  told  her,  somewhat  roughly,  that  if 
she  would  not  come  with  him  in  the  manner 
he  proposed,  he  would  leave  her  now  and  for 
ever. 

Poor  Feemy  fell  with  her  knees  on  the  ground 
and  her  face  on  the  sofa,  and  there  she  lay 
sobbing  for  many  minutes,  w^hile  he  again  stood 
silent  with  his  back  against  the  fireplace*  Dur- 
ing this  time,  old  feelings,  principles,  religious 
scruples,  the  love  of  honour  and  fair  fame,  and 
the  fear  of  the  world's  harsh  word,  were  sorely 
i fighting  in  her  bosom;  they  were  striving  to 
'  enable  her  to  conquer  the  strong  love  she  felt 
for  Ussher,  and  make  her  reject  the  disgrace 
to  which  he  was  alluring  her.  Then  he  stooped 
to  lift  her  up,  and  as  he  kissed  the  tears  from 
her  face,  passion  prevailed,  and  she  whispered 
in  his  ear  that  she  would  go. 

He  stayed  there  for  a  considerable  time  after 
that;  at  first  Feemy  was  so  agitated  and  so 
miserable,  that  she  was  unable  to  converse  with 
him,  or  listen  to  his  plans  for  her  removal 
Sue  sat  there  sobbing  and  crying,  and  all  he 
could  say — all  his  protestations  of  love — all  his 
declarations  that  it  was  his  firm  intention  to 
marry  her  at  Cash  el— all  his  promises  of  kind 
and  good  treatment,  were  unable  to  console 
her.  He  tried  to  animate  her  by  describing 
to  her  the  pleasure  she  w^ould  have  in  seeing 
Dublin — ^the  delight  it  would  be  to  her  to  leave 
so  dull  a  place  as  Bally  doian^aikd  ^t^%cim^>IoNSi?^ 


^^f    the  wo; 
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^f  the  world,  from  which  she  had  hitherto 
been  excluded.  But  for  a  long  time  it  was 
in  vain;  she  was  thinking — though  she  rarely 
thought  of  them — of  her  father  and  her  brother; 
of  what  the  old  man  would  feel,  when  she,  his 
only  joy,  had  gone  from  him  in  such  a  manner ; 
of  what  Thady  would  do  and  say,  when  he 
found  that  the  suspicions,  which  she  knew  he 
already  entertained,  were  too  true.  She  could 
not  bring  her  heart  to  give  up  Ussher ;  but  the 
struggles  within  her  breast  at  length  made  her 
hysterical,  and  Ussher  was  greatly  frightened 
lest  he  should  have  to  call  in  assistance  to 
bring  her  to  herself.  She  did  not,  howeveTj 
lose  her  senses,  and  after  a  time  she  became 
more  tranquil,  and  was  able  to  listen  to  his 
plans.  She  first  of  all  told  him  that  she  had 
promised  Mrs.  McKeon  to  go  to  her  house  for 
a  short  time,  during  the  races,  and  suggested 
that  she  should  now  send  some  excuse  for 
declining  the  visit ;  but  this  he  negatived.  He 
desired  her  to  go  there — to  go  to  the  races  and 
the  ball — and,  above  all,  to  keep  up  her  spiritSj 
and  at  any  rate  seem  to  enjoy  herself  there  as 
if  nothing  particular  had  happened.  This  she 
promised  to  do,  but  with  a  voice  and  face  which 
gave  but  little  sign  of  her  being  able  to  keep 
her  promise. 

He  told  her  that  he  would  occasionally  call 
at  Mrs.  McKeon's,  so  that  no  remark  might 
be  made  about  his  not  coming  to  see  her;  he 
desired  her  to  tell  no  one  that  he  was  going 
permanently  to  leave  the  country,  and  that  he 
should  not  himself  let  it  be  known  at  MoKill 
tiU  the  day  or  so  before  he  went*,  axid\v^  ^^<i^^ 


^j^ 


h 


288  The  Macdermots  of  Bally  cloran 

that  even  when  it  was  known  that  he  was  going, 
there  would  be  less  suspicion  arising  respecting 
her,  if  she  was  at  Dnimsna,  than  if  she  remained 
at  Baliycloran* 

To  all  this  she  quietly  submitted.  He  was 
to  meet  her  at  the  ball  at  Carrick-on-Shannon, 
and  then  tell  her  what  his  definite  plan  of 
carrying  her  off  would  be;  but  he  added  that 
the  ball  night  would  be  the  last  she  would 
spend  in  the  country,  for  that  they  would  leave 
the  next  evening. 

About  five  o'clock  Ussher  took  his  leave] 
she  begged  of  him  to  come  and  see  her  the 
next  day — every  day  till  they  went;  but  this 
he  refused;  she  said  that  unless  she  saw  him 
every  day  to  comfort  her,  she  would  not  be  able 
to  keep  up  her  strength — that  she  was  sure  she 
would  fall  ilL  It  was  now  Friday,  and  she  was 
to  go  to  Mrs,  McKeon's  on  Monday ;  on  Tues- 
day he  said  he  would  call  on  her  tliere ;  the 
races  and  ball  were  to  be  on  the  Tuesday  week* 
In  vain  she  asked  him  how  she  was  to  bear  the 
long  days  till  she  saw  him  again ;  Ussher  had 
no  true  sympathy  for  such  feelings  as  were 
racking  Feemy's  heart  and  brain;  he  merely 
bid  her  keep  up  her  spirits,  and  not  be  foolish  * 
—  that  he  would  see  her  on  Tuesday,  and  that 
after  Tuesday  iveek  she  would  have  nothing 
more  to  make  her  unhappy.  And  then,  kiss- 
ing her,  he  went  away, — and  as  we  have  seen, 
Thady  met  him  in  the  avenue,  so  satisfied  in 
appearance,  so  contented,  so  triumphant,  that 
he  was  able  to  forget  the  w^ords  which  had  been 
applied  to  him  on  the  previous  evening,  and 
to  nod  to  Feemy's  bTothei  ml>a  ^  ^^as*»x  ^^ 
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air  as  though  there  were  no  grounds  for  ill-feeling 
between  them. 

Poor  Feemy !  those  vain  words  that  "  after 
Tuesday  week  she  would  have  nothing  more  to 
make  her  unhappy,"  sounded  strangely  in  her 
ears.  Nothing  more  to  make  her  unhappy ! 
Could  she  have  anything  more,  then  or  ever, 
to  make  her  happy?  Could  she  ever  be  happy 
again  ?  All  that  had  happened  during  the  last 
few  days  passed  through  her  mind,  and  added 
to  her  torment  How  indignant  had  she  been 
when  her  brother  had  hinted  to  her  that  Ussher 
did  not  intend  honestly  by  her;  into  what  a 
passion  had  she  flown  with  Father  John,  when 
he  had  cautioned  her  that  she  should  be  circum- 
spect in  her  conduct  with  her  lover;  what  an 
insult  she  had  felt  it  when  Mary  Brady  alluded 
to  the  chance  of  Ussher*s  deserting  her  I  And 
now  so  soon  after  all  this — ^but  a  few  hours 
after  this  strong  feeling — after  the  indignation 
she  had  then  shown,  she  had  herself  submitted 
to  worse  than  they  had  even  dared  to  suspect ; 
she  had  herself  agreed  to  leave  her  father's 
house  as  the  mistress  of  the  man,  of  whom  she 
had  then  confidently  boasted  as  her  future 
husband!  And  it  was  not  only  for  her  own 
degradation,  dreadful  as  that  was,  that  she 
grieved,  but  Ussher  himself — he  of  whom  she 
had  felt  so  fond — whom  she  had  so  loved — 
was  this  his  truth,  his  love  ? — was  this  the  pro- 
tection he  had  sworn  to  give  her  against  her 
father's  folly,  and  her  brother's  violence  ? — and, 
as  he  had  basely  added,  against  Father  John's 
bigotry  ?  Was  this  the  protection — ^rou^Kl^  t^ 
swe^  he'd  leave  her,  desert  hex  tot  eN^T,>3S^^'SR» 
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she  agreed  to  give  up  her  family,  her  home,  her 
principles,  and  follow  him,  a  base  low  creature, 
without  a  name  ?  And  was  it  likely  that  after 
she  had  agreed  to  this — after  she  had  so  debased 
herself,  that  he  who  had  already  deceived  her 
so  grossly  would  at  last  keep  his  word  by 
marrying  her  ? 

She  was  lying  down  with  her  face  buried  in 
her  hands,  tormenting  herself  with  such  thoughts, 
when  Biddy  came  to  tell  her  that  dinner  was  on 
the  table.  Feemy  did  not  dare  to  refuse  to  go 
in  lest  something  should  be  suspected  ;  so  she 
rubbed  her  red  eyes  till  they  were  still  redder,  and 
went  into  the  parlour,  where  she  alleged  that 
she  had  a  racking  headache,  which  would  give 
her  no  peace ;  and  having  sat  there  for  a  miser- 
able half  hour  till  her  father  and  Thady  had 
finished  their  dinner,  she  went  upstairs  to  her 
bed-room,  and  after  laying  awake  half  the  night, 
at  last  succeeded  in  crying  herself  to  sleep. 

When  Thady  came  from  the  kitchen,  on  being 
told  that  Father  John  was  waiting  for  him  at 
the  hall  door,  he  left  his  pipe  behind  him, 
swallowed  a  draught  of  water  to  take  off  the 
smell  of  the  spirits,  and  prepared  to  listen  to 
the  priest's  lecture,  as  he  expected,  with  sullen- 
ness  and  patience ;  but  he  was  surprised  out  of 
his  determined  demeanour  by  the  kindness  of 
the  priest's  address.  He  came  forward,  and 
taking  his  hand,  said, 

"  What,  Thady,  are  you  ill  ?  What  ails  you  ?  *' 

'*  Not  much,  then,  Father  John  ]  only  a  head* 
ache." 

"Are  you  too  bad,  my  boy,  to  take  a  turn 
with  roe  ?    JVe  a  word  ot  l"wo  1  ^anv  vo  ^^^  \ 
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but  if  you're  really  sick,  Thady,  and  are  going 
to  bed,  1*11  come  down  early  to-morrow  morn- 
ing.    Would  you  sooner  I  did  so  ?  " 

Father  John  said  this  because  he  thought  that 
Thady  really  looked  ill.  And  so  he  did ;  his 
face  was  yellow,  his  hair  unbrushed,  his  eyes 
sunken,  and  the  expression  of  his  countenance 
sad  and  painful ;  but  he  was  overcome  by  the 
kindness  of  the  priest's  manner,  and  repHed — 

"  Oh  no !  I'm  not  going  to  bed.  I  believe. 
Father  John,  I  did  not  come  up  to  you  because 
I  was  ashamed  to  see  you  afther  last  night." 

"So  I  thought,  my  boy;  and  that's  why  I 
came  down.  I'm  not  sorry  for  your  shame, 
though  there  was  not  much  cause  for  it.  If  it 
was  a  usual  thing  with  you  to  be  drinking  too 
much,  you  wouldn't  be  thinking  so  much  of  it 
yourself  the  next  day." 

"  But  I  believe  I  said  something  to  yourself, 
Father  John." 

"  Something  to  me  I  Egad,  I  forget  what  you 
said  to  me,  or  whether  you  said  anything.  Oh 
no  1  you  weren't  so  bad  as  that ;  but  you  were 
going  to  eat  Ussher  about  something.  But 
never  mind  that  now ;  don't  get  tipsy  again,  if 
you  can  help  it,  and  that's  all  about  it.  It's 
not  the  drinking  I'm  come  to  talk  to  you  about; 
for  you're  no  drunkard,  Thady ;  and  indeed  it's 
not  as  your  priest  I  want  to  talk  to  you  at  all, 
but  as  one  friend  to  another.  And  now,  my 
dear  boy,  will  you  take  what  I've  to  say  in 
good  part  ?  " 

These  gentle  words  were  the  first  comfort 
that  had  reached  Thady's  heart  that  day^  aud 
tears  were  in  his  eyes  as  he  aivsYj^t^ — 
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"  Indeed  I  will,  Father  John,  for  you're  the 
only  friend  I  have  now/* 

It  was  a  fine  moonlight  evenings  and  they 
were  on  the  road  leading  to  the  Cottage. 

**  Walk  up  this  way,  Thady ;  we'll  be  less 
likely  to  be  interrupted  in  the  httle  parlour 
than  here;"  and  they  walked  on  to  the  priest's 
house,  Father  John  discoursing  the  while  on 
the  brightness  of  the  moon  and  the  beauty  of 
the  night,  and  Thady  alternately  thinking  with 
pleasure  of  his  kindness,  and  with  dread  of  the 
questions  he  was  about  to  be  called  upon  to 
answer. 

When  they  were  in  the  parlour,  and  Thady 
had  refused  his  host*s  ofifers  of  punch,  tea,  or 
supper,  and  the  door  was  close  shut,  Father 
John  at  once  struck  into  the  subject  at  his 
heart. 

"  I  told  you,  Thady,  that  I  thought  but  little 
of  your  having  been  drinking  yesterday  evening; 
not  but  that  I  think  it  very  foolish  for  a  man  to 
make  himself  a  beast;  but  what  I, did  think  of 
was  the  company  you  were  drinking  in.  Now 
1  heard — and  I  know  you  won't  contradict  me 
unless  it's  untrue— that  the  party  consisted  of 
you,  and  Brady,  and  Joe  Reynolds,  and  Byrne, 
and  Corney  Dolan,  and  one  or  two  others  from 
Drumleesh,  your  own  or  your  father's  tenants, 
and  the  very  lowest  of  them — all  of  them  in- 
famous characters — men  never,  or  seldom,  seen 
at  mass — makers  of  potheen — fellows  who  are 
known  to  be  meeting  nightly  at  that  house  of 
Mrs.  Mulready,  at  Mohill^  and  who  are  strongly 
suspected  to  be  Ribbonmen,  or  Terryalts,  or  to 
calJ  themselves  by  some  infemal  name  ^cci^  ^ev. 
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by  belonging  to  which  they  have  all  become 
liable  to  death  or  transportation." 

The  priest  paused ;  but  Thady  sat  quite  still, 
listening,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  fender. 

"  Now,  Thady,  if  this  is  so,  what  could  you 
gain  by  mixing  with  them  ?  You  weren't  drunk 
when  you  went  among  them,  or  I  should  think 
nothing  about  it — ^for  a  drunken  man  doesn't 
know  what  he  does ;  and  it  wasn't  from  chance 
— for  a  man  never  seeks  society  so  much  be- 
neath himself  from  chance ;  and  it  wasn't  from 
habit — for  I  know  your  habits  well  enough,  and 
that's  not  one  of  them;  but  I  fear  you  were 
there  by  agreement.  If  so,  what  could  you  get 
by  a  secret  meeting  with  such  men  as  those  ? 
You  know  their  characters  and  vices ;  are  you 
fool  enough  to  think  that  you  will  find  com- 
fort in  their  society,  or  assistance  in  their 
advice?" 

"  I  didn't  think  so,  Father  John." 

"  Then  why  were  you  with  them  ?  I  know 
the  most  of  your  sorrows,  Thady,  and  the  most 
of  your  cares ;  and  I  also  know  and  appreciate 
the  courage  with  which  you  have  tried  to  bear 
them  ;  and  if  you  would  make  me  your  firiend, 
your  assistant,  and  your  counsellor,  though  I 
mightn't  do  much  for  you,  I  think  I  could  do 
more,  or  show  you  how  to  do  more,  than  you 
are  likely  to  leam  from  the  men  you  were  with 
yesterday ;  and  at  any  rate,  I  shall  not  lead  you 
into  the  danger  which  will  beset  you  if  you 
listen  to  them,  and  which,  you  may  be  sure, 
would  soon  end  in  your  disgrace  and  destruc- 
tion. Can  you  tell  me,  Thady,  viK^  -^qvsl  ^^\^ 
with  them,  or  they  were  with  -yoM*^" 
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"I  was  only  just  talking  to  them  about^ — -" 
Thady  began ;  but  he  felt  that  he  was  going  to 
tell  his  friend  a  falsehood,  and  again  held  his 
tongue. 

"  If  you'll  not  tell  nie  why  you  were  there, 
ni  tell  you;  at  least,  I*il  tell  you  what  my  fears 
are.  You  went  to  them  to  talk  over  your  father's 
affairs  respecting  Keegan  and  Flannelly  ;  you 
went  to  induce  those  poor  misguided  men  not 
to  pay  their  rent  to  him ;  and  oh  !  Thady,  if 
what  I've  heard  is  true,  you  went  there  to 
consult  with  thera  respecting  a  greater  crime 
than  I'll  now  name,  and  to  instigate  them  to 
do  that  which  would  lead  to  their  and  your 
eternal  shame  and  punishment." 

Thady  now  shook  in  his  chair,  as  though  he 
could  hardly  keep  his  seat ;  he  felt  the  perspira- 
tion stand  upon  his  brow,  and  he  wiped  it  off 
w^ith  his  sleeve;  he  did  not  dare  to  deny  that 
he  had  done  this,  of  which  Father  John  was 
accusing  him,  though  he  felt  that  he  had  been 
far  from  instigating  them  to  any  crime  like 
murder.     Father  John  continued — 

"  If  you  have  joined  these  men, — if  you  have 
bound  yourself  to  these  men  by  any  oath,^ — if 
there  is  any  league  between  you  and  them,  let 
me  implore  you  to  disregard  it ;  nothing  can  be 
binding,  that  is  only  to  bind  you  to  greater 
wickedness,  I  do  not  ask  you  to  tell  me  any 
of  their  secrets  or  plans,  though,  God  knows, 
what  you  tell  me  now  would  be  as  sacred  as  iif 
I  heard  it  in  the  confessional;  but  if  you  have 
such  secrets,  if  you  know  their  signs,  whatever 
way  be   tliQ  consequence,  at  once  renounce 
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"I  know  no  secrets  or  signs,  Father  John, 
and  I  don't  belong  to  any  society." 

"  Then,  if  you  don't,  you  can  have  nothing  to 
bind  you.  Is  it  true  that  you  were  rash  enough, 
mad  enough,  to  speak  to  these  men  about 
murdering  Keegan?  Tell  me;  have  you  a  plan 
made  to  murder  Keegan  ?  Have  you  had  such 
a  crime  in  your  thoughts  ?  " 

It  had  been  in  his  thoughts  all  day:  what 
answer  should  he  make?  should  he  lie,  and 
deny  it  all  ?  or  should  he  confess  it  all,  just  as 
it  was  ? 

"If  you'll  not  tell  me,  I  must,  for  Mr. 
Keegan's  sake,  take  some  step  to  secure  his 
safety.  Come,  Thady,  come;  you  know  it's 
not  by  threats  I  wish  to  guide  you ;  you  know 
I  love  you.  I  know  well  enough  your  patient 
industry — ^your  want  of  selfishness.  I  know,  if 
you  have  for  a  moment  thought  of  this  crime, 
you  have  now  repented  it :  tell  me  how  far  you 
have  gone,  and  if  you  are  in  danger; — if  you 
have  done  that  which  was  very,  very  wicked. 
I  will  still  try  and  screen  you  from  the  effects 
of  a  sin,  which  I  am  sure  was  not  premeditated. 
Is  there  any  plot  to  murder  Keegan  ?  " 

"There  is  not." 

"  As  you  are  a  living  man,  there's  none  ?  " 

"  There  is  not." 

"  What  were  you  saying  about  Keegan,  then, 
to  those  men  yesterday  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  I  said — I  don't  know  I 
said  anything ;  they  were  threatening  him,  if  he 
came  on  Drumleesh  for  rent;  if  they  have  a 
plot  I  don't  know  it." 

'*But,  Thady,  are  you  lo  ^om  Xlftftxa  ^^^\^"^ 
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do  you  mean  again  to  renew  your  revellings 
of  last  night?  have  yoa  agreed  to  see  them 
again  ?  '* 

**  I  have."  ^ 

"And  where?"  ^H 

*' At  Malready's  in  Mohill"  ^| 

"And  when?'' 

'*They  sent  to-day  to  say  it  was  to-morrow 
night,  but  1  have  refused  to  go." 

**  You  have  refused  ?  *' 

"  Yes,  Father  John.  I  got  the  message  from 
them  just  before  dinner,  and  I  said  I'd  not  go 
to-morrow." 

"  But  have  you  said  you'd  never  join  them 
again  ?  have  you  sent  to  them  to  say  you'd 
never  put  your  foot  in  that  hole  of  sin  ?  did 
you  say  you  were  mad  when  you  promised  it, 
and  that  you  would  never  keep  that  promise  i* 
did  you  say,  Thady,  that  you  would  not  come  ? 
or  are  you  still,  in  their  opinion,  one  of  their 
accursed  set  ?  " 

*'  I'll  niver  go  there,  Father  John.  I've  not 
had  one  moment's  ase  since  I  said  I  would j 
it's  been  on  my  heart  like  lead  all  the  morning ; 
indeed,  indeed,  Father  John,  I'll  niver  go  there/' 

*'  I  will  not  doubt  you,  Thady ;  but  still,  that 
you  may  feel  how  solemnly  you  are  bound  not 
to  peril  your  life  and  soul  by  joining  them  who 
can  only  wish  to  lead  you  into  crime,  give  me 
your  honour,  on  the  sacred  word  of  God,  that 
you  will  never  go  to  that  place  ; — or  join  those 
men  in  any  lawless  plans  or  secret  meetings," 

And  Thady  swore  most  solemnly,  on  the 
&acred  ^'oiume,  that  he  would  d)  as  the  priest 
diTGctcd  him  respectiug  i\vese  m^n. 
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Father  John  then  gradually  drew  from  him 
in  conversation  what  had  really  taken  place. 
He  told  him  what  he  had  heard  from  McGovery 
— ^how  he  had  quieted  that  man  and  Cullen — 
and  advised  him  by  his  own  demeanour  to  his 
tenants,  to  pass  over  what  had  been  said,  as 
though  it  had  been  a  drunken  frolic.  He  asked 
him,  however,  whether  he  considered  that  Mr. 
Keegan  or  Ussher  were  in  any  real  danger; 
and  Thady  assured  him  that  he  did  not  think 
they  were — ^that  there  was  no  plot  laid — that 
the  men  were  angry  and  violent,  but  that, 
unless  further  instigated,  he  did  not  think  they 
would  commit  any  act  of  absolute  violence. 
These  opinions  were  not  given  spontaneously, 
but  in  answer  to  various  questions  from  the 
priest,  who  at  last  satisfied  himself  that  in  con- 
firming the  horror  with  which  Thady  evidently 
regarded  what  he  had  already  done,  and  in 
preventing  him  from  following  any  further  the 
course  he  was  about  to  pursue,  he  had  done 
all  that  was  possible  in  the  case  to  prevent 
crime. 

Whether  he  thought  that  either  of  those  who 
had  been  named  as  the  object  of  hatred  to  these 
unruly  men  might  ultimately  fall  a  victim  to  the 
feeling  to  which  their  actions  had  given  rise  in 
the  country,  is  another  question.  If  he  did,  he 
could  not  prevent  it — nor  was  it  his  especial 
business  to  attend  to  it;  but  he  felt  tolerably 
sure  that  to  whatever  bad  feelings  hardships 
and  cruelty  might  have  given  rise  in  Thady's 
breast,  he  would  not  now  gratify  them  by  such 
atrocious  means  as  those  which  McGovery*s 
statement  had  induced  him  lo  ap^x^V^TA, 
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Under  this  impression  he  bade  him  good 
ni^ht,  with  another  kind  shake  of  the  hand; 
telling  him  that  though,  at  present,  there  might 
be  much  to  sadden  and  distress  him,  if  he 
confronted  his  difficulties  with  manly  courage 
and  honest  purposes,  he  would  be  sure  sooner 
or  later  to  overcome  them. 

Thady  returned  home  more  comfortable  than 
he  had  been  in  the  morning,  but  he  could  not 
bring  himself  to  that  state  of  mind  in  which 
Father  John  had  hoped  to  dismiss  him.  He 
felt,  that  though  he  was  determined  not  to 
go  to  Mrs.  Mulready's,  the  affair  could  not 
rest  there.  He  felt  himself  to  be,  in  some 
horrible  manner,  in  the  power  of  Brady  and 
Joe  Reynolds — as  though  he  could  not  escape 
irom  them.  A  general  despondency  respecting 
all  his  prospects  weighed  him  down,  and  when 
he  reached  Ballycloran,  he  was  nearly  as  un- 
happy as  he  had  been  in  leaving  it. 


CHAPTER    XVII 

SPORT   IN   THE   WEST 
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Carrick-on-Shannon,  the  assize  town  of  County 
Leitrim,  though  an  assize  town,  is  a  very  poor 
place.  It  consists  of  one  long  narrow,  irregular 
street,  lying  along  the  Shannon,  in  which  slated 
houses  and  thatched  cabins  delightfully  relieve 
each  other^  and  prevent  the  eye  from  being 
annoyed   with  sameness  ot  mongVowj.     "^W 
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houses  are  mostly  all  shops,  and  even  the 
cabins  profess  to  afford  "lodging  and  enther- 
thainment ; "  so  that  it  is  to  be  presumed  that 
the  poverty  of  the  place  is  attributable  to 
circumstances  and  misfortune,  and  not  to  the 
idleness  of  the  inhabitants.  The  prevailing 
feeling,  however,  arising  in  any  human  mind, 
on  entering  the  place,  would  be  that  of  com- 
passion for  the  judges,  barristers,  attorneys, 
crown  clerks,  grand  jury,  long  panel,  witnesses, 
etc.,  who  have  to  be  crammed  into  this  little 
place,  and  lodged  and  fed  for  five  or  six  days^ 
twke  a  year  during  the  assizes. 

There  is,  however,  a  tolerably  good  hotel  in 
the  place,  and  we  at  present  beg  to  take  our 
reader  with  us  into  the  largest  room  therein, 
which  was  usually  dignified  by  the  name  of 
the  Ball  Room.  It  was  not,  however,  by  any 
means  dedicated  solely  to  the  worship  of  Terp- 
sichore :  all  the  pubHc  dinners  eaten  in  Carrick 
were  eaten  here ;  all  the  public  meetings  held 
in  Carrick  were  held  here;  all  the  public 
speeches  were  spoken  here.  Here  committees 
harangued ;  Gallagher  ventriloquised ;  itinerant 
actors  acted ;  itinerant  concert-givers  held  their 
concerts ;  itinerant  Lancashire  bell-ringers  rang  - 
their  bells.  Here  also  were  carried  on  the 
mysteries  of  the  Carrick-on-Shannon  masonic 
lodge,  with  all  due  zeal  and  secrecy. 

On  the  present  occasion  the  room  was,  or 
rather  had  been,  devoted  to  the  purpose  of 
feeding;  an  ordinary  had  been  held  here 
previous  to  the  races;  and  most  of  those  who 
were  in  any  way  interested  in  the  coming  event 
were  there.     The  cloth  had  b^eii  "voax  Xa^^-^ 
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away,  decanters  of  whiskey  and  jugs  of  boiling 
water  alternated  each  other  down  the  table, 
and  large  basins  of  white  sugar  were  scattered 
about  unsparingly.  The  party  were  evidently 
about  to  enjoy  themselves.  There  were  about 
thirty  of  them  there,  some  of  them  owners  of 
horses,  some  of  them  riders,  some  of  them 
backers;  the  rest  were  eaters,  drinkers,  and 
spectators. 

The  chair  was  filled  by  Major  McDonnell, 
one  of  the  stewards — a  little  man,  who  had 
probably  never  crossed  a  horse  himself,  and 
had  nothing  of  the  sportsman  about  him.  He 
hadj  however,  lately  inherited  an  estate  in  the 
neighbourhood,  and  having  some  idea  of  stand- 
ing for  the  county  on  the  Tory  interest  at 
the  next  election,  was  desirous  of  obtaining 
popularity,  and  had  consequently  given  forty 
pounds  to  be  run  for— had  agreed  to  wear  a 
red  coat  at  the  races,  and  call  himself  a  steward 
—  sit  at  the  top  of  the  table  and  carve  for  thirty 
hungry  sportsmen  to-day,  with  each  of  whom 
he  had  to  drink  wine*— and  get  partners  for  all 
the  ugly  girls,  if  there  be  any  in  County  Leitnm, 
on  the  morrow.  This  was  certainly  hard  work ; 
in  reward  for  which  he  was  probably  destined 
to  have  his  head  broken  at  the  next  election, 
if  he  should  have  sufficient  courage  to  show 
himself  as  a  Tory  candidate  for  the  county. 

There,  however,  he  sat  on  this  day,  very 
unfit  to  take  the  chief  part  among  the  spirits 
by  whom  he  was  surrounded. 

Opposite  to   him,  at  the  other  end  of  the 

room,  sat  our  big  and  burly  friend,  McKeon, 

a  very  different  character.     VfUeu^^^i  ^\3.  ^t 
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^gl^l  were  talking  aloud  together,  his  voice 
iniglit  always  be  heard  the  loudest.  Whenever 
a  shout  of  laughter  arose — ^and  that  was  in- 
cessantly— his  shout  was  always  the  longest  It 
seemed  that  every  bet  that  was  offered  was 
taken  by  him,  and  that  every  bet  taken  by  any 
one  else  had  been  offered  by  him.  He  was 
always  scribbling  something  in  that  well-worn 
book  of  his,  and  yet  he  never  had  his  hand 
away  from  his  tumbler — except  when  it  was 
on  the  decanter.  All  the  waiters  came  to  him 
for  orders,  and  he  seemed  perfectly  competent 
to  attend  to  thera»  If  any  man  finished  his 
punch  and  did  not  fill  again,  McKeon  reminded 
him  of  his  duty — and  that  not  only  by  preaching, 
but  by  continual  practice.  In  fact,  he  was  just 
in  his  eleraentj  and  enjoying  himself. 

There  was  an  empty  chair  next  Mr.  McKeon, 
where  his  friend  Mr.  Gayner  had  been  sitting — 
I  won't  say  during  his  dinner,  for  he  had  not 
swallowed  a  raouibful.  He  was  now  standing 
up  against  the  fireplace,  sticking  a  lemon.  He 
had  a  large  great  coat  on,  buttoned  up  to  the 
neck,  and  a  huge  choker  round  his  throat.  He 
was  McKeon's  jockey,  and  was  to  ride  Playful 
for  the  forty  pounds  on  the  morrow. 

Bob  Gayner,  as  he  was  usually  called,  was 
one  of  the  best  gentlemen  riders  in  the  country. 
He  came  from  Cpunty  Rosc_Qmmonj' — the  county^ 
by-tjie^b;f>  which  can  probably  boast  the  best 
riders  m  TrelancTy — where  he  had  a  small 
property  of  his  own,  near  Athlone  ;  but  the 
chief  part  of  his  time  was  spent  in  riding  races 
and  training  for  ihem.  He  had  been  at  it  all 
his  life — and  certalnlyj  if  iket^  \>^  ^3k^  \a!wSx*\sv 
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the  perfection  of  such  an  art,  Bob  was  entitled 
to  it,  for  he  rode  beautifully.     It  was  not  only 
that  he  could  put  his  horse  at  a  fence  without 
fear,  and  sit  him  whilst  he  was  going  over  it— 
any  man  with  practice  could  do  that ;  but  Bol 
had  a  sympathy  with  the  animal  he  was  ridin^ 
which  enabled  him  not  only  to  know  what  he 
could  do  himself,  but  also  what  the  horse  could 
do.      He  knew  exactly  where  a  horse  wanted 
assistance  from  his  rider.     And  he  had  another 
knack   too,  not   unfrequently  made  use  of  in 
steeple-chases — Bob  seldom  let  his  own  horse 
baulk,  but  he  very  generally  made   those  that 
others   were  riding  do   so.      And   then,   at 
finish .  how  admirable  was  Bob  I     In  leap  ncei 
the  finish  is  seldom  so  near  a  thing  as  in  flal 
races;  but  when  it  did  come  to  be  neck  and 
neck  at  the  post,  there  was  no  man  in  Ireland 
could  give  a  horse  a  stretch  and  land  him  in  a 
winner   like   Bob.     He    had   also  an  exquisite 
genius  for  tumbling.     Horses  will  occasionally 
fall,  and  when  they  do,  riders  must  follow  them 
but  no  one  fell  so  safely,  recovered  so  activtiy, 
and  was  again  so  instantly  in  the  saddle  as  our 
friend  j  and,  consequently,  wherever  there  was 
a  steeplechase  to  be  run,  where  pluck,  science, 
and   practice  were  wanting,  there  Bob  was  in 
requisition,   and   there   he   usually  was   found. 
It  was   a  great   thing   to   secure  his  services 
and  knowing  this,  Tony  McKeon  had,  in  h; 
own   way,   long   since,    made  Gayner  his   fasi 
friend  J  how,  I  cannot  say,  for  Bob  was  muci 
above   being  bought,   and   though,  no   doubi 
he  made  money  by  his   races,  he  would  hav( 
ibought  little  of  shooting  any  one  ^\\o  ^^.^\iQ\^ 
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enoagh  to  offer  to  pay  him  for  riding.  When 
in  his  cap,  jacket,  boots,  and  breeches,  he 
would,  if  he  thought  occasion  required  or  his 
interests  demanded  it,  wrangle  like  a  devil. 
Though  its  back  were  turned  to  him,  he  could 
see  a  horse  go  on  the  wrong  side  of  a  post; 
and  woe  betide  the  man.  who  came  to  the 
scales  as  a  winner  an  ounce  below  the  weight 
Bob,  from  long  practice,  knew  all  these  dodges, 
and  he  made  the  most  of  them.  But  when 
once  his  cap  was  off,  and  his  coat  was  on,  he 
was  a  quiet,  easy,  unassuming  fellow — liked 
and  petted  by  all  he  knew ;  for  he  never  spoke 
little  of  others  nor  bragged  of  himself. 

Ee  was  now  talking  to  another  member  of 
the  same  confraternity,  but  of  a  very  different 
chancter.  He  also  had  been  sitting  dinnerless, 
— foi  both  these  gentlemen,  in  the  pursuit  of  their 
amusement,  were  obliged  to  starve  and  sweat  \ 
themselves  down  to  a  certain  standard,  about  / 
twenty  pounds  below  their  ordinary  weight, — 
and  l.e  was  now  also  sucking  a  lemon.  George 
Brown  was  the  second  son  of  Jonas  Brown,  of 
Browi  Hall,  the  magistrate  by  whom  Tim 
ReynDlds  and  the  others  had  been  committed 
to  Ballinamore,  and,  like  his  father,  was  most 
unpopular  in  his  own  country.  He  was  arrogant, 
overbearing,  conceited,  and  passionate — ^without 
any  rank  which  could  excuse  pride,  or  any 
acquirement  that  could  justify  conceit.  It  is, 
however,  as  a  gendeman  jockey  that  we  are  at 
present  to  make  his  acquaintance,  and  in  that 
capacity  he  was  about  as  much  inferior  to  the 
grooms  by  whom  the  horses  were  trained  as  Bob 
was  superior  to  thenu     He  had  co>ix^%^  ^t^qm'^^ 
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however,  and  would  ride  at  anytlting;  and 
his  own  relations  and  friends,  for  whom  he  rode, 
were  tolerably  wealthy^  and  he  was  thereforg 
generally  well  mounted,  he  sometimes  won  ;  biS 
he  had  killed  more  horses  under  him  than  inj 
man  in  Ireland— and  no  wonder,  for  he  hsd  a 
coarse  hand  and  a  loose  seat;  and  it  waF  no 
uncommon  thing  to  see  George  coming  the  first 
of  the  two  over  a  fence  headlong  into  the  nea 
field  as  if  he  had  been  flung  there  by  a  pe:ar 
leaving  the  unfortunate  brute  he  had  been  rdh 
panting  behind  him,  with  his  breast  cut  ope^ 
or  his  knees  destroyed  by  the  fence^  over  which 
his  rider  had  had  neither  skill  nor  patience  to 
land  him.  He  was  now  going  to  ride  his  iJwn 
horse,  Conqueror,  and  had  talked  himself,  an 
had  been  talked,  into  the  belief  that  it  wd 
impossible  that  anything  could  beat  him. 

These  two  were  standing  talking  at  the  fire- 
place, and  as  they  also  had  their  little  bodes  in 
their  hands,  it  is  to  be  presumed  that  they  were 
mixing  business  with  amusement. 

There  were  others  there,  sitting  at  the  able, 
who  were  to  ride  to-morrow,  buc  whose  usual 
weight  allowed  them  to  do  so,  withou:  the 
annoyance  to  which  Gayner  and  Brown  hid  to 
subject  themselves.  There  was  little  Larry 
Kelly,  from  Roscommon,  who  could  ride  some- 
thing under  eight  stone;  Nicholas  Blake,  from 
the  land  of  ihe  Blakes,  Burkes,  and  Bodlins ; 
Pat  Conner,  with  one  eye,  from  Strokestown, 
who  bad  brought  his  garron  over  under  the 
speculation  that  if  the  weather  should  come  ve 
and  the  horses  should  fall  at  the  heavy  bank 
she  would  be  sure  to  crawl  ovet, — kncumtv^^X^j 
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\hat  as  the  priest  was  his  second  cousin,  he 
could  not  refuse  him  the  loan  of  a  stable  gratis. 

There  was  Ussher  there  also,  sitting  next  to 
George  Brown,  who  was  a  friend  of  his — much 
more  intent,  however,  on  his  own  business  than 
that  which  had  brought  the  others  here;  and 
Greenough,  the  sub-inspector  of  police,  from 
Ballinamore ;  and  young  Fitzpatrick,  of  Streams- 
town,  who  kept  the  subscription  pack  of  harriers ; 
and  a  couple  of  officers  from  Boyle,  one  of  whom 
owned  a  horse,  for  which  he  was  endeavouring 
to  get  a  rider,  but  which  none  of  those  present 
seemed  to  fancy ;  and  there  was  Peter  Dillon, 
from  beyond  Castlebar,  who  had  brought  up  a 
strong-looking,  long-legged  colt,  which  he  had 
bred  in  County  Mayo,  with  the  hope  that  he 
might  part  with  it  advantageously  in  a  handicap, 
to  some  of  those  Roscommon  lads,  who  were 
said  to  have  money  in  their  pockets ;  and  there 
were  many  others  apparently  happy,  joyous- 
fellows,  who  seemed  not  to  have  a  care  in  the 
world;  and  last,  but  not  least,  there  was 
Hyacinth  Keegan,  attorney  at  law,  and  gent. 

There  he  was,  smiling  and  chatting,  oily  and 
amiable;  getting  a  word  in  with  any  one  he 
could;  creeping  into  intimacy  with  those  who 
were  not  sharp  enough  to  see  what  he  was  after ; 
jabbering  of  horses, — of  which  he  considered 
himself  a  complete  judge, — and  of  shooting, 
hunting,  and  racing,  as  if  the  sports  of  a 
gentleman  had  been  his  occupation  from  his 
youth  upwards. 

"Well,  boys!"  said  McKeon;  "I  suppose 
we're  to  have  an  auction.  What's  it  to  be?  the 
ow]d  thing — ^balf  a  crown  eacYv^  1  ^WL^^Q^fcV 
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"  An  auction,  Mr,  McKeon ! "  said  the  chair- 
man.    *'  What*s  an  auction  ?  " 

"We'll  show  you,  Major.  All  youVe  to  do  is 
to  give  me  half  a  crown/' 

Now,  as  many  may  be  as  ignorant  as  Major 
McDonnell  respecting  an  auction  in  sporting 
phraseology^  I  will,  if  I  cati,  explain  what  it  is. 

It  has  but  little  reference  or  similitude  to 
those  auctions  from  which  Sir  Robert  Peel  has 
removed  the  duty. 

Supposing  there  may  be  twenty  members, 
each  having  half  a  crown ;  and  six  horses  to 
run-  Twenty  bits  of  paper  are  placed  in  a  hat, 
on  six  of  which  are  written  the  names  of  the 
running  horses — the  others  are  blanks — and 
they  are  then  drawn,  as  lots,  out  of  the  hat. 
The  tickets  bearing  the  horses'  names  are  sold 
by  the  auctioneer ;  the  last  bidder  has  to  pay 
twice  the  sum  he  bids^ — one  moiety  to  the  man 
who  drew  the  horse,  the  other  is  added  to  the 
fund  composed  of  the  twenty  half-crowns.  After 
the  race,  the  happy  man  holding  the  ticket 
bearing  the  name  of  the  winning  horse  receives 
the  whole.  There  are,  therefore,  different 
winners  in  this  transaction ;  the  man  drawing 
the  name  of  the  favourite  horse  of  course  wins 
what  is  bid  for  the  ticket ;  any  one  drawing  the 
name  of  any  horse  would  probably  win  some- 
thing, as  his  chance,  if  the  beast  have  more 
than  three  legs,  must  be  wordi  at  least  five 
shillings.  Such,  however,  is  an  auction,  and  on 
the  present  occasion  it  was  a  very  animated  one. 

The  thirty  half-crowns  were  now  collected 
and  handed  over  to  McKeon ;  the  names  of  the 
c/ght  horses  expected  to  start  setawtV^d  m  ^ncil 
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on  the  backs  of  fragments  of  race-bills;  and 
those,  together  with  the  blanks,  deposited  in 
the  hat,  which  was  carried  round  by  one  of  the 
party. 

"Ah!  now,  Pat,  come  to  me  last/'  said 
Gayner ;  "  IVe  never  any  luck  with  the  first 
haul;  never  mind,  I'll  take  it,"  and  he  drew  a 
lot,  "and,  by  the  Virgin,  Tony,  I've  got  my 
own  mare ! " 

"Have  you  got  Playful,  Gayner?"  said  a 
dozen  at  once.  This  made  their  chance  less, 
for  Playful  was  second  favourite. 

Brown  was  next,  and  he  got  a  blank ;  and  the 
next,  and  the  next. 

"  I've  drawn  Brickbat,"  said  Fitzpatrick,  "  a 
d — d  good  horse ;  he  won  the  hunters'  plate  at 
Tuam  last  year." 

"  Oh !  I  wish  you  joy,"  said  Gayner,  "  for  he 
won't  start  to-morrow,  my  boy :  he's  at  Tuam 
now." 

"  Begad !  he'll  start  as  soon  as  yourself,  Bob," 
said  little  Larry ;  "  he  came  to  Castleknock  last 
night,  and  he's  at  Frenchpark  now:  Murphy 
from  Frenchpark  is  to  ride  him." 

These  details  brought  Brickbat  up  in  the 
market. 

"They  might  have  left  him  at  Tuam  then, 
and  saved  themselves  money,"  said  Gayner. 
"Why,  he  hadn't  had  a  gallop  last  Tuesday 
week;  I  was  in  his  stable  myself.  If  Burke's 
cattle  had  been  as  fat  at  Ballinasloe,  he'd  have 
got  better  prices." 

"  I  say,  McKeon,"  said  Fitzpatrick,  "  what 
odds  will  you  bet  Bob  doesn't  buy  Brickbat 
himself?" 
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The  hat  went  round,  and  others  got  blanks. 
Ussher  got  Miss  Fidget,  Larry  Kelly's  mare, 
and  was  advised  in  a  whisjjer  by  that  cunning 
little  gentleman — who  meant  to  buy  Conqueror 
by  way  of  a  hedge,  and  who  therefore  wanted 
to  swell  the  stakes — to  be  sure  and  buy  the  mare 
himself,  for  she  didn't  know  how  to  fall ;  **  and,** 
he  added,  "  you  know  she^s  no  weight  on  her ; " 
and  when  Ussher  looked  at  Larry  Kelly,  who 
was  to  ride  her  himself,  he  couldn't  but  think  the 
latter  part  was  true. 

Then  Nicholas  Blake  drew  Kickie-wickie,  the 
officer's  mare,  whereupon  the  gallant  Captain, 
who  knew  Elake  was  a  sporting  fellow,  thought 
this  was  a  good  opportunity  to  sound  that 
gentleman  about  getting  him  a  rider,  and  began 
whispering  to  him  alt  the  qualities  of  the  mare ; 
how  she  could  do  everything  a  mare  should  do  j 
how  high  she  was  bred  and  how  well  she  was 
trained,  and  how  she  was  like  the  poacher,  and 
could  *Meap  on  anywhere;"  for  all  which,  and 
Kickie-wickie  herself,  with  her  owner  into  the 
bargain,  Blake  did  not  care  a  straw  j — for  he 
was  confident  of  winning  himself  with  the 
Galway  horse,  Thunderer. 

Then  some  one  else  drew  Thunderer ;  and 
Peter  Dillon  got  Conqueror,  greatly  to  his  joy, 
for  he  reckoned  that  his  expenses  from  Castle- 
bar  would  thus  be  mostly  paid,  even  if  he 
couldn't  sell  the  long-legged  colt.  The  Major 
drew  Crom-a-boo,  a  Carrick  horse,  who  had 
once  been  a  decent  hunter,  and  whose  owner 
had  entered  it  at  the  instigation  of  his  fellow 
townsmen,  and  by  the  assurance  that  these  sort 
of  racQs   were   often  won  by  ^'OMt  ^l^aji.^  ^V4 
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horses ;  and  Mr.  Stark,  the  owner,  since  he  had 
first  made  up  his  mind  to  pay  the  j^^  stake, 
had  gradually  deceived  himself  into  the  idea 
that  he  should  probably  win ;  and  having  never 
before  even  owned  a  horse — for  this  was  a  late 
purchase,  or  rather  the  beast  had  been  taken  in 
lieu  of  a  debt — ^had  now,  for  the  last  three 
weeks,  talked  of  nothing  but  sweats,  gaUops, 
physics,  training,  running,  and  leaping :  and 
having  secured  the  services  of  a  groom  for  the 
day,  who  was  capable  of  riding  his  horse,  had 
entirely  given  himself  up  to  the  delights  of 
horse-racing.  Lucky  was  it  for  Mr.  Stark  that 
Crom-a-boo  was  sure  to  lose ;  for  had  he  won, 
Stark  would  have  been  a  ruined  man ;  nothing 
would  have  kept  him  from  the  Curragh  and  a 
conviction  that  the  turf  was  his  proper  vocation. 

The  Major  was  delighted  at  his  prize;  he 
had  not  drawn  a  blank,  and  that  was  sufficient 
for  him. 

Then,  at  last,  Keegan  got  Pat  Conner's  mare 
from  Strokestown.  She  was  called  Diana,  and 
his  was  the  last  paper  drawn. 

"Faith,  Keegan,  you're  in  luck,"  said 
McKeon,  "for  the  mare  can't  but  run  well. 
Pat's  been  training  her  since  May  last  I  was 
over  there  going  to  Castlereagh,  and  I  saw  Pat 
at  her  then." 

"'Deed,  then,  Mr.  McKeon,"  said  Conner, 
"maybe  she'll  beat  your  own  mare,  much  as 
you  think  of  her." 

"  Oh !  I'm  sure  she  will ;  there's  so  much 
running  about  her.  Was  she  at  plough  after 
last  winter,  Pat  ?  " 

"She  had  other  work  to  do,  tiv^ti^lox  ^<^\Na.^ 
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to  carry  me  twice  a-week  through  the  season ; 
and  that  she  did — and  that's  not  light  work,  I 
think/' 

**  Carry  you,  Pat  I "  said  Gayner  ;  "  why,  you 
don't  mean  to  say  you  hunt  that  old  garron  you 
call  Diana  ?  Faith,  man,  you^re  too  bold ;  your 
friends  ought  to  look  to  you;  what  would  the 
country  do  if  you  broke  your  neck  ?  '* 

'*  It's  your  own  is  in  most  danger,  Vm  think- 
ing," replied  Pat;  '*  faith,  I  wouldn't  take  all 
tlie  pick  up  to-morrow,  to  ride  that  devil  youVe 
to  ride  over  the  course/* 

**  And  rU  take  devilish  good  care  you're  not 
asked/'  said  McKeon :  "but  now,  boys,  as  I 
fear  the  Major's  hardly  up  to  it,  I'll  dispose  of 
the  prizes.  Come,  which  shall  I  put  up  first? 
which  was  drawn  first  ?  " 

*'  Your  own  mare,  Tony ;  Gayner  got  Playful 
at  the  first  start." 

**  Well,  gentlemen,  here's  the  mare  Playful. 
I  believe  Pm  to  say  all  the  good  I  can  about 
her,  and  upon  my  word  she  doesn't  want  spirit/' 
Here  he  whispered  Gayner,  whom  he  told  to 
l>id  for  themselves  conjointly.  "  Come,  gentle- 
men, what  do  you  offer  ?  people  say  she's  wicked, 
but  she'll  not  kick  you  if  you  don't  come  in  her 
reach.  She  can  go  if  she  likes,  and  she  can,  I 
suppose,  if  she  likes,  stand  still ;  but  upon  my 
soul,  I  never  saw  her  to  do  so  in  the  field.  * 

*'  I'll  say  thirty  shillings,  Tony,"  said  Bob. 

**  Five  and  thirty/'  said  young  Brown. 

**  Two  pounds/'  said  Bob. 

'*  I'll  not  go  beyond  that,"  said  Brown. 

"Two  pounds — who'll  give  more  than  two 
pounds  for  Pkyful  ?    Gentlemen,  t\v^\tfiT^^  ^^ 
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all  favourites,  and  the  pool  will  consequently 
be  a  large  one.  Who'll  give  more  than  two 
pounds  ?  Bob,  youVe  got  the  mare ;  hand  me 
two  pounds,  and  hand  yourself  two  more." 

Then  Brickbat  and  Miss  Fidget  were  sold, 
both  at  good  prices ;  for  the  horse  had  won  the 
last  race  at  Tuam,  and  that  put  him  up  in  the 
market,  in  spite  of  Bob's  vile  comparison 
between  him  and  his  owner's  bullocks;  and 
the  mare  was  a  favourite  among  the  Roscommon 
gentry,  who  knew  little  Larry  could  ride  when 
he  meant  it 

Kickie-wickie  was  the  next  put  up,  but  in 
spite  of  all  that  had  been  said  about  her  by  her 
gallant  owner,  she  was  in  very  little  request, 
and  was  purchased  cheap. 

Thunderer  fetched  a  good  price;  Galway 
horses  always  do ;  and  it  was  easy  to  see  that 
Nicholas  Blake  was  in  earnest,  and  Nick  was 
a  man  that  wouldn't  come  from  Loughrea  to 
Carrick-on-Shannon,  and  lose  a  day  with  the 
Galway  dogs  for  nothing ;  George  Brown  made 
the  purchase,  for  if  anything  could  beat  Con- 
queror it  was  Thunderer. 

Then  came  Conqueror,  and  bidding  began  in 
earnest.  George  offered  two  pounds  to  frighten 
the  field ;  but  both  Larry  Kelly  and  McKeon 
wanted  to  hedge,  and  they  raised  the  price 
against  each  other  by  half-crowns,  till  at  last 
little  Larry  Kelly  got  the  winner,  that  was  to  be, 
for  three  pounds  ten,  much  to  Gayner's  satisfac- 
tion, who  felt  no  such  confidence  in  George 
Brown's  invincibility,  and  was  very  glad  to  see 
the  pool  increased  by  those  who  did. 

When  Crom-a-boo  was  put  Mp— \i\^  q^\ss\ 
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rashly  offered  five  shillings — for  which  sum  he 
was  allowed  to  retain  him.  He  could  not,  how- 
ever, comprehend  that,  because  he  had  bid  five, 
he  was  to  pay  ten — however,  he  had  to  do  it, 
and  began  to  find  that  the  pleasures  of  the  turf 
were  not  entirely  unalloyed. 

The  Strokestown  garron  did  not  create  much 
emulation,  but  Peter  Dillon,  knowing  that 
though  Pat  had  only  one  eye,  that  one  was  a 
good  one,  and  that  he  wouldn't  lose  the  race 
for  want  of  hard  work  and  patience,  and  having 
little  Larry's  three  pounds  ten  in  his  pocket  to 
back  him,  at  length  doubled  Keegan's  offer  of 
half  a  crown  which  he  made  to  keep  his  own 
ticket,  and  Diana  was  knocked  down  to  him  at 
the  same  price  that  Crom-a-boo  had  fetched, 

Then  the  fun  grew  fast  and  furious,  and  calls 
for  hot  water  and  spirits  were  loud  and  in- 
cessant 

**By  the  holy  poker,  boys,  I'm  thirsty  after 
that,*'  said  McKeon ;  *'  you  should  stand  me  a 
bottle  of  champagne  among  ye,  no  less — ^just  to 
take  the  dryness  out  of  ray  throat,  before  I  begin 
drinking." 

"Champagne,  indeed,  Tony;  wouldn't  a 
bucket  of  brandy  and  water  serve  you  ?  " 

"Indeed,  Fitz, if  youVe  to  pay  for  it  yourself, 
a  mouthful  of  brandy  and  water  wouldn't  be  a 
bad  thing — for  I  want  something  more  than 
ordinary  af\her  that  work.  Ah  I  Conner,  it  was 
the  bidding  afther  that  mare  of  yours  that  broke 
my  heart  entirely^ — why,  man,  you  see,  every 
one  wanted  her," 

"  Niver  mind,  Mr.  McKeon,  niver  mind  ! '' 
said  Pat,  with  his  one  eye  fixed  oii  V\^  -^xiOcv. 
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"  She's  a  nice,  good,  easy  creature,  anyway.  I 
don't  have  to  be  sending  a  boy  down  through 
the  rack  to  be  cleaning  her,  as  they  say  you  do 
with  the  one  you're  going  to  start  to-morrow — 
pray  God  she  don't  kill  any  of  us,  that's  all." 

"  Pray  God  she  don't,  Pat,  and  especially  you. 
Well,  Fitz,  Where's  this  brandy  and  water  you're 
talking  about  ?  " 

"To  hear  Tony  talking,"  said  little  Larry, 
"one  would  think  he  didn't  drink  this  week; 
when  he  got  a  sup  at  every  bid  that  was  made,  • 
and  finished  a  tumbler  as  every  horse  was 
knocked  down ;  why,  that  was  eight  tumblers  of 
punch  ! " 

"  Water,  Larry,  all  water  to  clear  my  throat — 
ask  the  waiter  else." 

"  It's  little  of  that  cure  you  take,  I'm  think- 
ing— ^waiter,  bring  some  tobacco  here." 

And  now  the  party  began  smoking  as  well  as 
drinking ;  and  an  atmosphere  was  formed  which 
soon  drove  the  Major  out  of  the  room — not, 
however,  before  McKeon  implored  him  to  stay 
just  for  one  handicap,  as  he  wanted  to  challenge 
the  bay  gelding  he  drove  under  his  gig ;  and  as 
the  Major  was  waiting  for  his  hat,  Tony  threw  a 
shilling  on  the  table. 

"  Come,  Major,  cover  that,  just  for  luck ;  I 
must  have  a  shy  at  that  gig  horse ;  I  want  him 
for  Mrs.  McKeon's  car.  Come,  I'll  tell  you 
every  beast  I've  got,  and  you  may  choose  from 
them  all,  from  the  mare  that's  to  win  to-morrow, 
down  to  the  flock  of  turkeys  that's  in  the  yard 
at  Drumsna." 

But  the  Major  was  inexorable;  he  thought 
the  j^4o  and  the  red  coat  7J\Ac\v\i^^^a.^^^^a^'^^ 
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buy  for  to-morrow's  use,  together  with  the  hard 
work  he  had  to  do,  was  enough  for  popularity ; 
and  may  be  he  had  heard  of  Tony's  celebrity  in 
a  knock,  and  he  did  not  wish  to  sacrifice  his 
own  nag,  for  a  chance  selection  out  of  those  in 
McKeon's  yard,  nor  yet  for  a  flock  of  turkeys. 

How^ever,  though  the  Major  wouldn't  join  in 
a  handicap,  others  would — and  McKeon  wasn't 
baulked  of  his  amusement.  Men  soon  had 
their  hands  in  their  pockets,  waiting  the  awards 
of  the  arbiter,  which  were  speedily  pronounced; 
and  various  and  detailed  were  the  descriptions 
given  of  the  brutes  which  were  intended  to 
change  hands ;  but  not  in  general  such  as  made 
those  who  got  them  satisfied  with  their  bargains, 
when  they  afterwards  became  acquainted  with 
their  real  merits, 

Peter  Dillon  threw  away  sundry  shillings  in 
endeavouring  to  part  with  the  Mayo  colt,  but 
either  he  had  been  there  before  with  the  same 
kind  of  cattle,  or  he  priced  him  too  high ;  he 
could n^t  get  his  money  for  him,  either  from 
little  Larry  Kelly,  or  his  elder  brother  who  was 
there. 

Tony,  before  the  evening  was  over,  gave  the 
Boyle  officers  two  or  three  most  desperate 
bargains.  First,  he  got  the  celebrated  mare 
Kickie-wickie  for  a  pair  of  broken*down  gig 
horses,  to  run  tandem  :  engaged  to  go  quiet  and 
not  kick  in  harness.  They  couldn't  be  vs^arranted 
sound  :  but  then,  as  Tony  said»  what  horse 
could  ?  and  he  was  so  particular — he  would 
never  say  a  horse  was  sound,  unless  he  knew 
k;  in  fact,  he  never  warranted  a  horse  sound  ; 
which  wsLs  true  enough,  for  Toi^y  Vae.^  xio  oiiv^ 
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would  take  his  warrant;  and  then,  when  the 
Captain  was  in  the  first  fit  of  grief  for  Kickie- 
wickie,  some  good-natured  fi*iend  having  told 
him  that  the  two  gig  horses  weren't  worth  a  feed 
of  oats,  Tony  gave  her  back  again  for  a  good 
hack  hunter,  and  a  sum  of  money  to  boot,  about 
the  real  value  of  the  mare.  Again,  late  in  the 
evening — when  the  punch  had  made  further  in- 
roads upon  the  poor  warrior's  brain — he  gave 
him  back  his  own  hunter  for  the  two  gig  horses 
and  a  farther  sum  of  money  :  from  all  which  it 
will  be  seen  by  those  who  understand  the  art, 
that  the  officer  from  Boyle  could  not  have  made 
a  great  deal,  and  that  Tony  McKeon  could  not 
be  much  out  of  pocket. 

This  fun  continued  till  about  two,  when  half 
the  party  were  too  drunk  to  care  about  winning 
and  losing — and  the  other  half,  mostly  consist- 
ing of  the  married  men,  too  wary  to  attempt 
business  with  those  as  knowing  as  themselves. 
Gayner  and  Brown  had  gone  home  to  bed,  as 
they  had  to  be  up  and  walk  ten  miles  before 
breakfast,  with  their  great  coats  on ;  after  which, 
as  Gayner  had  told  Mrs.  McKeon,  he  would 
trouble  her  for  the  loan  of  two  feather  beds,  and 
three  or  four  buckets  of  turf;  as  he  thought  that 
after  laying  between  them  for  an  hour  or  so 
before  a  roaring  fire,  and  then  being  rubbed 
down  with  flannels  by  Tony  and  his  two  men, 
there  was  little  doubt  but  he'd  be  able  to  ride 
1 1  stone  4 ;  and  he  was  to  be  up  at  that  weight 
on  the  next  day. 

Keegan  had  become  very  drunk  and  talkative, 
had  offered  to  sing  two  or  three  songs^  to  mak^i 
two  or  three  speeches,  and  \ia4  \i!lUxaaX.€s.^  "vaiiSKCk. 
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backwards,  on  his  chair  being  drawn  away,  from 
which  position  he  was  unable  to  get  up,  and 
little  Larry's  brother  was  now  amiably  engaged 
painting  his  face  with  lampblack.  Mrs.  Keegan 
the  while  was  sitting  in  her  cold,  dark,  little 
back  parlour,  meditating  the  awful  punishment 
to  be  visited  on  the  delinquent  when  he  did 
return  home. 

Vain  woman,  there  she  sat  till  four,  while 
Hyacinth  lay  happy  beneath  the  table  ;  nor  did 
he  return  home,  till  brought  on  the  waiter's 
back,  at  eight  the  next  morning. 

Pat  was  winking  with  his  one  eye,  and  nod- 
ding on  his  chair,  with  his  pipe  still  stuck  in  his 
mouth.  Little  Larry  was  laughing  till  he  cried 
at  his  brother's  performance.  Peter  Dillon  and 
young  Fitzpatrick,  each  with  a  whiskey  bottle 
in  his  hand,  were  guarding  the  door,  at  which 
Stark,  the  unfortunate  owner  of  Crom-a-boo, 
was  vainly  endeavouring  to  make  his  exit,  which 
he  was  assured  he  should  not  be  allowed  to  do 
till  he  had  sung  a  song  standing  on  the  side- 
board. And  the  younger  son  of  Mars,  con- 
quered by  tobacco  and  whiskey,  was  leaning  his 
unfortunate  head  on  the  table,  and  deluging 
Keegan's  feet  with  the  shower  which  he  was 
unable  to  restrain, 

Ussber  was  detailing  in  half  drunken  glee  to 
his  friend  Fred  Brown,  George's  brother,  his 
plan  for  carrying  off  poor  Feemy;  and  Brown, 
alwaysj  as  he  said,  ready  to  help  a  friend  in 
necessity,  was  offering  hira  the  loan  of  his  gig 
to  take  her  as  far  as  Longford,  at  which  place 
he  could  arrive  in  time  to  catch  the  raail,  if 
he  could   manage  to  taVe  ¥e.tm^  ^.-w^l^  ^iq(«w 
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Ballycloran  immediately  after  sunset.  "And 
I'll  send  a  boy  to  bring  the  gig  back  from  Long- 
ford," added  Fred,  "  so  you'll  have  no  trouble  at 
all ;  and  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  you're  taking 
the  prettiest  girl  out  of  County  Leitrim  with  you 
— so  here's  her  health." 

Tony,  Nicholas  Blake,  and  Greenough .  were 
the  only  three  left  who  were  still  able  to  drink 
steadily,  and  they  kept  at  it  till  about  four,  when 
they  ail  agreed,  that  if  they  meant  to  do  any 
good  at  all  to-morrow,  they'd  better  be  getting 
to  bed ;  they  consequently  took  one  tumbler 
more,  because  it  was  to  be  the  last,  and  made 
towards  the  door,  out  of  which  Stark  had  at 
length  escaped,  after  having  a  bottle  of  whiskey 
poured  over  his  head.  As  they  passed  the 
Captain,  who  was  snoring  against  the  wall, 
McKeon  slightly  touched  his  foot  with  his  toe, 
and  said  to  Blake,  "Well;  if  I  was  as  soft  as 
that  fellow,  I'd  have  my  head  boiled  in  a 
pudding-bag.  By  gad,  the  Colonel  oughtn't  to 
let  him  out  without  his  nurse." 

"You  oughtn't  to  talk  then,  Tony,  for  you 
didn't  make  a  bad  thing  of  him  to-night." 

"  Oh,  d — n  his  money,"  said  McKeon  ;  "  I'd 
much  sooner  be  without  such  a  fellow.  I'd 
sooner  by  half  have  a  bargain  with  a  man  that 
knew  how  to  take  care  of  himself,  than  a  green- 
horn, who'd  let  you  rob  him  of  his  eyes  without 
seeing  you." 

By  this  time  they'd  got  to  the  front  door,  at 
which  was  now  standing  Tony's  buggy  and 
servant;  Greenough  was  going  to  walk  to  his 
lodgings,  and  Blake  had  come  to  the  door  to 
see  his  friend  off;   when  ttiey  Yv^^x^  ^.  Vss^.^ 
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shrieking  down  the  street,  and  they  saw  the  un- 
fortunate Stark  running  towards  the  hotel,  still 
followed  by  Fitzpatrick  and  Dillon,  each  with 
an  empty  bottle  in  his  hand. 

When  he  had  escaped  from  the  inn,  his  per- 
secutors had  fallowed  him,  still  swearing  that  he 
should  sing.  Stark  had  run  towards  his  home, 
but  before  he  got  there  his  pursuers  headed  him 
in  the  street  and  turned  him  back,  and  now 
as  he  rushed  along,  half  blinded  by  the  spirits 
in  his  eyes,  they  followed  him,  whooping  and 
yelling  like  two  insane  devils,  and  were  just 
catching  him  near  the  door  of  the  hotel,  when 
poor  Stark,  striking  his  foot  against  tlie  curb 
stone,  fell  violently  on  his  face,  and  Dillon, 
who  was  just  behind  him,  stumbled  and  fell 
upon  hiiiL 

**  Halloo,  Fitzpatrick,  is  that  you  ? "  said 
Tony ;  *'  w^hat  in  G — d's  name  are  you  doing 
with  that  poor  devil  ?  I  believe  you  and  DiUon 
have  killed  him/' 

By  this  time  Dillon  had  got  up  ;  and  McKeon 
and  Elake  together  helped  the  other  man  to  his 
feet ;  his  wrath  vpas  by  this  time  thoroughly 
kindled,  and  he  was  swearing  all  manner  of  ven- 
geance against  Fitzpatrick  —  the  other  man's 
name  he  did  not  know.  They»  contented  with 
their  sport,  carried  the  decanters,  wonderful  to 
relate,  unbroken  in  triumph  into  the  liotel, — ^and 
McKeon,  bidding  the  boy  to  bring  the  gig  after 
him,  helped  Staik,  whose  face  was  dreadfully 
bleeding,  to  his  home,  trying  to  console  him, 
and  assuring  him  tint  the  mischief  was  all  owing 
to  DilloTif  and  that  Fitzpitrick,  who  was  a 
adghbour  and  friend  oC  Touya>^^\vaA\vS3^^ 
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or  nothing  to  do  with  it ;  and  having  left  him 
at  his  hall  door,  he  drove  quietly  home  to  his 
own  house,  and  went  soberly  to  bed. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

HOW  PAT  BRADY  AND  JOE  REYNOLDS  WERE 
ELOQUENT  IN  VAIN 

The  day  after  Ussher  had  obtained  Feemy^s 
consent  to  go  off  with  him,  she  passed  in  the 
same  manner  as  she  had  that  afternoon — some- 
times sitting  quiet  with  her  eyes  fixed  on 
vacancy — sometimes  sobbing  and  crying,  as 
though  she  must  have  fallen  into  an  hysterical 
fit.  Once  or  twice  she  attempted  to  make  some 
slight  preparation  for  her  visit  to  Mrs.  McKeon's, 
such  as  looking  through  her  clothes,  mending 
them,  etc,  but  in  fact  she  did  nothing.  The 
next  day,  Sunday,  she  spent  in  the  same  manner ; 
she  omitted  going  to  mass,  a  thing  she  had  not 
done  for  years,  unless  kept  at  home  by  very  bad 
weather,  or  real  illness;  she  never  took  up  a 
book,  nor  spoke  a  word,  except  such  as  she 
could  not  possibly  avoid,  to  the  servant  or  her 
father.  Of  Thady  she  saw  nothing,  except  at 
her  meals,  and  then  they  took  no  notice  of  each 
other.  They  had  not  spoken  since  the  night 
when  Thady  had  upbraided  her  whilst  walking 
in  the  lane  with  Ussher. 

On  the  Monday  morning  she  was  obliged  to 
exert  herself,  for  she  had  to  pack  the  little  trunk 
that  was  to  cany  her  ball-room  ^xi^t^  \.o  '^x's** 
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'McKeon*s,   and   prepare   everything  that   was 
necessary  for  her  visit, 

Biddy,  the  favourite  of  the  two  girls,  had 
once  or  twice  asked  her  mistress  what  ailed 
hefj  and  whether  she  was  ill ;  but  Feemy  only 
answered  her  crossly  that  she  was  bothered  with 
that  horrid  headache,  and  the  girl  could  only 
believe  that  either  this  was  actually  the  case, 
or  else  that  she  had  quarrelled  with  her  lover ; 
and  as  it  was  now  three  days  since  he  had  been 
at  Ballycloran,  she  at  last  determined  that  this 
was  the  case. 

During  these  three  days,  Feemy  had  fre- 
quently made  up  her  mind,  or  rather  she  fancied 
she  had  made  up  her  mind  to  give  Ussher  up, — 
to  go  and  confess  it  all  to  Father  John^  or  to  tell 
it  to  Mrs.  McKeon  ;  and  if  it  had  not  been  for 
the  false  pride  within  her^  which  would  not 
allow  her  to  own  that  she  had  been  deceived, 
and  that  her  lover  was  unworthy,  she  would 
have  done  so.  His  present  coolness,  and  his 
cruelty  in  not  coming  to  see  her,  though  tbey 
thd  not  destroy  her  love,  greatly  shook  it ;  and 
had  she  had  one  kind  word  to  assist  her  in 
the  struggle  within  herself,  she  might  still  have 
prevented  much  of  the  misery  which  her  folly 
was  fated  to  province. 

When  Mrs.  McKeon  and  her  daughters  came 
for  her  about  one  o'clock  on  Monday,  the  small 
exertion  necessary  for  putting  up  her  clothes, 
had  made  her  somewhat  better — something 
more  able  to  talk  than  she  had  been  before,  and 
they  did  not  then  observe  anything  particular 
about  her;  but  she  had  been  but  a  very  short 
tune  at  Drumsaa  before  U  was  ev vde,tsX  xa '^'U^. 


Eloquence  in  Vain        321 

McKeon,  that  something  was  the  matter  with 
her.  When  she  questioned  her,  Feemy  gave 
the  same  answer — that  she  had  a  racking  head- 
ache ;  and  though  this  did  very  well  for  a  time, 
before  the  evening  was  over,  the  good  lady  was 
certain  that  something  more  than  a  headache 
afflicted  her  guest. 

The  next  day,  according  to  his  promise, 
Ussher  called,  but  of  course  at  Mrs.  McKeon's 
house  he  could  not  see  her  alone;  that  lady 
and  her  daughters  were  present  all  the  time. 
When  he  came  in,  Ussher  shook  hands  with 
Feemy  as  he  would  with  anybody  else,  and 
began  talking  gaily  to  the  two  other  girls.  He 
had  regained  his  presence  of  mind  completely, 
and  however  deficient  Feemy  might  be  in  that 
respect,  he  now  proved  himself  a  perfect  master 
of  hypocrisy.  He  did  not  stay  long,  and  as  he 
got  up  to  go  away,  he  merely  remarked  that  he 
hoped  he  should  meet  the  ladies  that  day  week 
on  the  race-course,  and  at  the  ball;  and  the 
only  thing  he  said  especially  to  Feemy  was,  that 
he  should  call  at  Ballycloran  on  his  way  to  the 
races,  and  that  when  he  saw  her  on  the  course, 
he  would  tell  her  how  her  father  and  brother 
were;  and  he  remarked  that  he  should  not  go 
home  that  night,  as  he  had  been  asked  to  dine 
and  sleep  at  Brown  Hall. 

The  week  passed  on,  and  Feemy  remained  in 
the  same  melancholy  desponding  way ;  saying 
nothing  to  Mrs.  McKeon,  and  little  to  the  two 
girls,  who,  in  spite  of  Feemy's  sin  in  having  a 
lover,  did  everything  in  their  power  to  cheer 
and  enliven  her. 

Father  John  usually  dined  alMi^.'^cl^'tcyd^ 
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on  Sunday,  and  she  came  to  the  determination 
of  having  another  talk  with  him  about  Feemy. 
So  before  dinner  on  that  day,  she  opened  her 
mind  to  him,  telling  him  the  state  in  which 
Feemy  had  been  the  whole  of  the  week,  and 
that  she  thought  the  sooner  she  could  be  made 
to  understand  that  she  must  give  up  all  thoughts 
of  Ussher,  the  better, 

Feemy  had  been  at  mass  with  the  family,  and 
when  she  met  Father  John  afterwards,  she  ex- 
erted herself  to  appear  before  him  as  she  usually 
did,  and  to  a  certain  extent  she  succeeded 
Father  John  was  himself  usually  cheerful^  and 
he  spoke  to  her  good  humoiiredly,  and  she 
made  an  effort  to  answer  him  in  the  same  strain  ; 
ithis  deceived  the  priest,  and  when  Mrs.  McKeon 
Jspoke  to  him  about^  Feemy*s  deep  melancholy, 
and  suggested  the  propriety  of  speaking  to  her 
on  the  subject  which  they  supposed  was  nearest 
her  heart,  he  said — 

"  Better  let  her  alone,  Mrs.  McKeon ;  I 
think  you'd  better  let  her  alone,  and  time  will 
cure  her.  You  see,  Feemy  is  proud,  and  per- 
haps a  Uttle  too  headstrong,  and  I  don't  think 
she'd  bear  just  as  quietly  as  she  ought  any  one 
speaking  to  her  about  the  man  now.  It  isn't 
only  the  losing  him  that  vexes  her  ;  it  isn't  only 
that  she  has  been  deceived  :  but  that  everyone 
knows  that  she  has  lost  him,  and  hag  been 
deceived.  It's  this  that  hurts  her  pride,  and 
talking  to  her  about  it  will  only  make  her  more 
fretful.  If  you'll  take  my  advice,  you'U  just 
leave  her  to  herself,  take  no  especial  notice  of 
her,  and  let  her  go  to  this  ball ;  and  when  she 
sees  the  roan   paying  atU^riuon.  x.ci    qSJsx^t^— 
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scing  and  philandering  with  them,  and  neg- 
lecting her — her  pride  will  make  her  feel  that  she 
must  at  any  rate  appear  to  be  indifferent ;  and 
when  she  has  once  enabled  herself  to  appear  so, 
she  will  soon  become  really  so.  Just  let  her  go 
to  the  races,  and  the  ball ;  and  your  kindness 
and  the  girls'  society  will  soon  bring  her  round.'* 

All  Monday  Feemy  spent  in  bed,  but  Mrs. 
McKeon  and  her  girls  took  no  notice  of  i% 
except  carefully  tending  her — offering  to  read  to 
her,  and  bring  her  what  she  wanted.  They  soon, 
however,  found  that  she  preferred  being  left 
alone;  and  they  consequently  allowed  her  to^ 
think  over  her  own  gloomy  prospects  in  solitude 
and  silence. 

Feemy  had,  however,  declared  her  intention 
of  going  both  to  the  races  and  to  the  ball. 
Ussher  had  desired  her  to  do  so,  and  she  feared 
to  disobey  him ;  besides,  at  one  of  these  places 
he  had  to  give  her  final  instructions  as  to  their 
departure.  She  was,  therefore,  dressed  for  start- 
ing on  the  Tuesday  morning,  when  the  other 
girls  were  ready ;  and  though  her  eyes  and  nose 
were  somewhat  red,  and  her  cheeks  somewhat 
pale,  and  though  she  did  not  now  deserve  the 
comphment  th:U  Fred  Brown  had  paid  her^ 
when  he  told  Ussher  that  he  was  going  to  carry 
off  the  prettiest  girl  in  County  Leitrim,  still  she 
did  not  look  unwell,  and  Mrs,  McKeon  kindly 
comforted  herself  by  the  reflection,  that  as  she 
was  both  able  and  willing  to  dress  herself  for 
amusement,  there  could  not  be  much  really  the 
matter  with  her. 

kin  the  mean  time  Thady  had  been  honestbj 
tn  to  the  promise  he   had  m^ide  \JCi  ^^^^^^ 
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Johiij  not  to  join  the  Mulreadyites.  His  sister's 
absence  from  Ballycloran  at  the  present  time 
had  been  a  relief  to  him ;  and  on  the  morning 
after  his  visit  to  the  priest  he  had  returned  to 
his  work,  not  certainly  with  much  happiness  or 
satisfaction,  but  still  with  his  mind  made  up  to 
struggle  on  in  the  best  way  he  could — ^to  do 
nothing  which  he  knew  to  be  wrong,  and  come 
irhat  come  might,  to  leave  Reynolds  and  his 
'associates  to  their  own  schemes  and  villanies. 
He  felt  determined,  if  he  could  not  protect 
himself  and  his  family  from  his  enemies  by 
honest  means,  to  leave  it  to  circumstances  to 
protect  him ;  and  though  he  could  not  shake 
off  a  deep  desponding  as  to  the  future,  still 
there  was  a  kind  of  contentment  in  the  feeling 
that  he  knew  he  bad  to  suffer,  and  that  he  had 
made  up  his  mind  to  do  so  firmly  and  bravely. 

On  the  Saturday  morning,  Pat  Brady  had 
again  come  to  his  master,  informing  him  that 
all  the  boys  were  to  be  on  that  evening  at  the 
whiskey  shop,  and  using  all  his  powers  of  oratory 
to  induce  him  to  come  down ;  but  Thady  was 
firm,  and  he  not  only  refused  to  come  then, 
but  plainly  told  Pat  that  he  had  entirely  altered 
his  mind,  and  that  he  did  not  intend  to  go 
down  to  them  at  all.  He  advised  Pat  also  to 
give  them  up,  hinting  tliat  if  he  did  not,  they 
two,  viz.  Pat  Brady  and  Thady  Macdermot, 
would  probably  soon  have  to  part  company. 

This  was   a   threat,  however,  for  which  Pat 

did  net  much  care ;  for  be  knew  that  there  was 

little  more  to  be  made  by  his  old  master;  and, 

like  a  wisQ  man,  he  had  already  provided  him- 

sej/  with  A  new  one,  and  a.  mote  ^tci^^i*^^ 
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ana  wealthy  one  than  hira  he  was  going  to 
leave.  Rats  always  leave  a  filing  hQUse^_anc[ 
Brady  was  a  real  rat. 

Still,  however,  though  he  did  not  expect  to 
get  much  more  from  his  service  with  Thady, 
he  was,  for  his  own  reasons,  anxious  that  his 
present  master  should  not  be  quit  of  the  com- 
panions with  whom  he  had  been  so  anxious  to 
join  him :  and  therefore  when  he  found  that  he 
could  no  longer  work  on  his  master's  mind  by 
the  arguments  he  had  hitherto  used,  he  began 
to  threaten  him — telling  him  of  the  different 
perils  from  the  law  w^hich  he  would  have  to 
encounter  by  having  joined  the  party,  and 
various  dangers  to  which  he  would  subject 
himself  by  deserting  it.  But  in  vain — Thady 
was  firm  ]  and  when  Pat  got  violent  and  inclined 
to  be  impertinent  on  the  subject,  he  told  him 
that  he  would  knock  him  down  with  the  alpine 
in  his  hand  if  he  said  another  word  about  it. 

On  Sunday,  Thady  went  to  mass,  and  after- 
wards took  a  walk  with  his  friend  the  priest, 
who  said  everything  he  could  to  raise  Ms  spirits, 
and  to  a  certain  degree  he  did  so.  On  the  next 
morning,  as  he  was  going  to  his  work,  a  mes- 
senger brought  a  letter  from  Keegan  to  his 
father.  This  was  a  legal  notice  on  Flannelly's 
part,  that  on  some  day  in  November,  which 
was  named,  he^ — Flannelly — would  require  not 
only  the  payment  of  the  interest  money  which 
would  then  be  due,  but  also  the  principal ;  and 
in  this  notice  was  set  fonh  the  exact  sum  to 
be  paid  for  principal,  for  interest,  for  costs ; 
and  it  further  stated  that  if  the  sura  was  ^ci^ 
pa/d  on   or  before  that  day,  v*t\t5  ^ov^k^  \i^ 
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issued  for  his  body — that  is,  the  body  of  poof| 
Larry  Macdfiimot — and  latitats,  and  sherifiTaJ 
warrants^  and  Heaven  knows  what  besides,  for 
selling  the  property  at  Ballycloran ;  and  that 
the  mortgage  would  be  immediately  foreclosed^ 
and  the  property  itself  disposed  of  for  the  final 
settlement  of  the  debt 

This  agreeable  document  was  very  legibly 
addressed  to  Lawrence  Macdermot,  Esq.,  etc. 
etc.  ctc.f  Ballycloran;  and  its  unusual  dimen- 
sions and  appearance  made  Thady  at  once  feel 
that  it  was  some  infernal  missile  come  still 
further  to  harass  him,  and  leave  him,  if  possible, 
more  miserable  than  it  found  him.  However, 
such  as  it  was,  it  was  necessary  that  it  should 
be  read ;  so  he  took  it  to  his  father,  and  having 
broken  the  seal,  said — 

**  Here's  a  letter  from  Keegan,  Larry ;  shall 
I  read  it  you  ?  " 

**  D — n  Keegan,"  was  the  father's  consolatory 
reply,  **  I  don*t  want  his  letters.  I  tell  you  he 
can't  call  for  his  money  before  November^  and 
this  is  October  yet," 

"That's  thrue/*  said  Thady,  when  he  had 
spelt  through  the  epistle  ;  **  that's  thrue,  father ; 
but  this  is  to  say  that  he  manes  to  come  in 
*arnest,  when  that  time  comes/' 

**  And  don't  he  always  come  in  *aniest?  is  it 
in  joke  he  comes,  when  he  axes  for  a  hundred 
pound  every  half  year?  come  in  'arnest  I  why^ 
d— n  him,  he*s  always  in  *arnest  I*' 

**  But,  father,  it's  not  only  the  hundred  pound 
now,  but  the  whole  debt  he  demands ;  **  and,  at 
/Mst,  Thady  succeeded  in  readme  il\e  letter  to 
yj/s  /kther. 
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Larry  at  first  got  into  a  violent  passion, 
swearing  fearfully  at  Keegan,  and  hinting  that 
he,  Larry,  knew  well  enough  how  to  take  care 
of  his  own  body;  and  that  he,  Keegan,  might 
get  more  than  he  bargained  for,  if  he  came  to 
meddle  with  it.  After  that  he  began  to  whimper 
piteously  and  cry, ,  complaining  that  it  was  a 
most  grievous  thing  that  his  own  son  should 
bring  such  a  letter  to  him;  and  he  ended  by 
accusing  Thady  of  leaguing  with  the  attorney 
to  turn  him  out  of  his  own  house,  and  even 
asked  him  whether,  when  they  had  effected 
their  purpose,  he  and  Keegan  intended  to  live 
at  Ballycloran  together. 

All  this  was  not  comfortable.  Thady,  how- 
ever, quietly  folded  up  the  letter,  put  it  in  the 
old  bureau,  left  his  father  to  his  pipe  and  his 
fireside,  and  went  out  again  to  his  occupa- 
tions. 

Nothing  new  occurred  at  Ballycloran  for  a 
few  days,  and  he  began  to  flatter  himself  that 
Mr3.  Mulready's  boys  and  their  threats  would 
annoy  him  no  more,  and  he  was  even  thinking 
of  sending  Pat  down  to  Drumleesh  to  notice 
the  tenants  again  to  come  up  with  the  rents,  if 
it  were  only  to  see  what  steps  they  would  then 
take.  As  he  was  returning  home,  however,  on 
Friday  evening,  across  the  fields,  a  little  after 
dusk,  he  saw  the  figure  of  a  man  standing  in 
a  gap  through  which  he  had  to  pass,  and  when 
he  came  close  to  him,  he  perceived  it  was  Joe 
Reynolds. 

Thady  had  been  rather  surprised  that  he  had 
not  seen  Joe  before,  and  had  beeiv  vivdm^^  \.^ 
think  that  that  worthy   genxVemaxv  \isA  X^^*^^ 
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intimidated,  when  he  heard  of  his  own  defection ; 
but  Joe  was  not  a  character  so  easily  frightened* 
The  truth  was  that  he  had  for  the  last  few  days 
left  his  own  cabin  at  Drumleesh,  and  had  been 
engaged  with  others  in  the  mountains  which 
lay  between  Loch  Sheen  and  Ballinamore,  in 
making  potheen  in  large  quantities,  and  drink- 
ing no  small  portion  of  what  they  made*  The 
morning  after  the  wedding,  he  had  been  boasting 
to  his  comrades  there  of  the  success  he  had 
had  in  bringing  over  his  landlord  to  their  ranks ; 
and  he  had  brought  down  a  large  party  of  them 
from  that  quarter,  all  sworn  friends,  to  be 
present  at  his  proposed  initiation — and  great 
was  their  wrath  and  loud  were  their  threaten- 
ings  when  they  found  that  Thady  would  not 
come,  Joe  had,  however,  been  obliged  to  join 
them  again  at  their  business,  and  though  he 
had  heard  the  ill  success  of  Brady's  second 
attempt,  he  had  not  been  able  till  now  to  try 
the  effects  of  his  own  eloquence. 

He  had  now  come  down  for  that  purpose, 
and  had  been  for  the  greater  portion  of  the 
evening  watching  Thady,  till  he  could  get  a 
good  opportunity  of  talking  to  him  undis- 
turbed ;  and  he  was  now  detennined  not  to 
leave  him,  till  he  had  used  every  means  in  his 
power  of  inducing  him  to  change  the  resolution 
to  which  he  had  so  suddenly  come. 

When  Thady  came  close  to  him  he  respect- 
fully raised  his  old  battered  hat,  and  said — 

"  Long  life  to  ye,  Mr.  Thady  ;  I  hope  yer 
honer  is  finding  yerself  well  this  evening." 

'* Quite  well,  thank  you,  Joe,"  and  Joe  walked 
on  with  him  a  few  steps* 
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"Have  you  the  rint  ready  for  me  yet?" 
continued  Thady. 

"Rint  is  it?  faix  then  I  have  not — not  a 
penny ;  but  it  wasn't  rint  I  was  wanting  to  talk 
to  your  honer  about  just  now;  not  but  what 
the  rint '11  be  coming,  and  that  right  soon, 
Mr.  Thady,  and  plenty  too — ^if  you'll  only  listen 
to  me." 

"  Those 'd  be  glorious  times,  Joe,  when  the 
rint  came  that  way,"  and  Thady  walked  on 
faster,  for  he  didn't  want  to  prolong  the  con- 
versation beyond  what  he  could  help. 

"Stop,  Mr.  Thady;  what  are  ye  in  sich  a 
hurry  for?  I've  come  a  long  way  to  spake  to 
you — and  we'll  both  talk  pleasanter  av*  you'd 
go  a  little  aisier." 

"Well,  Joe,  what  is  it, then?  I'm  in  a  hurry." 

"In  a  hurry  is  it?  but  why  wor  ye  in  sich 
a  hurry  to  break  the  promise  you  made  us  all, 
at  Mrs.  Mehan's,  Thursday  night  week  past? 
Ah!  Mr.  Thady,  you  wom't  in  a  hurry  when 
you  said  you'd  come  down  and  be  one  of  us 
at  Mohill — ay !  and  swore  it  too  on  the  blessed 
cross;  you  wom't  in  sich  a  hurry  then,  and 
what  hurries  you  now  so  fast  ?  " 

"Now,  Reynolds,  it's  no  use  you're  saying 
more  of  that.  I  sent  you  word  by  Pat  that  I 
wouldn't  come,  and  I  won't — so  there's  an  end 
of  it." 

"But  that  an't  an  end  of  it;  no,  nor  nigh 
the  end  of  it;  I  suppose,  Mr.  Thady," — and 
he  paused,  and,  resuming  his  respectful  tone, 
said,  '*  and  didn't  you  say  you  niver  had  deserted 
us  and  niver  would,  and  that  you'd  always 
stick  to  us  that  you've  known  so  loti^"^    ^Sw\\^^ 
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Mr.  Thady,  you'll  not  change  your  mind  now." 
And  Reynolds  paused  in  the  little  path  they 
were  walking  in,  and  Thady  Tvas  obliged  to 
stand  too,  for  Reynolds  had  got  before  him, 
and  be  couldn't  pass  unless  he  pushed  the 
man  aside.  "And  shure—do  you  mane  to  let 
Keegan  off,  and  Ussher,  the  black  ruffian,  that 
way  ?  do  you  intend  to  put  up  with  everything 
from  the  likes  of  them  ?  Come,  Mr.  Thady, 
say  the  word— only  say  the  word  you  swore 
before,  and  by  the  holy  cross  you  swore  on, 
before  next  week  is  over  Keegan  shall  be  put 
where  he'll  never  spake  another  bad  word,  or 
do  another  bad  deed." 

"Come,  Reynolds,  out  of  this,  and  let  me 
pass/*  said  Thady,  perceiving  that  he  must  now 
absolutely  make  the  man  understand  that  he 
was  not  to  be  talked  over,  "  out  of  tliat,  and 
let  me  pass.  And  I^il  tell  you  what,  I'll  not 
have  my  neck  in  danger;  and  if  I  hear  you 
threatening  murdher,  FU  liave  you  before  the 
magisthrates,*^  and  he  pushed  by  the  man,  who, 
however,  still  walked  close  behind  him. 

'*  And  is  that  the  way  with  you  now  ?  Have 
me  before  the  magisthrates  will  you?  and 
where'd  you  be  all  the  time  ?  Why,  there's  not 
one  of  them  that  w^as  in  it,  at  Mrs,  Mehan's 
that  night,  but  could  have  you  before  the  magis- 
thrates, and  I'm  thinking  thim  folk  w^ould  make 
a  deal  more  of  you  than  they  would  of  me,  Av 
you  talk  of  magisthrates,  Mr.  Thady,  may  be 
you'll  find  there's  too  many  of  them  in  the 
counthry  for  yerself." 

Thady  walked  on  fast,  but  did  not  answer 
Jiiin,  and   i^eynolds  contmued — ^^^  Com^,  ^i 
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Thady,  I  don't  iftt^nd  to  anger  you,  or  affront 
you ;  and  av  I've  said  anything  that  "way,  I  axes 
your  pardon;  but  just  answer  me — will  you 
come  down  there  only  for  once,  av  it  wor  only 
becase  you  swore  it  afore  them  all  on  the  holy 
cross  ?  " 

"  No,  Joe,  I  will  not ;  av  I  took  any  oath  at 
all,  I  was  dhrunk :  besides,  I  said  I  wouldn't, 
and  I  won't ;  so  now  good  night" 

**  But,  Mr,  Thady,  av  you'd  only  come  there 
to  tell  the  boys  so  themselves,  it  would  be  all 
right.  Shure  you're  not  afeard  to  trust  yerself 
among  them." 

"Not  a  foot,  Joe." 

**  Well,  then,  I  tell  you,  you'll  be  sorry ;  not 
that  I'd  say  a  word  agin  you  myself,  becase 
though  you've  ill-trated  me  now,  you  wor  always 
a  kind  landlord,  and  becase  it^s  not  in  your 
heart  to  hurt  a  poor  man ;  but  I  tell  you,  and 
you'll  findi  it  comes  thrue  enough,  there  were 
them  there  that  night  at  Mrs.  Mehan's  as  will 
turn  agin  you,  unless  you  do  as  I'm  axing  you 
now." 

"  Well,  Joe,  I  can't  help  it  if  they  do,  so 
good  night." 

They  had  now  come  to  a  lane,  and  as  Thady 
was  going  to  jump  on  the  bank  to  get  over,  Joe 
put  his  hand  on  his  coat. 

"One  more  word,  yer  honer,  may  be  yet 
you'll  change  your  mind." 

"  Indeed,  I  shall  not,  then." 

"May  be  you  will,  and  I'm  thinking  when 
you  find  Keegan  too  hard  on  you  it'll  come  to 
that.  Well,  av  you  do,  let  me  know,  and  I'll 
make  it  all  right  for  you.    Just  leW Carney T><^saxv^ 
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and  he's  still  at  Drumleesh,  that  youVe  wanting 
me,  and  I  won't  be  far  off." 

Thady  did  not  answer  hinn,  but  merely  saying, 
**  Good  night,  Joe,"  jumped  into  the  road,  and 
Joe  by  some  devious  path,  through  bogs  and 
bottoms,  betook  himself  to  Mrs.  Mulready's, 
and  drowned  the  feeUng  of  his  ill  success  in 
whiskey. 

Thady  went  home  to  his  dinner  or  supper — 
rather  glad  that  he  had  had  the  interview,  for 
the  man's  manner  was  not  so  insolent  as  he 
had  expected  it  would  be ;  and  he  now  felt 
tolerably  confident  that  he  should  not  again  be 
solicited  to  keep  the  unfortunate  promise  which 
he  had  made. 

His  father,  however,  was  still  muttering  over 
the  misfortunes  which  he  was  doomed  to  bear 
from  the  hands  of  his  own  son.  Thady  took 
all  the  pains  he  could,  and  all  the  patience  he 
could  muster,  to  prove  to  the  old  man  that  he 
was  only  desirous  to  do  the  best  he  could  for 
him  and  Feemy.  He  had  even  told  him  that 
he  had  absolutely  quarrelled  and  come  to  blows 
with  the  attorney,  on  the  day  of  his  visit;  but 
it  was  all  in  vain,  and  when  he  got  himself  to 
bed  he  was  puzzled  to  think  whether  Keegan 
and  Ussher,  or  his  father  and  Feemy,  caused 
him  most  trouble  and  unhappiness. 
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CHAPTER  XIX 

THE   RACES 

Although  we  have  hitherto  only  seen  Ussher 
as  a  guest  at  Ballycloran,  or  figuring  as  a  lion 
at  Mary  Brady's  wedding,  he  was,  nevertheless, 
in  the  habit  of  frequenting  much  better  society, 
and  was  not  unfrequently  a  guest  at  the  houses 
of  certain  gentlemen  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Carrick-on-Shannon. 

For  Ussher  could  assume,  the  manners  of  a 
gentleman  when  he  chose,  and  moreover,  be 
a  lively  and  agreeable  companion;  and  this, 
perhaps,  quite  as  much  as  the  attribute,  made 
him  somewhat  of  a  favourite  among  many  of 
the  surrounding  gentry.  He  was,  however, 
more  intimate  at  Brown  Hall  than  at  any  other 
house ;  and  he  had  now  been  asked  over  there, 
to  spend  the  few  days  previous  to  his  final 
departure  from  County  Leitrim. 

The  establishment  at  Brown  Hall  consisted 
of  Jonas  Brown,  the  father — an  irritable,  over- 
bearing magistrate,  a  greedy  landlord,  and  an 
unprincipled  father — ^and  his  two  sons,  who  had 
both  been  brought  up  to  consider  sport  their 
only  business ;  horses  and  dogs  their  only  care ; 
grooms  and  trainers  the  only  persons  worthy  of 
attention,  and  the  mysteries  of  the  field  and  the 
stable  the  only  pursuits  which  were  fit  to  be 
cultivated  with  industry  or  learnt  with  precision. 
They  could  read,  as  was  sufficiently  testified 
by  their  intimate  knowledge  oi  \}ci^  Vxwlorccsa^'^'^ 


'334  The  Macdermots  of  Ballycloran 

contained  in  ''  Nimrod  upon  Horses/^  and  the 
Veterinary  Magazine  ;  and  the  Clerk  of  the 
Course  at  the  Curragh  could  prove  that  they 
could  write,  by  the  many  scrawls  he  had  re- 
ceived from  them — entering  horses,  and  giving 
their  particulars  as  to  age,  colour,  breeding, 
qualifications^  etc.,  but  beyond  this  they  had 
no  acquirements*  For  the  elder  son,  who  was 
only  intended  to  be  a  landlord  and  a  magistrate, 
and  to  spend  about  a  thousand  a-year,  this  did 
not  signify  ;  but  for  the  younger  it  afforded  but 
a  melancholy  prospect,  had  his  eyes  been  open 
to  see  it. 

For  the  estate,  which  was  all  set  at  a  rack 
rent,  was  strictly  entailed;  and  as  Jonas  had 
always  lived  beyond  his  income^  there  would  be 
little  to  leave  to  a  younger  son.  When  their 
mother  died  the  two  young  men,  together  with 
a  sister,  had  been  left  to  the  father's  care.  She 
also  had  learnt  to  ride,  and  ride  hard — to  go  to 
the  stable  and  see  that  her  own  horse  was  made 
up — ^and  to  rate  her  groom  in  no  gentle  terms, 
if  things  in  that  department  were  not  as  they 
should  be.  She  also  could  be  eloquent  on 
thrush,  saudcracks,  and  overreaches  —  could 
detect  a  splint  or  a  spavin  at  a  glance^ — knew 
all  the  parts  and  portions  and  joints  of  a 
horse  much  more  accurately  than  she  did  of  a 
sheep,  and  was  a  thorough  judge  of  condition* 
Rumour  also  not  unfrequently  hinted,  among 
the  tabbies  of  Carrick-on-Shannon,  that  Miss 
Julia  could  not  only  ride  with  her  brothers  in  the 
morning,  but  that  she  was  also  occasionally  not 
ill  inchncd  to  drink  with  them  of  an  evening. 
Things  were  in  this  state,  ^b«a  \X»  q»«jc\ot^ 
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^■to  Jonas  and  his  favourite  son  Fred,  that  it 
were  well  for  all  parties  if  they  could  get  Miss 
Julia  off  from  Brown  Hall,  as  there  was  reason 
to  fear  she  was  coming  out  a  little  too  fast ;  and 
that  if  they  did  not  get  rid  of  her  now,  she 
might  in  a  short  time  become  a  card  somewhat 
hard  to  play.  They  consequently  invited  a 
squireen  of  three  or  four  hundred  a-year  to  the 
house,  who  had  rather  unequivocally  expressed 
his  admiration  for  Di  Vernon ;  and  under  the 
fostering  auspices  of  father  and  brother,  the  two 
soon  made  up  matters  together,  though  the  lady 
was  unable  to  follow  her  prototype's  example, 
by  wooing  her  lover  over  the  pages  of  Dante. 
However,  though  Dante  was  wanting,  oppor- 
tunity was  not,  which  for  one  so  well  inclined 
as  Miss  Julia  was  sufficient j  and  before  the 
young  gentleman  had  been  three  weeks  in  the 
house,  Fred  was  enabled  to  hint  to  him  one 
day,  as  he  was  pulling  off  his  boots  before 
dinner,  that  of  course  he  presumed  his  inten- 
tions to  his  sister  were  honourable  and  explicit, 
now  that  things  had  gone  so  far.  Toby  Arm- 
strong— for  such  was  the  name  of  Di  Vernon*s 
admirer— not  relishing  pistols  and  coffee,  made 
no  objection  to  the  young  lady  ;  but  he  abso- 
lutely refused  to  take  her  empty  handed,  and, 
in  consequence,  Jonas  and  Fred  had  to  hand 
him  over  their  joint  bond  for  two  thoiisand 
pounds,  before  he  would  be  induced  to  make 
her  mistress  of  Castle  Armstrong.  There  she 
now  reigned  supreme,  and  it  is  to  be  hoped,  for 
the  sake  of  the  future  generation,  that  she  had 
by  this  time  learnt  to  transfer  her  attention 
from  the  stabh  to  the  nursery. 
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The  Browns  were  at  any  rate  quit  of  the 
young  lady,  and  had  Brown  Hall  now  wholly 
to  themselves  ;  and  this  was  a  satisfaction.  Still, 
the  hundred  a-year  which  they  had  to  pay  their 
dear  broth er-in- law,  Toby,  was  a  great  loss  to 
them,  and  made  it  more  improbable  that  when 
the  old  man  should  be  gathered  to  his  fathers, 
George  should  have  anything  to  subsist  on 
except  his  brother^s  affection  and  bounty. 

As  Fred  inherited  all  his  father's  love  of 
money,  joined  to  an  irresistible  passion  for 
everything  that  he  called  pleasure;  and  as  he 
was  already  continually  quarrelling  with  his 
younger  brother,  who  was  as  continually  im- 
pertinent to  him,  George*s  prospect  in  life  was 
not  particularly  bright  As  to  turning  his  mind 
to  any  useful  pursuit— studying  for  any  pro- 
fession, or  endeavouring  in  any  way  to  earn  his 
own  bread  honestly^ — be  would  have  been  as 
angered  and  felt  as  insulted  by  such  a  pro- 
position, as  though  any  one  had  asked  him 
to  turn  cobbler,  and  sit  cross-legged  at  the 
window  of  one  of  the  httle  shops  at  Carrick-on- 
Shannon, 

As,  however,  he  at  present  had  food  to  eat, 
wine  to  drink,  horses  to  ride,  and  usually  cash 
to  bet  with  J  he  concerned  himself  but  little  for 
the  future;  and  we,  therefore,  may  fairly  be 
equally  apathetic  respecting  it.  It  would  not, 
however,  be  difficult  to  foretell  his  fate.  Should 
he  not  break  his  neck  before  his  father's  death, 
he  will  quarrel  with  and  slander  his  brother;  he 
will  ride  for  those  who  are  young  and  green 
enough  to  trust  their  horses  to  him,  and  pay 
fimj  for  mounting  them  •,  Yv^  VvW  ^"^\v^^«t  ^^e«stw 
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all  his  acquaintance  till  he  is  turned  out  of  their 
houses ;  he  will  be  a  hanger  on  at  the  Curragh 
and  all  race-courses;  he  will  finally  become 
a  blackleg  and  swindler;  and  will  die  in  the 
Marshalsea,  if  he  does  not,  as  he  most  probably 
will,  break  his  neck  by  a  fall  from  the  saddle ; 
for,  to  the  last,  George  will  preserve  his  pluck — 
the  only  quality  on  which  he  could  ever  pride 
himself. 

On  the  morning  of  the  races  the  two  brothers 
and  Ussher  were  sitting  over  a  very  late  break- 
fast at  Brown  Hall.  The  father  had  long  since 
been  out;  careful  to  see  that  he  got  the  full 
twelve  hours'  work  from  the  unfortunate  men 
whom  he  hired  at  five  pence  a-day,  and  who 
had  out  of  that  to  feed  themselves  and  families, 
and  pay  their  rent;  we  will  not  talk  about 
clothing  them,  it  would  be  a  mockery  to 
call  the  rags  with  which  the  labouring  poor 
in  that  part  of  the  country  are  partially  covered, 
clothes,  or  to  attach  value  to  them,  though 
I  suppose  they  must  once  have  cost  some- 
thing. 

"Why,  what  nonsense,  Ussher,"  said  Fred, 
"to  be  sending  that  mare  of  yours  down  to 
Munster ;  she'd  never  be  fast  enough  for  that 
country — not  the  thing  at  all  for  Tipperary 
fences — all  gaps  and  breaks;  besides  the  ex- 
pense of  sending  her,  and  the  chances  that  she's 
lamed  on  the  road.  You'd  better  let  me  have 
her ;  she's  only  fit  for  this  country.  I'll  tell  you 
what  I'll  do:  I'll  give  you  the  horse  and  gig 
you're  to  take  that  girl  of  yours  to  Longford  in 
to-moiTow  for  her." 

''Hush,  man,  for  G — d's  sake  \  11\!cl^^^ts^x^s. 
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hear  you  talking  that  way,  I'm  dished.  If  it 
once  got  abroad  about  my  taking  her  off,  I'd 
have  the  devil  to  pay  before  1  got  out  of  the 
country." 

'*  I  believe  Ussher  thinks,"  said  George,  "  no 
one  ran  away  with  a  girl  before  himself.  Why, 
if  you  were  going  to  seize  a  dozen  stills,  you 
couldn't  make  more  row  about  it." 

**  I  shouldn't  make  any  about  that,  for  it 
would  come  natural  to  me;  and  Td  a  deal 
sooner  be  doing  that,  than  what  I  have  to 
do  to-morrow  night.  I'm  d— d,  but  Vd  sooner 
take  a  score  of  frieze-coats,  with  only  five  or  six 
of  my  own  men  to  back  me,  than  drive  twenty 
miles  in  a  gig  with  a  squalling  girl.*' 

"  If  you're  sick  of  the  job,  I'll  take  her  off 
your  hands,'^  said  the  good-natured  Fred. 

"Thank  ye,  no;  as  IVe  got  so  far  with  it, 
I  believe  Til  go  on  now." 

"Well,  if  you  won't  take  a  kind  offer  about 
the  girl,  will  you  take  the  one  I  made  about  the 
mare?  To  tell  the  truth,  Vd  sooner  have  the 
mare  than  the  girl  myself." 

'*  Thank  ye,  no  ;  I  believe  Fll  keep  both." 

'*  ril  tell  you  what  Fll  do,'*  said  Fred,  getting 
anxious  in  his  hankering  after  the  mare,  "  I'll 
throw  the  harness  into  the  bargain — ^spick  and 
span  new  from  Hamilton's.  I  paid  eight  pound 
ten  for  it  not  a  month  since.  All  the  new 
fashion — brass  fittings  and  brass  haines.  You 
could  have  the  crests  taken  out,  and  new  ones 
put  in,  for  a  few  shillings ;  only  send  me  down 
the  old  ones  " 

'*What  would  I  do  with  a  gig  and  horse? 
Besides,  the  gig's  shook,  llae  s\va.tis  ^xt,  aSi\oo?»^^ 
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and  the  boxes  are  battered  ;  and  the  horse  was 
saying  his  prayers  lately,  by  the  look  of  his 
knees." 

"  Never  down  in  his  life,  by  G — d,"  said 
George,  willing  to  help  his  brother  in  a  matter 
of  horseflesh ;  "  it's  only  a  knock  he  got  when 
I  was  trying  to  put  him  over  the  little  wall 
beyond  the  lawn  there;  but  I  couldn't  make 
the  brute  jump,  though  he's  the  sweetest  horse 
in  harness  I  ever  sat  behind." 

Ussher  was  not  to  be  done;  and  Fred 
consoled  himself  by  assuring  him  that  he'd 
be  sorry  for  it,  when  he  found  the  mare  was 
not  the  least  use  in  life  down  in  Munster, 
and  that  no  one  would  give  him  a  twenty-pound 
note  for  her. 

A  drag  now  came  round  to  the  door,  George 
was  making  his  toilet  before  the  fire,  having 
eaten  about  half  an  ounce  of  dry  toast  after  his 
morning  exercise  under  the  three  great-coats. 
He  was  adjusting  his  boots  and  breeches — and 
George  was  not  a  little  proud  of  his  appearance 
in  his  riding  costume ;  the  jacket  and  cap  were 
carried  loose;  and  after  many  exclamations 
from  Fred,  that  they  would  be  late,  and  that 
as  he  had  backed  Conqueror,  it  was  a  shame 
for  his  brother  to  give  the  stewards  the  chance 
of  starting  the  horses  without  him,  which  were 
answered  by  rejoinders  from  George  that  they 
wouldn't  dare  to  do  so — showing  that  he  didn't 
care  how  much  all  the  rest  might  be  incon- 
venienced by  his  delay,  so  long  as  he  didn't 
suffer  himself,  the  three  got  into  the  conveyance 
at  the  door,  about  an  hour  after  the  time  at 
wliich    the   horses   were   adNeiV.\s»^d.  \a   ^Xasx. 
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punctually;  and  Fred  drove  them  to  the 
course,  which  was  not  above  a  mile  distant* 

I  cannot  say  that  the  ground  displayed  much 
that  was  elegant  in  the  way  of  equipages,  or 
anything  very  refined  in  the  countenances 
belonging  to  the  race-course. 

The  weighing  stand  consisted  of  the  scales  in 
which  potatoes  and  oats  were  usually  weighed 
in  the  market-place  in  Carrick,  and  were  bor- 
rowed from  the  municipality  for  the  occasion. 
The  judge*s  chair  was  formed  of  a  somewhat 
more  than  ordinary  high  stool,  with  a  kind  of 
handle  sticking  up  at  one  corner,  by  holding 
on  to  which  he  was  barely  able  to  keep  his 
place,  so  constantly  were  the  mob  pressing 
round  him* 

There  was  a  stand,  from  which  a  tolerable 
view  of  the  race  could  be  obtained,  admission 
one  shilling ;  but  few  ascended  it»  and  long 
before  the  start,  the  price  had  fallen  to  sixpence. 

There  were  two  or  three  carriages ;  one  con- 
taining Counsellor  Webb's  family.  He  himself 
was  one  of  the  stewards,  and,  consequently, 
appeared  on  horseback  in  a  red  coat.  Another 
belonged  to  Sir  Michael  Gipson,  who  owned 
the  greater  part  of  the  town,  and  who  drawing 
about  six  thousand  a-year  from  this  county  and 
the  next,  had  given  ten  pounds,  to  be  run  for 
by  farmers'  horses,  contriving  thereby  to  show 
them  that  he  thought  they  ought  to  indulge  in 
expensive  amusements,  and  to  stimulate  them 
to  idleness  and  gambling.  As,  however,  the 
land  in  the  country  was  chiefly  let  in  patches 
under  twenty  acres  each,  and  to  men  who  were 
unable  to  feed  the  sorry  \itzsX  Tie.c^^2tr3  xa 
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keep  them  in  tillage,  Sir  Michael's  generosity 
had  not  the  effect  which  it  might  be  presumed 
to  cause ;  and  his  ten  pound  was  annually  won 
by  some  large  tenant,  who  might  call  himself  a 
farmer,  but  who  would  make  a  desperate  noise 
if  another  man  presumed  to  call  him  anything 
but  a  gentleman.  Of  cars  there  were  plenty, 
crowded  with  pretty  faces,  all  evidently  intend- 
ing to  be  pleased ;  not  invariably,  however, 
for  there  was  Mrs.  Keegan  in  one  of  those 
altogether  abominable  affairs  called  inside  cars, 
not  because  you  had  any  of  the  comforts  of  an 
inside  place  in  case  of  rain,  for  they  have  no 
covering,  but  because  the  inmates,  sitting  on 
each  side,  have  full  power  to  kick  each  other's 
shins,  and  no  liberty  to  stretch  their  legs.  There 
she  sat  alone,  as  sour  as  at  the  moment  when 
she  had  first  seen  her  Hyacinth  as  he  was 
deposited  by  the  hotel  waiter  on  the  mat  inside 
her  hall  door. 

She  looked  little  as  if  she  was  there  for  amuse- 
ment, and,  in  truth,  she  was  not.  After  a  time, 
Hyacinth  had  come  to  himself;  and  by  dint  of 
continual  scolding,  much  soda-water,  and  various 
lavations,  he  had  enabled  himself  to  make  a 
very  sickly  appearance  on  horseback;  but  the 
wife  of  his  bosom  was  determined  that  he  should 
not  escape  from  thence  to  another  ordinary,  or 
even  to  any  hospitable  table  where  he  might 
get  drunk  for  nothing;  and,  consequently,  she 
was  there  to  watch  him. 

There  was  but  one  other  there  that  did  not 
seem  bent  on  enjoyment,  and  this  was  poor 
Feemy.  There  she  was,  sitting  on  the  same 
side  of  the  car  with  Lyddy  M.c^^oxi\  ^xA  "^^ 
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good-natured  mother  had  taken  care  that  this 
should  be  the  side  facing  the  horses;  but 
Feemy  took  no  interest  in  them.  She  had 
given  over  crying  and  sobbing  j  but  she  was 
silent,  and  apparently  sullen,  and  would  much 
have  preferred  her  own  little  room  at  Ballycloran. 

There  were  to  be  three  races.  Had  there 
been  a  prospect  of  thirty,  and  among  them 
a  trial  of  speed  between  all  the  favourites  of 
the  Derby,  there  could  not  have  been  a  greater 
crowd,  or  more  anxiety  j  every  ragged,  bare- 
footed boy  there  knew  the  names  of  each  horse, 
and  to  whom  he  belonged,  and  believed  in  the 
invincibility  of  some  favourite  beast, — probably 
from  attachment  to  its  owner, — -and  were  as 
anxious  as  if  the  animals  were  their  own* 
Among  this  set,  McKeoa  or  little  Larry  Kelly 
were  booked  to  win; — they  were  kind,  friendly 
masters,  and  these  judges  thought  that  kind 
men  ought  to  have  winning  horses. 

"Shure  thin,"  said  one  half-naked  urchin, 
stuck  up  in  a  small  tree,  growing  just  out  of 
one  of  the  banks  over  which  the  horses  were 
to  pass  ;  "  shure  thin,  Playful's  an  illigant  swate 
baste  entirely*  I'll  go  bail  there's  nothin*ll  come 
nigh  ber  this  day  I  " 

**That  Tony  may  win  the  day  thinl"  said 
another.     "  It's  he  is  the  fine  sportsman/' 

"  Redad,  ye*re  both  out,*'  said  a  third,  squatting 
as  close  on  the  bank  as  the  men  would  let  him ; 
"  it's  Mr.  Larry'll  win,  God  bless  him  1 — and 
none  but  him — and  he  the  weight  all  wid  him> 
and  why  not?  There's  none  of  'em  in  tlie 
counthry  so  good  as  the  Kellys*  Hoorroo  for 
the  Kdlys  J  them's  the  bo^s" 
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**^  They  do  say,"  said  the  second  speaker, 
who  was  only  halfway  up  the  tree,  **that  Con- 
queror '11  win.  By,  Jasus,  av  he  do,  won't 
young  Brown  be  going  it ! " 

"Is  it  Conqueror?"  said  the  higher,  and 
more  sanguine  votary  of  McKeon.  "Is  it 
the.  Brown  Hall  horse?  He  can't  win,  I  teU 
ye  I  I  saw  him  as  Paddy  Cane  was  leading 
him  down,  and  he  didn't  look  like  winning; 
he  hasn't  got  it  in  him.  That  he  may  fall  at 
the  first  lep,  and  never  stir  again!  Tony'U 
win,  boys  1    Hurroo  for  Tony  McKeon." 

The  weighing  was  now  accomplished,  and 
jockeys  mounted.  Major  McDonnell  had  to 
look  after  this  part  of  the  business,  of  which 
he  knew  as  much  as  he  did  of  Arabic.  How- 
ever, he  was  shoved  about  unmercifully  for  half 
an  hour — had  his  toes  awfully  trodden  on,  for 
he  was  told  he  should  dismount  to  see  the 
weighing — narrowly  escaped  a  half-hundred- 
weight, which  was  dropped  within  three  inches 
of  his  foot,  and  did,  I  dare  say,  as  much  good 
as  stewards  usually  do  on  such  occasions. 

Counsellor  Webb  was  to  start  them,  and, 
though  a  counsellor,  he  was  an  old  hand  at 
the  work.  He  always  started  the  horses  at 
the  Carrick  races,  and  usually  one  of  his  own 
among  the  lot.  The  Counsellor,  by-the-by, 
was  a  great  favoiurite  with  all  parties,  and  what 
was  more,  he  was  a  good  man  and  a  gentleman. 

Major  Longsword  fi:om  Boyle  was  the  third 
steward,  and  he,  like  his  military  colleague, 
was  rather  out  of  his  element.  He  was  desired 
to  keep  the  populace  back  and  preserve  the 
course;  but  it  seemed  to  "Mla^oi  l/stv^^^cs^^ 
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that  the  populace  didn't  care  a  button  for  bim 
and  his  red  coat,  and  though  he  valiantly 
attempted  to  ride  in  among  men,  women,  and 
children,  he  couldn't  move  them ;  they  merely 
pushed  the  horse  back  with  their  hands,  and 
the  brute,  frightened  by  their  numbers,  wouldn't 
go  on.  They  screamed,  **  Arrah,  sir!  go  asy; 
shure  you're  on  my  foot  ]  musha  thin,  can't  you 
be  quiet  with  the  big  horse?  faix  I'm  miirdhered 
with  you,  sir, — is  you  going  to  ride  over  us? 
shure,  yer  honer,  won't  you  go  over  there? 
look  how  the  boys  is  pressing  in  there*"  The 
Major  soon  saw  he  could  do  no  good,  so  he 
rode  out  of  the  crowd,  mentally  determining 
that  the  jockeys  might,  if  they  could,  clear  the 
course  for  themselves. 

And  now  they  were  off — at  least  seven  of 
them ;  for  when  the  important  morning  came, 
the  Captain  had  in  vain  used  every  exertion 
to  get  a  rider  for  Kickie-wickie.  His  ambition 
had  at  first  soared  so  high  that  he  had  determined 
to  let  no  one  but  a  gentleman  jockey  mount 
her;  but  gradually  his  hopes  declined,  and  at 
the  ordinary  he  was  making  fruitless  inquiries 
respecting  some  proper  person  ;  but  in  vaictf 
and  now  he  had  been  from  twelve  to  one 
searching  for  any  groom  in  possession  of  the 
necessary  toggery.  He  would  have  let  the 
veriest  tailor  in  Carrick  get  on  his  mare  if  he 
had  merely  been  legitimately  dressed.  Really, 
his  exertions  and  his  misery  were  distressing, 
for  at  last  be  was  obliged  to  send  her  back  to 
Boyle,  after  having  paid  the  stakes  and  the 
siable  charges  for  her,  and  console  himself 
/>/  telllog  bis  friends  thai  t\ve  ^etvxl^caftii.  fe^m 
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Galway,  who  was  to  ride  for  him,  had  deceived 
him,  and  that  he  could  not  possibly  have  put 
any  one  he  did  not  know  upon  Kickie-wickie. 

But  the  seven  are  oflf.  There  they  go,  gently 
cantering,  looking  so  pretty,  and  so  clean — the 
riders  so  steady — the  horses  so  eager.  How 
different  they  will  look  when  three  or  four,  or 
more  probably  only  two,  are  returning  to  the 
post  1  The  horses  jaded,  the  men  heated,  with 
whip  speedily  raised,  and  sharply  falling — spurs 
bloody — and  jackets  soiled,  by  perhaps  more 
than  one  violent  fall;  and  yet  in  ten  minutes 
this  will  be  their  appearance. 

"  There  they  go — Hurroo  !  they're  off.  Faix, 
there's  Playful  at  her  tricks  already — by  dad 
she'll  be  over  the  ropes !  steady,  Bob — steady, 
or  shell  back  on  you — give  it  her,  Gayner,  my 
boy,  give  it  her,  never  spare  her — ^laws !  did  you 
see  that  ?  Well,  if  he  gets  her  over  the  course, 
he'd  ride  the  very  divil.  Well  done,  Bob,  now 
you've  got  her — Hurroo,  Tony,  my  boy,  you're 
all  right  now : " — and  the  mare,  after  a  dozen 
preliminary  plunges,  joined  the  other  horses. 
"  Faix,  they're  all  over  that — did  you  see  that 
big  brown  horse?  He's  Thunderer — he's  a 
good  horse  intirely ;  did  you  see  the  lep  he  took 
at  the  wall  ?  " — and  now  they  had  come  to  a  big 
drain ;  all  the  horses  being  well  together  as  far 
as  this,  excepting  Crom-a-boo,  who  having  been 
forced  through  a  breach  made  by  some  other  of 
the  horses  in  the  first  wall,  had  baulked  at  a  bank 
which  came  next,  and  never  went  any  further. 
Some  one  told  poor  Stark  on  the  course  that 
the  horse  didn't  run  to-day  nearly  so  well  as  his 
owner  did  last  night ;  and  \t  was  Uvji^  wxofvv^* 
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"There  goes  Conqueror — he's  over  i  Faith 
then,  George  is  leading. — Brown  Hall  against 
the  field!'' 

"Never  mind,"  said  some  knowing  fellow, 
**  he^s  a  deal  too  fond  of  leading — he's  a  deal 
*  oftener  seen  leading  than  winning.'' 

**  There's  little  Larry — ray  1  how  sweet  the 
mare  went  over  the  water.  There's  Brickbat  in 
it; — no,  he's  out.  He's  an  awkward  beast 
That's  Thunderer — Holy  Virgin,  what  a  leap! 
He  goes  at  everything  as  if  there  were  twenty 
foot  to  cross,  and  a  six-foot  wall  in  the  middle,'* 

**  There's  Playful  at  it  again^he'll  never  get 
her  round.  Bad  cess  to  you,  you  vixen — what 
made  me  bet  on  you  ?  There,  she's  over — no, 
she's  not  j— there's  Diana — did  you  see  Pat  walk 
her  through  ?  Faith,  she'd  crawl  up  a  steeple, 
and  down  the  other  side.  There's  Playful  over 
— no,  she's  not; — right  in  the  middle,  by 
heavens !  '* 

"  And  Bob  under  her— come  away.  My  God, 
he'll  be  drowned  P' 

** Gracious  glory  1  did  you  see  that?  He's 
up  again  ; — d — n  it  but  he  dived  under  her ; 
well,  I  never  saw  the  like  of  that;  she*s 
out." 

"  And  look,  look  !  Bob's  in  the  seat — you*Il 
win  your  money  now.  Well,  Bob  Gayner,  afther 
that  you'll  never  live  till  you*re  drowned  !  Come 
away  to  the  double  ditch;  that's  where  they'll 
show  what  they're  made  of — the  mare'U  be 
cooled  now,  and  she'll  run  as  easy  as  a  coacli- 
horse." 

And  the  two  rode  away  to  the  big  fence 
wcntionedj  which  consisted  ol  a^bio^^^x-Xsiv^sj^ 
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bank  between  two  wide  dry  ditches ;  while  the 
horses  went  the  round  of  the  course  over  four  or 
five  intermediate  banks, 

"  Here  they  come !  there's  Blake  leading. 
"What  a  stride  that  horse  has !  but  you'll  see  he'll 
die  away  now.  Larry's  second — ^no,  George  is 
second,  but  Larry's  well  up." 

"  Faith,  and  he's  been  down  too — ^he  and  the 
mare.  There's  Playful,  how  she  pulls — ^where's 
Brickbat  ?  now  then  1 " 

And  the  Galway  horse  came  at  the  big  fence 
— Blake  pulling  him  off  a  little  as  became  to  it, 
then  stuck  his  spurs  into  his  horse's  flank — gave 
a  lift  at  his  head,  and  threw  his  left  hand  to  the 
tree  of  the  saddle.  The  horse  gave  a  terrific 
leap  on  the  bank — paused  for  a  moment — and 
clearing  the  second  ditch,  came  down  safe  on 
his  legs  with  a  shock  that  seemed  to  shake  the 
field. 

"  Hurroo !  well  done  !  beat  that,  George — 
now  for  Brown  Hall ;  no,  by  Jasus,  little  Larry's 
next, — now,  Larry,  the  Virgin  send  you  safe 
over  I "  The  mare  with  the  light  weight  on  her 
back  made  nothing  of  what  seemed  in  the  horse 
so  tremendous  a  jump,  and  without  losing  her 
running,  skimmed  on  to  the  bank  and  oflf  it, 
and  collared  the  horse  before  he  had  regained 
his  stride. 

"  Good  luck  to  you,  Masther  Larry,  it's  you 
that  can  ride.  Hurroo  for  the  Kellys! — Oh, 
by  the  holy,  they're  both  dead ! "  This  last 
exclamation  referred  to  Conqueror,  who  had 
come  up  to  the  fence  much  heated,  but  at  a 
great  pace.  George,  never  attempting  to  pull 
him  off,  or  give  him  a  moment  oi\it^«i.V!^^>a>s«v'^ 
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his  whip  and  riding  forward  over  his  horse's 
neck^  hurried  hira  on.  The  gallant  brute  leapt 
with  all  his  force,  but  not  being  able  to  master 
the  height,  breasted  it  violently,  sending  his 
rider  a  dozen  feet  into  the  next  field,  and  falling 
himself  into  the  ditch,  his  head  on  to  the  field, 
with  a  broken  heart,  and  dead  I  George,  how- 
ever, was  soon  on  his  feet,  for  his  head  was  hard 
and  he  was  used  to  tunabling. 

Before  he  was  on  his  Jeg?,  however,  up  came 
Playful,  awfully  rushing,  her  neck  out— her  nose 
forward — her  nostrils  open — her  eye  eager — 
covered   with   foam,   but   showing   no   sign  of 

.fatigue,  nor  any  further  inclination   to  baulk. 

■  Gayner  was  sitting  her  beautifully,  not  attempt- 
ing to  hold  her,  for  he  knew  that  if  he  stopped 
her,  whipcord  wouldn't  make  her  run  again ; 
but  with  a  firm,  steady  pull  on  her  mouth — his 
hands  low,  and  both  on  the  reins,  and  his  legs 
well  tucked  in.  There  she  came,  on  at  the  leap 
without  easing  her  pace  for  a  moment,  and 
going  over  the  carcass  of  the  dying  animal, 
cleared  it  all,  bank  and  ditches,  at  one  leap — 
two  and  thirty  feet  at  one  stride  !  There  are 
the  marks  to  this  day,  for  Tony  McKeon,  in  his 
pride,  measured  the  ground,  and  put  in  stakes 
to  point  out  the  spot  where  his  mare  showed 
herself  so  worthy  of  all  his  trouble. 

Brickbat   had   quarrelled   with  some   of  his 

'■namesakes  at  a  wall,  and  was  now  nowhere  j 
Diana  still  persevered,  and  got  well  over  the 
big  fence,  but  her  chance  was  out,  unless  some 
unaccountable  accident  happened  to  the  three 
other  horses  that  were  still  t\ianing.     On  they 

went;  th^te  were  only  iVtiet  mo\t  l^^oc^^^vn^ 
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femall  banks,  and  a  five-foot  wall.  Thunderer 
and  Miss  Fidget  neck  and  neck  took  the  two 
banks^  the  big  horse  making  awfully  high  leaps 
at  them,  Playful  n earing  them  at  every  stride, 
galloping  over  the  banks  as  though  they  were 
but  a  part  of  the  level  field.  Now  for  the  wall. 
'*Now,  Nicholas  Blake,  now,  show  them  how 
little  they  think  of  a  five-foot  wall  in  Galway, 
Faith  though,  Larry's  first— bravo,  Roscom- 
mon 1  '*  He's  over,  and  a  couple  of  bricks  only 
Mling  show  how  lightly  Miss  Fidget  touched  it 
with  her  hind  feetj  not  so  Thunderer;  again 
the  horse  made  an  awful  leap,  but  the  pace  had 
been  too  much  for  him,  he  struck  the  wall 
violently^  with  his  knees,  and,  bursting  through, 
gave  Blake  a  fall  over  his  shoulders.  Galway, 
however,  was  soon  in  his  saddle  again,  but 
not  before  Bob  was  over,  and  had  long  passed 
him. 

And  now  there  was  a  beautiful  race  in  between 
the  two  mares ;  and  oh !  how  charmingly  both 
were  ridden!  But  though  Miss  Fidget  was 
so  favoured  in  weight,  and  had  begun  with  the 
lead,  her  elder  rival  collared  her,  and  beat  her 
at  the  post  by  a  head.  '*  And  why  shouldn't 
she  w^n?'*  as  Tony  said  in  triumph  to  his 
friends,  *'for  hadn't  she  the  dhrop  in  her? 
wasn't  she  by  Coriander,  out  of  Pink,  by  High- 
flyer? Of  couKe  she'd  win — hadn't  he  known 
it  all  the  time  ? '' 

"  That's  all  very  well,*'  said  Larry,  as  he  stood 
with  his  saddle  in  his  hand,  waiting  till  Bob  got 
out  of  the  scales,  "  it  was  only  her  d — d  long 
nose  and  neck  that  won  after  all,  for  I'll  swear 
my  head  was  past  the  post  betoT^  "fioV^'* 
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"Well,  then,  Larry,  we'll  make  a  case  for  the 
stewards,  whether  it's  your  head  or  the  horse's 
the  judge  should  go  by." 

*'  There's  two  of  'em/*  whispered  Gayner, 
**  wouldn't  know  if  yon  were  to  ask  'era." 

Thunderer  came  in  third,  and  a  couple  of 
minutes  aftenvards,  Diana  ^ — and  Pat  Conner, 
when  he  was  laughed  at  as  to  his  place,  truly 
boasted  that  at  any  rate  he  was  the  only  one 
that  had  been  able  to  ride  round  the  course 
without  a  fall. 

The  chief  and  most  exciting  race  of  the  day 
being  over,  the  more  aristocratic  of  the  multitude 
seemed  with  one  accord  to  turn  their  attention 
to  luncheon.  The  ladies  began  to  unpack  the 
treasures  with  which  the  wells  of  their  cars  had 
been  loaded — cold  hams- — shoulders  of  mutton 
— pigeon  pies— bottles  of  sherry— and  dozens 
of  porter  soon  made  their  appearance ;  and 
pretty  girls  putting  cork-screws  and  carving 
knives  into  the  hands  of  their  admirers,  bid 
them  work  for  their  food  before  they  ate.  Woe 
betide  the  young  man  there  who  had  no  female 
friends  on  the  course — no  one  to  relieve  the 
pangs  of  his  hunger,  or  to  alleviate  that  intoler- 
able delay  which  seems  always  necessary  between 
races. 

Then  were  made  engagements  for  the  ball ; 
quadrilles  and  waltzes  were  given  in  exchange 
for  sandwiches  and  ale — Lieutenants  were  to  be 
had  for  sherry — a  glass  of  champagne  would 
secure  a  Captain. 

Great  was  the  crowd  round  Mrs.  McKeon's 
car,  and  plentiful  the  partners  who  solicited  the 
honour   of  dancing  w\l\v  \j^dd>j^  'Um^'i,  -axv^ 
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Feemy.  McKeon  was  there  in  all  his  glory, 
shaking  hands  with  every  one — praising  his 
mare  with  his  mouth  full  of  ham,  and  uttering 
vehement  eulogiums  on  Gayner  between  the 
different  tumblers  of  porter,  which  in  his  joy  he 
seemed  to  swallow  unconsciously.  Then  Bob 
came  up  himself,  glowing  with  triumph,  for  he 
knew  that  he  had  acquitted  himself  more  than 
ordinarily  well.  He  had  changed  all  his  clothes, 
for  he  had  been  completely  drenched  by  his  fall 
in  the  brook ;  and  now,  having  nearly  altogether 
fasted  for  the  last  forty-eight  hours,  was  not  at  all 
disinclined  to  assist  at  Mrs.  McKeon's  banquet. 

He  shook  hands  with  her,  and  all  the  three 
girls  round,  and  with  Tony — although  he  had 
already  done  that  three  times  before;  and  he 
began  a  full  history  of  the  race,  which  we  needn't 
repeat. 

"  I  knew  Brickbat  was  as  fat  as  a  bullock ;  he 
couldn't  keep  the  pace  up;  but  I'll  tell  you 
what,  Tony,  if  any  horse  there  could  beat 
Playful,  it  was  Conqueror.  But  George  can't 
wait — I  win  fifteen  pound  from  him — he's  made 
a  bad  thing  of  it — ^lost  his  horse  and  all." 

"  Did  you  see  the  horse.  Bob,  when  you  came 
to  the  big  ditch  ?  " 

"  By  my  honour,  then,  I  didn't  see  anything 
from  the  time  I  got  out  of  the  brook.  I'd 
enough  to  do  to  sit  where  I  was,  and  keep 
the  mare's  head  straight.  When  she  made  the 
great  leap,  I  hardly  felt  her  feet  come  to  the 
ground,  she  came  down  so  lightly." 

While  he  was  speaking,  Ussher  came  up  to 
the  car,  and  began  congratulating  them.  He 
had  now  openly  stated  that  \it  -w^-^  X*^  Viw^ 


352  The  Macdermots  of  Bally  cloran 

the  coontry  altogether,  and  that  he  had  been 
ordered  to  Cashel.  Mrs.  McKeon  was  there- 
fore no  longer  at  a  loss  to  account  for  Feenay's 
melancholy ;  and  whilst  she  felt  a  cordial  dislike 
to  the  man,  who  she  thought  had  so  basely 
deceived  Feemy  and  was  now  going  to  desert 
her,  she  was  heartily  glad  for  her  sake  he  was 
going,  and  reflected  that  as  he  was  to  be  off  to- 
morrow^ it  was  useless  for  her  now  to  begin  to 
be  uncivil  to  him. 

"  Tm  glad  to  congratulate  you,  Mr,  McKeon 
— Vm  glad  you  won,  as  my  friend  Brown  didn't ; 
a  bad  tiling  his  losing  his  horse,  isn't  It  ?  " 

"Thank  ye,  Captain;  and  I'm  to  congratulate 
you  too.  I  hear  youVe  promoted,  and  going 
away  from  us — very  glad  for  one,  sorry  for 
t'other.  Take  a  bit  of  cold  piej  d— n  it,  I 
forgot — the  pie's  all  gone,  but  there's  cold 
mutton  and  plenty  of  slierry.  Lyddy,  give 
Captain  Ussher  a  glass  of  sherry ♦" 

And  Ussher  went  round  to  the  side  of  the 
car  where  Feemy  was  sitting,  and  shook  hands 
with  her  and  the  other  girls.  It  was  the  first 
time  through  the  whole  long  morning  he  had 
come  near  her;  indeed,  it  was  the  first  time 
he  had  seen  her  since  his  short  visit  at  Mrs. 
McKeon's,  and  very  cruel  poor  Feemy  had 
thought  such  conduct.  Yet  now,  when  he 
merely  came  to  speak  a  few  w^ords,  it  was  a 
relief  to  her»  and  she  took  it  actually  for  a  kind- 
ness. She  felt  herself  so  fallen  in  the  world — 
so  utterly  degraded — she  was  so  sure  that  soon 
every  one  else  would  shun  her,  that  she  shud- 
dered at  the  idea  of  his  ill-treating  or  desert- 
ing  her.      He  sooa  \dt  \v^t,  \va.Nvcv%  ^q^.  ^xi 
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opportunity  of  desiring  her  in  a  whisper  to 
dance  the  first  quadrille  with  him,  as  he  didn't 
think  he  should  remain  late  at  the  ball. 

As  for  Ussher  himself,  he  would  now  have 
been  glad  if  he  had  been  able  to  have  got  rid  of 
Feemy  altogether.  As  I  said  before,  when  he 
started  for  Ballycloran  on  the  day  that  he  heard 
he  had  to  remove  his  quarters,  he  had  by  no 
means  made  up  his  mind  as  to  what  he  would 
do  :  it  was  not  at  that  time  at  all  his  purpose  to 
induce  Feemy  to  leave  her  home,  or  go  with  him 
in  the  scandalous  manner  he  had  at  last  pro- 
posed. It  was  the  warmth  of  her  own  affection, 
and  the  vanity  which  this  had  inspired,  or  rather 
strengthened  in  his  breast,  that  had  at  the 
moment  induced  him  to  do  so;  and  now  he 
could  not  avoid  it.  He  had  told  his  sporting 
friends  of  his  intention,  and  if  even  he  could 
have  brought  himself  to  endure  their  ridicule  by 
leaving  her  behind  him,  he  had  gone  so  far  that 
he  could  not  well  break  off  with  Feemy  herself. 

He  was  considerably  bothered,  however,  by 
his  position ;  he  felt  that  she  would  be  a  dread- 
ful chain  round  his  neck  at  the  place  he  was 
going  to,  and  he  began  already  to  dislike  her. 
Poor  Feemy!  she  had  already  lost  that  for 
which  she  had  agreed  to  sacrifice  her  pride,  her 
family,  her  happiness,  and  herself. 

Ussher  now  returned  to  his  two  friends, 
whose  tempers  were  by  no  means  improved 
by  the  calamity  which  had  occurred.  Fred 
declared  it  was  all  George's  fault — that  he  had 
ridden  his  horse  too  fast  or  too  slow — that  he 
had  been  too  forward,  or  not  forward  enough. 
His  temper  was  by  far  too  much  soux^^  \i^  n^^ 
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loss  of  his  own  bets,  to  allow  him  to  console 
his  brother  for  the  more  serious  injury  he  had 
suffered. 

At  length,  however,  the  three  got  into  the 
drag,  and  returned  to  Brown  Hall  After  dinner, 
each  endeavoured  to  solace  himself  by  no  stinted 
application  to  the  bottle.  George  declared, 
that  as  he  had  been  able  to  drink  nothing  for 
the  last  three  days,  he^d  make  up  for  it  now, 
and  that  he  wouldn't  allow  himself  to  be  dis- 
turbed to  dress  for  the  best  ball  that  could  be 
given  in  Ireland,  Fred,  however,  was  not  so 
insatiable^  and  at  about  eleven  he  and  Ussher 
dressed  and  again  drove  into  Carrick, 

The  ball  at  Carrick  passed  off  as  such  balls 
always  do.  There  was  but  little  brilliancy,  but 
a  great  deal  of  good  humour.  The  dresses 
were  not  the  most  costly,  nor  possibly  the  most 
fashionable,  but  the  faces  were  as  pretty,  and 
the  figures  as  good,  as  any  that  could  be  adorned 
for  Alraack's  by  a  Parisian  head-dresser  or 
milliner.  The  band  was  neither  numerous  nor 
artistic,  but  it  played  in  good  time,  and  never 
got  tired.  The  tallow  candles,  fixed  in  sconces 
round  the  walls  of  the  room,  in  which  a  short 
time  since  we  saw  some  of  our  friends  celebrat- 
ing the  orgies  of  Bacchus,  gave  quite  sufficient 
light  for  the  votaiies  of  the  nimble  fooled  muse 
to  see  their  partners,  mind  their  steps,  and  not 
come  in  too  rude  collision  with  one  another. 
Quadrilles  succeeded  waltzes,  and  waltzes  quad- 
rilles, with  most  unceasing  energy  j  and  no  one 
dreamt  of  giving  way  to  fatigue,  or  supposed 
that  it  was  at  all  desirable  to  sit  down  for  a 
single  dance.     From  ten  lo  t^o  >3c\e^  V&v^  Sx^^ 
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without  five  minutes*  pause,  atad  then  went  joy- 
fully to  supper-^not  to  drink  half  a  glass  of 
wine,  and  eat  a  mouthful  of  jelly  or  hlanc-manget 
standing — but  to  Mt  down  with  w6ll-prepated 
appetite  to  hot  joints-^ham  and  chicken,  veal 
pies,  potatoes,  and  bottled  porter.  And  then 
the  songs  that  were  sung  !  It  would  have  done 
your  heart  good  to  hear  young  Fitzpatrick  sing 
the  "Widow  Machree;"  and  then  all  the 
punch  that  was  mixed  1  and  the  eloquence  that 
was  used,  not  in  vain,  to  induce  the  fairer 
piortion  of  the  company  to  taste  it ! 

This  state  of  things  was  not,  however,  allowed 
to  remiin  long.  It  was  not  at  all  the  thing  that 
men — at  any  rate  unmarried  men — should  waste 
their  time  in  drinking  when  they  had  come 
there  to  dance ;  and  after  the  ladies  had  left 
tbiem  about  ten  minutes,  messages  came  hot 
and  thick  from  the  ball-room,  desiring  their 
immediate  presence ;  nor  were  they  so  bold  as 
to  neglect  these  summonses,  excepting  some 
few  inveterate  sinners,  who,  having  whiskey  and 
hot  water ;  in  their  possession,  and  looking 
forward  to  a  game  at  loo,  neglected  the  com- 
mands which  were  brought  to  them. 

Soon  again  the  fiddles  sounded,  and  quick 
feet  flew  round  the  floor  with  more  rapidity  than 
before.  The  tedium  of  the  quadrille  was  found 
to  be  too  slow,  and  from  three  till  six  a  succes- 
sion of  waltzesj  reels,  and  country  dances,  kept 
the  room  in  one  whirl  of  confusion,  and  at  last 
sent  the  performers  •  home,  not  from  a  feeling 
of  satiety  at  the  amusement,  but  because,  from 
very  weariness,  they  were  no  longer  able  to  use 
their  feet. 
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Feemy,  early  in  the  evening,  had  danced 
with  Ussher,  and  received  his  final  instructions 
respecting  their  departure  on  the  morrow*  He 
was  to  leave  Brown  Hall  early  for  Mohill,  and 
Fred's  gig  and  horse  were  to  be  sent  over  to 
him  there.  He  was  to  send  his  heavy  luggage 
on  by  the  car,  and  leaving  Mohill  about  seven, 
when  it  would  be  dusk,  drive  by  the  avenue  at 
Ballycloran  and  pick  Feemy  up  as  he  passed, 
and  they  would  then  reach  Longford  in  time  for 
the  mail-coach  during  the  night, 

Ussher  calculated  that  Feemy  would  not  be 
missed  till  he  had  had  two  hours*  start,  and 
that  then  it  w^ould  be  impossible  to  catch  him 
before  he  reached  Dublin. 

**  But,  Myles,^^  said  Feemy,  "  bow  am  I  to  get 
home  ?  You  know  I  am  at  Mrs.  McKeon's  now." 

**Why,  how  helpless  you  are,"  replied  he; 
*' can't  you  easily  make  some  excuse  to  get 
home  ?  say  you  are  ill- — and  sick^and  want  to 
be  at  home.  Or  if  it  must  come  to  that,  say 
you  will  go  home  ;  who's  to  stop  you  ?  " 

"But  I  wouldn't  like  to  quarrel  with  them, 
Myles ;  just  now,  too,  when  they've  been  so 
kind  to  me." 

**  Well,  dearest,  you  needn't  quarrel  with 
Tthem;  say  you're  ill,  and  wish  to  be  at  home; 
but  don't  make  difficulties,  love  ;  don't  look  so 
unhappy  ;  you'll  be  as  happy  as  the  day  is  long, 
when  we're  once  away — that  is,  if  you  still  love 
me,  Feemy,  I  hope,  after  all  Fm  doing  for 
you,  you'll  not  be  sullen  and  cold  to  me  because 
you're  leaving  such  a  hole  as  Ballycloran.  If 
foa  don't  Jove  me,  Feemy,  say  so,  and  you  may 
stajr  where  you  are*** 
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«*  Oh !  Myles,  how  can  you  say  such  words 
now  !  you  know  I  love  you — how  much  I  love 
you — else  I  wouldn't  be  leaving  my  home  for 
you  this  way  !  And  though  Ballycloran  is " 

Here  the  poor  girl  could  say  no  more;  for 
she  was  using  all  her  energies  to  prevent  herself 
from  sobbing  in  the  ball-room. 

"  Good  G— d !  you're  not  going  to  cry  here ; 
come  out  of  the  room,  Feemy;"  and  he  led 
her  into  the  passage,  where,  under  the  pretence 
of  looking  at  the  moon,  they  could  turn  their 
faces  to  the  window.  "  What  are  you  crying 
for  now  ?  " 

"Don't  you  know  I  love  you?  why  else 
would  I  be  going  with  you  ?  " 

"  Well,  don't  cry  then ;  but  mind,  I  shan't 
see  you  again  before  the  time,  for  I'm  going 
out  of  this  at  once  now.  I  shall  be  at  the 
avenue  at  a  quarter  before  eight;  don't  keep 
me  waiting.  If  you  are  there  first,  as  you  will 
be,  walk  a  few  steps  along  the  Mohill  road,  so 
as  to  meet  me ;  no  one  will  know  you,  if  you 
should  meet  any  one,  for  it  will  be  nearly  if  not 
quite  dark ;  the  moon  won't  rise  till  past  ten ; 
do  you  understand,  Feemy  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  understand  1 " 

"  Well,  good  night  then,  my  own  love,  for  I 
must  be  off." 

"  But,  Myles,  I  want  to  say  one  thing." 

"  Hurry  then,  dear,  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  What  '11 1  do  about  my  things  ?  " 

'*  What  things?" 

"  Why,  Myles,  I  must  bring  some  things  with 
me;  clothes,  you  know,  and  things  of  that 
sort'' 
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This  puzzled  Ussher  rather;  he  had  con- 
si<iered  that  he  should  have  enough  trouble 
with  Feemy  herself*  he  had  quite  forgotten  the 
concamitant  evils  of  the  bandboxes,  bundles, 
and  draperies  which  it  would  be  necessary  for 
Feemy  to  take  with  hen 

'*  Ah  !  you  can  get  clothes  in  Dublin ;  you 
can't  want  to  take  much  with  you  •  you  can 
bring  a  bundle  in  your  hand  just  that  distance. 
Can't  you,  eh,  Feemy  ?  " 

Feemy  could  not  but  think  that  a  week  since 
he  would  not  have  asked  her  to  carry  all  her 
traveUing  wardrobe  in  a  bundle,  in  her  hand. 
However,  she  only  said — 

"  Why,  not  well,  Myles ;  I  shall  have  so  many 
things  to  think  of;  but  I  shan't  have  much,  and 
if  you'll  let  me,  1*11  send  Biddy  to  meet  you 
with  what  I  must  take.  She'll  meet  you  on  the 
road,  and  put  it  into  the  gig.*' 

*'  Good  heavens  !  what  do  you  mean  ?  would 
you  tell  the  girl  what  youVe  going  to  do  ?  Why, 
she'll  tell  your  father^  and  Thady,  and  raise  the 
whole  country  on  me." 

"  No,  she  wouldn't^  Myles ;  she  wouldn*t  tell 
anybody  a  word,  when  I  told  her  not.  You 
don't  know  those  sort  of  people ;  sheM  not  say 
a  word ;  so  if  you'll  let  me,  TU  send  her  on  to 
meet  you  with  my  things.'* 

With  a  good  deal  of  reluctance  Ussher  agreed 
to  this;  and  then,  again  enjoining  Feemy  not 
to  keep  him  and  the  gig  waiting  in  the  road, 
he  took  his  leave,  and  departed,  with  his  friend 
Fred,  for  Brown  Hall ;  first  of  all  taking  Feemy 
into  the  refreshment-room,  and  making  her 
drink  a  glass  of  sbeiry.     TVi^  ^^  V«i  xswisJtv 
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good,  and  when  she  got  back  into  the  ball- 
room, she  was  able  to  dance  with  tolerable 
spirit;  and  Mrs.  McKeon,  who  had  been 
watching  her,  and  had  seen  her  dance  with 
Ussher,  was  glad  to  think  that  her  protegee  had 
made  up  her  mind  to  part  with  her  lover  in 
good  spirits,  and  before  the  evening  was  over 
she  assured  Louey,  with  great  glee,  that,  in 
spite  of  all  that  had  been  said,  she  foi^esaw  that 
as  soon  as  that  horrid  man  had  been  gone 
three  or  four  days,  Feemy  would  be  as  well  and 
as  cheerful  as  ever. 

Feemy  was,  nevertheless,  very  glad  when  she 
was  told  to  get  her  cloak  on,  and  found  herself 
on  the  car  going  to  Drumsna.  She  then  told 
her  friend  that  she  wanted  to  be  home  with  her 
father  on  the  morrow, — ^that  she  had  promised 
to  be  home  the  day  after  the  ball.  She  even 
pretended  that  she  had  received  a  message  that 
evening  from  her  father,  begging  her  return. 
Mrs.  McKeon  did  not  think  much  about  it, 
supposing  that  Feemy's  presence  might  be 
necessary  for  household  purposes  at  Bally- 
cloran,  and  she  readily  promised  her  the  loan 
of  the  car,  at  four  in  the  afternoon,  on  condition 
that  she  would  return  to  Drumsna  at  least  in 
a  day  or  two.  This  Feemy  promised,  rejoicing 
that  her  expected  difficulties  as  to  getting  to 
Ballycloran  were  so  easily  overcome,  and  going 
to  bed,  she  slept  more  soundly  than  she  had 
yet  done  since  she  had  given  her  fatal  consent 
to  Ussher's  proposal. 
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CHAPTER  XX 

HOW   CAPTAIN   USSHER   SUCCEEDED 

ATE  the  next  morning,  Feemy  and  the  other 
girls  got  up ;  they  had  slept  together  to  make 
room  in  the  house  for  the  victorious  Bob,  but, 
as  Father  John  had  prophesied,  they  were  all 
too  tired  to  be  much  inconvenienced  by  this. 
Immediately  after  breakfast  the  car  came  round, 
and  Feemy,  afraid  to  wish  her  friends  good- 
bye too  affectionately  lest  suspicion  should  be 
raised,  and  promising  to  come  back  again  in 
a  day  or  two,  returned  to  Ballycloran* 

Thady  was  out  when  she  got  there,  but  he 
was  expected  in  to  dinner.  Her  father  was 
glad  to  see  her,  and  began  assuring  her  that 
he  would  do  all  in  his  power  to  protect  her 
from  the  evil  machinations  of  her  brother,  and 
then  agam  took  his  grog  and  his  pipe.  She 
went  into  the  kitchen,  and  summoning  Biddy, 
desired  her  to  follow  her  up  to  her  bedroom. 
When  there,  she  carefully  closed  the  door,  and 
sitting  down  on  the  bed,  looked  in  her  atten- 
dant's face  and  said — 

"  Biddy,  if  I  told  you  a  secret,  you'd  never 
betray  me,  would  you  ?  ** 

**  Is  it  I,  Miss  Feemy,  that^s  known  you  so 

long?  in  course  I  wouldn't,**  and  the  girl  pricked 

up  her  ears,  and  looked  all  anxiety.     '*  What 

K      is  it,  Miss? — Shure  you  know  av  you  tould  me 

H     to  hould  my  tongue,  never  a  word  Vd  spake  to 

H   any  monial  about  anyOtntv^*' 
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"I  know  you  wouldn't,  Biddy;  that's  why 
I'm  going  to  tell  you ;  but  you  mustn't  whisper 
it  to  Katty,  for  I  think  she'd  be  telling  Thady." 

"  Niver  fear,  Miss ;  sorrow  a  word  I'll  whisper 
it  to  any  one,  at  all  at  all." 

"  Well,  Biddy,  did  you  hear  Captain  Ussher's 
going  away  from  this  intirely  ?  " 

**  What !  away  from  Ballycloran  ?  " 

"No,  but  from  MohiU,  and  from  County 
Leitrim  altogether.  He's  going  a  long  way 
off,  to  a  place  called  Cashel." 

"And  what  for  is  he  going  there,  and  you 
living  here.  Miss  Feemy  ?  " 

"That's  the  secret,  Biddy ;  I'm  going  with  him." 

"  My  I  and  is  you  married  in  sacret.  Miss  ? " 
said  the  girl,  coming  nearer  to  her  mistress, 
and  opening  her  eyes  as  wide  as  she  could. 

Feemy  blushed  up  to  the  roots  of  her  hair, 
and  said,  "No,  we're  not  married  yet;  we're 
to  be  married  in  Dublin;  we  couldn't  be 
married  here,  you  know,  because  Captain  Ussher 
is  a  Protestant." 

"  Holy  Mary !  Miss,  you're  not  a  going  to 
lave  the  ould  religion ;  you're  not  a  going  to  turn 
Prothesthant,  is  you,  Miss  Feemy  ?  " 

"  No,  Biddy ;  why  should  I  turn  Protestant  ? 
but  you  see  there's  rasons  why  we  couldn't  be 
married  here;  we're  to  be  married  in  Dublin, 
to-morrow." 

" To-morrow  1"  ejaculated  Biddy;  "what,  is 
you  going  to-night  ?  " 

"  This  very  evening ;  and  now  I  want  you  to 
help  me,  and  when  we're  settled,  Biddy,  if  you 
like  to  lave  this  ould  place,  I  mane  ^^^  ^^ 
come  and  live  with  us." 
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"  To  be  shure,  Miss ;  and  wouldn't  I  go  tbe 
world  round  wid  you?  and  why  not?  for  it's 
you  was  always  tbe  kind  misthress  to  me.  But 
what*ll  I  be  doing  to  help  you?" 

And  then  Feemy  explained  to  her  her  plans, 
and  began  to  pack  up  the  few  treasures  she 
could  take  with  her,  in  a  box  small  enough  for 
Biddy  to  carry;  and  the  two  kneeled  down 
together  to  the  work. 

Feemy's  tears  dropped  quickly  on  the  little 
things  she  was  packing,  and  the  poor  girl  soon 
followed  the  example  her  mistress  gave  her. 

"  Ochone  I  ochone  I  Miss  Feemy,  alanna, 
.what^ll  we  be  doing  widout  you?"  and  she 
■came  round  and  began  kissing  her  mistress's 
dress,  and  hands,  and  face,  "What  shall  we 
do  widout  you  at  all  then  ?  what  will  the  ould 
man  be  doing,  when  you're  not  to  the  fore  to 
mix  his  punch  ?  '^ 

**  Don't  talk  that  way/'  said  Feemy.  "  Sbure, 
won't  I  be  coming  back  to  see  him  when  I'm 
married  ?  " 

**In  course  you  will;  but  it'll  be  a  great 
miss,  when  he  and  Mn  Thady  finds  you're  gone. 
What'll  I  say  at  all,  when  1  come  back  from 
seeing  you  off — and  they  finds  that  you  are 
gone?*' 

**  But  you  mustn't  stay  to  see  me  off  at  all 
When  youVe  put  the  box  in  the  gig  you  must 
go  on  to  Mrs.  Mehan's,  and  when  you  come 
back  you  can  say  you'd  been  down  to  look  for 
something  that  was  left  the  day  of  Mary's  wed- 
ding ;  but  mind,  Biddy,  don't  say  a  word  about 
it  at  Mis.  Mehan*s,  and  abov^  all^ don't  mention 
k  to  Katty,*' 
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"Not  a  word,  Miss;  niver  fear:  but  whatiP^ 
I  be  doing  when  you're  gone?     But  I  suppose^ 
it's  all  for  the  best.;  may  sorrow  seize  him  thin 
av  he  don't  make  you  the  good  husband" 

It  was  then  settled  that  Feemy's  bonnet  and 
shawl  were  to  be  brought  down  into  the  sitting- 
room  opposite  the  dining-room— that  dinner 
was  to  be  put  off  as  late  as  possible — that  when 
Larry  and  Thady  were  at  dieir  punch,  Feemy  - 
was  to  escape  unobserved.  Biddy  was  enjoined, 
when  she  slipped  out  with  the  box,  to  leave 
the  front  door  ajar,  so  that  her.  mistress  could 
follow  her  without  making  any  noise.  The  girl 
was  also  to  carry  down  her  mistress's  cloak — 
so  that  she  might  the  easier  run  down  the 
avenue. 

When  these  things  were  all  settled,  Biddy 
returned  to  the  kitchen,  big  with  the  secret ; 
but  she  was  too  prudent  to  say  or  hint  any- 
thing which  could  create  a  suspicion  in  her 
colleague's  breast 

Thady  came  in  about  the  usual  dinner-hour, 
and  Feemy  spoke  good-humouredJy  to  her 
brother — ^more  so  than  she  had  done  since 
the  day  he  had  desired  her  not  to  walk  with 
Captain  Ussher.  Thady  himself  was  less  gloomy 
than  usual,  for  he  had  been  rejoiced  by  hearing 
that  the  revenue  officer  was  immediately  going 
to  leave  the  country.  He  had  only  been  told 
it  that  morning  at  Mohill,  as  a  secret,  and  he 
therefore  presumed  that  Feemy  did  not  know 
it.  He  thought  that  he  would  not  distress  her 
by  telling  her  of  it  now — that  he  had  better 
leave  her  to  find  it  out  herself  after  he  '^^s. 
gone;  but  the  reflection,  of  the  mv&ex^  \\.^o\3^Ss. 
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y<icasioii  her  when  she  did  know  it,  gave  rise 
/to  a  feeling  of  pity  for  her  in  his  heart,  which 
made  him  more  inclined  to  be  gentle  and 
tender  to  her  than  he  had  felt  for  a  long 
time. 

After  sitting  over  the  fire  with  their  father 
for  some  time,  Thady  said— 

"Well,  Feemy,  these  are  fashionable  hours 
you've  brought  with  you  from  Dramsna.  Does 
Mrs,  McKeon  always  dine  as  late  as  this? 
Why,  it's  half-past  six  ! " 

**  The  stupid  girl  forgot  the  potatoes,  Thady, 
You  could  have  them  now ;  but  you  know,  you 
wouldn't  eat  them  as  hard  as  stones.  Ill  go 
and  hurry  her." 

**^Deed  and  I'm  starving,"  said  the  father, 
*' Why  can't  we  have  dinner  then,  Feemy  dear? 
Why  won't  they  bring  dinner  in  ?  " 

And  Feemy  went  out,  not  to  hurry  them,  but 
to  cause  grounds  for  fresh  delay.  At  last,  a 
little  after  seven,  she  allowed  dinner  to  go  in, 
and  following  it  herself,  she  sat  down  and  made 
as  good  a  meal  as  she  could,  and  endeavoured 
to  answer  Thady's  questions  about  the  races 
and  the  ball  with  some  appearance  of  having 
taken  interest,  at  any  rate  in  the  latter.  If  she 
did  not  altogether  succeed,  the  attempt  was 
not  so  futile  as  to  betray  her ;  and  the  dinner 
passed  over,  and  the  hot  water  came  in,  without 
anything  arising  especially  to  excite  her  alarm. 
At  last  she  heard  the  front  door  open,  and  she 
listened  with  apprehension  to  every  creak  the 
rusty  hinges  made  as  Biddy  vainly  endeavoured 
ro  close  it  without  a  noise  \  Wl  0:v^  sounds, 
fvhjch,  in  her  fear,  seemed  soXoMda.Tv^t^xa-axYaMvfe 
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to  her,  attracted  no  notice  from  her  father  or 
brother.  Then  she  mixed  their  punch.  Had 
Thady  been  looking  at  her  he  might  have  seen 
a  tear  drop  into  the  tumbler  as  she  handed  it 
to  him ;  but  his  eyes  were  on  the  fireplace,  and 
she  slipped  out  of  the  room  without  her  tell-tale 
face  having  been  observed. 

It  was  now,  as  she  calculated,  about  the  time 
that  she  should  start ;  and  with  trembling  hands 
she  tied  on  her  bonnet.  Having  thrown  her 
shawl  over  her  shivering  shoulders,  she  opened 
her  book  upon  the  table  with  a  handkerchief 
upon  it — placed  her  chair  by  the  fire,  and  leaving 
the  candle  alight,  slowly  crept  through  the  hall 
door,  down  the  front  steps,  and  into  the  avenue 
leading  to  the  road.  She  shuddered  when  she 
found  herself  alone  in  the  cold  dark  air ;  but 
soon  plucking  up  her  courage,  she  ran  down  as 
quickly  as  she  could  to  the  spot  where  the  old 
gate  always  stood  open,  and  leaning  against  the 
post,  listened  intently  for  the  sound  of  the  gig 
wheels.  She  stood  there,  listening  for  three  or 
four  minutes,  which  seemed  to  her  to  be  an 
hour,  and  then  getting  cold,  she  thought  she'd 
walk  on  to  meet  Ussher  as  he  had  directed  her  ; 
but  before  she  had  gone  a  dozen  yards  the 
darkness  frightened  her,  and  she  returned.  As 
soon  as  she  had  again  reached  the  gateway  she 
heard  a  man's  footstep  on  the  road  a  little 
above;  and  still  more  frightened  at  this,  she 
ran  back  the  avenue  towards  the  house  till  the 
footsteps  had  passed  the  gate.  She  did  not, 
however,  dare  again  to  stand  in  sight  of  the 
road,  though  it  was  so  dark  that  no  one  passing 
couJd  have  seen  her  if  she  wetft  a  fe\«  ^^^^  \^^ 
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the  avenue ;  so  she  sat  down  on  the  stump  of  a 
tree  that  had  been  lately  felled,  and  determined 
to  wait  till  she  heard  the  sound  of  the  gig. 

There  she  remained  for  what  seemed  to  her 
a  cruelly  long  time ;  she  became  so  cold  that 
she  could  hardly  feel  the  ground  beneath  her 
feet ;  and  her  teeth  shook  in  her  head  as  sfa 
sat  there  alone  in  the  cold  night  air  of 
October  night,  with  no  warmer  wrapping  than 
a  slight  shawl  thrown  over  her  shoulders.  There 
she  sat,  listening  for  every  sound — longing  to 
catch  the  rattle  of  the  wheels  that  were  to  carry 
her  away  ^fancying  every  moment  that  she 
heard  footsteps  approaching,  and  dreading  lest 
the  awful  creak  of  the  house-door  opening 
should  reach  her  ears. 

She  could  not  conceive  why  Ussher  did  not 
come — ^she  had  absolutely  been  there  half  an 
hour,  and  she  thought  it  must  be  past  ten^she 
had  long  been  crying,  and  was  now  really  suffer- 
ing with  bodily  pain  from  cold  and  fright ;  and 
then  the  whole  of  Ussher's  conduct  to  her  since 
that  horrid  morning  passed  through  her  mind — 
she  saw  things  now  in  their  true  light,  which 
had  never  struck  her  so  before.  What  would 
she  not  have  given  to  have  been  safe  again  at 
Mrs.  McKeon's;  to  have  been  in  her  own  room, 
of  which  she  could  still  see  the  light  through 
the  window ;  in  fact,  to  be  anywhere  but  where 
she  was  ?  She  did  not  dare,  however,  to  return 
to  the  house,  or  even  again  to  walk  down  the 
road.  Poor,  unhappy  Feemy !  she  already  felt 
the  wretched  fruits  of  her  obstinacy  and  her 
pnde. 
At  iast  she  absolutely  Vveaid  ^^  ^<5tiX-^<c>ci\ 
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pushed  open,  and  could  plainly  see  a  man's 
figure  standing  on  the  threshold.  It  must  be 
Thady!  They  had  discovered  her  departure, 
and  he  was  already  coming  to  drag  her  back ! 
She  heard  his  feet  descending  the  hall  steps; 
but  they  were  as  slow  and  as  deliberate  as 
usual ;  and  she  could'  perceive  that,  instead  of 
coming  down  the  avenue,  he  turned  towards 
the  stables.  This  was  a  slight  relief  to  her — it 
was  evident  she  was  not  yet  missed;  but  she 
was  dreadfully  cold,  and  what  was  she  to  do  if 
Thady  heard  the  noise  of  the  gig,  and  perceived 
that  it  had  stopped  at  their  gate  ? 

Ussher  had  driven  over  to  Mohill  early  in  the 
morning,  and  had  gotten  everything  ready  for 
his  departure  in  the  manner  he  had  proposed ; 
but  when  the  time  for  starting  came,  he  had 
been  detained  by  business  connected  with  his 
official  duties,  and  it  was  eight  o'clock  before 
he  was  able  to  bid  adieu  to  the  interesting  town 
of  Mohill.  He  had  then,  at  the  risk  of  his  own 
neck,  driven  off  as  fast  as  Fred  Brown's  broken- 
knee'd  horse  could  take  him,  and  was  proceeding 
at  a  gallop  towards  Ballycloran,  when  he  was 
stopped  near  Mrs.  Mehan's  well-known  shop 
by  Biddy,  who  was  standing  by  the  road-side 
opposite. 

He  stopped  the  horse  as  quick  as  he  could, 
and  Biddy  came  running  to  him  with  Feemy's 
bundle. 

'*Is  that  yer  honer,  at  last?  Glory  be  to 
God!  but  I  thought  you  wor  niver  coming. 
The  misthress  '11  be  perished  with  the  could." 

"  Never  mind — hurry — give  me  what  you've 
got!'' 
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And  Biddy  handed  in  the  bundle  and  cloak, 
and  Ussher  again  drove  on. 

"  Musha  then,  but  he's  a  niggardly  baste  I  " 
soliloquised  Biddy,  **  not  to  give  me  the  sign  of 
a  bit  of  money,  after  waiting  there  for  him  these 
two  hours  by  the  roadside,  and  me  with  his 
sacret  and  all,  that  could  ruin  him  if  I  chose 
to  spake  the  word,  only  I  wouldn't  for  Miss 
Feemy's  sake.  But  maybe  it  was  the  hurry  aixd 
all  that  made  him  be  forgitting,  for  he  was  niver 
the  man  for  a  mane  action.  I  wish  he  may 
trate  her  well,  that's  all;  for  he*s  a  hard  man, 
and  it's  bad  for  her  to  be  leaving  the  ould  place 
without  the  priest's  blessing." 

Ussher  was  at  the  gateway ;  but  when  he  got 
there,  he  could  not  see  Feemy.  He  waited 
about  a  minute,  and  then  whistled — a.  minute 
more,  and  he  whistled  again.  What  should 
he  do  ?  It  would  be  so  foolish  now  for  him  to 
go  without  her !  He  knew  the  horse  was  steady 
and  would  stand ;  so  he  got  out  and  walked  up 
the  avenue  till  he  saw  the  figure  of  Feemy,  stilJ 
sitting  on  the  root  of  the  tree  where  we  left  her. 
There  was  a  light  colour  in  her  shawl,  and  the 
little  white  collar  round  her  neck  enabled  him 
to  see  her  at  some  distance ;  and  she  saw,  or 
at  any  rate  heard  him,  but  she  neither  moved  to 
or  from  him. 

She  had  caught,  some  time  since,  the  sound 
of  the  gig  wheels;  but  just  as  she  did  so,  she 
again  saw  the  figure  of  Thady  as  he  came  round 
from  the  stables ;  and  he  evidently  had  heard  it 
also,  for  he  stood  still  on  the  open  space  before 
tho  house.  He  was  smoking,  for  she  caught 
the  smdl  of  the  tobacco,  axid  ^\i^  ^\iM^^  \^il*.\^ 
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the  stones  on  the  pathway  rattle  as  he  now 
and  then  struck  them  with  the  stick  in  his 
hand.  He  didn't  move  towards  her ;  but 
there  he  stood,  as  if  determined  to  ascer- 
tain whether  the  vehicle  which  he  must  have 
heard  would  pass  along  the  road  by  the 
gate. 

Then  the  sound  ceased  It  was  when  Biddy 
was  putting  in  it  the  cloak  and  bundle,  and 
again  it  continued  closer  and  closer.  The  road 
came  round  the  little  shrubbery  through  which 
the  avenue  passed ;  the  gig  was  therefore  at  one 
time  even  nearer  to  Feemy  than  it  would  be 
when  it  stopped  at  the  avenue  gate ;  and  when 
it  passed  this  place,  she  fancied  she  could  hear 
Ussher  moving  in  his  seat.  She  did  not  dare 
to  stir,  however,  for  there  still  stood  Thady, 
listening  like  herself  to  the  sounds  within  forty 
yards  of  her ;  and  had  she  risen  he  must  have 
seen  her. 

And  now  the  gig  stopped  at  the  avenue  gate. 
Feemy  was  all  but  fainting  ;  what  with  the  cold 
and  her  former  fear,  and  the  dreadful  position 
in  which  she  found  herself,  she  could  not  have 
moved  if  she  had  tried ;  she  just  preserved  her 
senses  sufficiently  to  torture  her,  and  that  was 
all.  Plainly  she  heard  her  lover  whistle ;  and 
plainly  Thady  heard  it  too,  for  he  kept  his 
stick  completely  still,  and  took  the  pipe  from 
his  mouth :  then  the  second  whistle — then  she 
heard  Ussher's  foot  on  the  ground — ^heard  him 
approaching,  and  saw  his  figure  draw  nearer; 
in  vain  she  endeavoured  to  make  signs  to  him, 
in  vain  she  thought  she  whispered,  "keep  back ;" 
for  when  she  tried  to  speii^  \Jafc  ^od^'^  -^^xS^.^ 
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not  come.    On  he  came  till  he  was  close  to  her, 
and  in  a  low  voice  he  said — 

"Feemy,  is  that  you?  why  don't  you  come? 
what  are  you  here  for  ? "  and  he  put  down  his 
hand  to  raise  her.  Feemy  tried  to  rise  and 
whisper  something,  but  she  was  unable,  and 
when  Ussher  stooped  and  absolutely  lifted  her 
from  her  seat,  she  had  really  fainted,  **  Come, 
Feemy/'  said  he,  still  unaware  of  Thady  being 
near,  "  come ;  this  is  nonsense — hurry,  there's 
a  love.     Come,  Feemy,  stand,  can't  you  ?  " 

When  Thady  had  first  come  out  ot  the  house, 
it  had  merely  been  for  the  purpose  of  going 
into  the  stable,  as  was  his  practice,  to  see  the 
two  farm  horses  fed  ;  as  he  returned,  he  caught 
the  sound  of  Ussher's  gig ;  but  it  was  more  for 
the  purpose  of  smoking  his  pipe  in  the  open 
air  than  from  any  curiosity  that  he  lingered  out 
of  doors.  Whenj  however,  the  vehicle  stopped 
at  Ballycloran  gate,  and  he  heard  the  whistle 
twice  repeated,  his  interest  was  excited,  and  he 
thought  that  something  was  not  right.  He  then 
heard  Ussher's  footsteps  up  the  avenue,  and  he 
fancied  he  could  hear  hira  speak;  but  he  had 
no  idea  who  he  was ;  nor  had  he  the  slightest 
suspicion  that  his  sister  was  so  near  him. 

But  when  Ussher  stopped^  Thady  gently  came 

down   the   avenue   unperceived ;  he   saw   him 

HStoop,  and  lift  something  in  his  arms,  but  still 

i«p  to  this  time  he  had  not  recognised  the  voice. 

It  was  Thady's  idea  that  something  had  been 

stolen  from  the  yard,  which  the  thief  was  now 

removing,   under   cover  of  the  darkness.     By 

degrecSf   as    he    got    nearer,   he    perceived    it 

was  a  woman's  foim  vVia.i  l\v^  m^xst  ^^as.  >Miiii 
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dragging,  half  canying,  and  then  he  heard 
Ussher's  voice  say  loudly,  and  somewhat  angrily, 
*'This  is  d — d  nonsense,  Feemy !  you  know 
you  must  come  now." 

These  were  the  last  words,  he  ever  uttered. 
Thady  was  soon  close  to  him,  and  with  the 
heavy  stick  he  always  carried  in  his  hand,  he 
struck  him  violently  upon  the  head.  Ussher, 
when  he  had  heard  the  footsteps  immediately 
behind  him,  dropped  Feemy,  who  was  still  in- 
sensible, upon  the  path ;  but  he  could  not  do 
so  quick  enough  to  prevent  the  stunning  blow 
which  brought  him  on  his  .  knees.  His  hat 
partially  saved  him,  and  he  was  on  the  point 
of  xiging,  when  Thady  again  struck  him  with  all 
his  power;  this  time  the  heavy  bludgeon  came 
down  on  his  bare  temple,  and  the  young  man 
fell,  never  to  rise  again.  He  neither  moved 
nor  groaned;  the  force  of  the  blow,  and  the 
great  weight  of  the  stick  falling  on  his  uncovered 
head  as  he  was  rising,  had  shattered  his  brains, 
and  he  lay  as  dead  as  though  he  had  been 
struck  down  by  a  thunder-bolt  from  heaven. 

Though  it  was.  so  dark  that  Thady  could  not 
see  the  blood  he  had  shed,  or  watch  how  im- 
movable was  the  body  of  the  man  he  had 
attacked,  still  he  knew  that  Ussher  was  no 
more.  He  had  felt  the  skull  give  way  beneath 
the  stroke  ;  he  had  heard  the  body  fall  heavily 
on  the  earth,  and  he  was  sure-  his  enemy  was 
dead. 

At  first  he  felt  completely  paralysed,  and 
unable  to  do  anything ;  but  he  was  soon  aroused 
by  a  long  sigh  from  poor  Feemy.  The  cold 
had  revived  her,  and  she.  tvon?  le^^cai^  Vfex 
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senses.    Thady  threw  his  stick  upon  the  ground, 
and  stooping  to  lift  her  up,  said — 

**  Oh  !  Feemy,  Feemy,  what  have  you  brought 
upon  me ! " 

When  she  recognised  her  brother*s  voice,  and 
found  that  she  was  in  his  arm?,  she  said — 

"  Where  am  I,  Thady  ?  What  have  you  done 
with  him  ?    Where  is  he  ?  '* 

"  Never  mind  now.  He's  gone — come  to  the 
house." 

"  Gone  1 — he's  not  gone  ;  don't  I  know  he 
would  not  go  without  me  ?  ^*  and  then  escaping 
from  her  brother's  arms,  she  scream  edj  "  Myles, 
Myles  1 — what  have  you  done  with  him  ?  FlI 
not  stir  with  you  till  you  tell  me  where  he  is  1 
and  then  the  poor  girl  shuddered,  and  addi 
"  Oh  I  I'm  cold,  so  miserably  cold  ! " 

"Come  to  the  house  with  me,  Feemy  j — \ 
is  no  place  for  you  now/' 

*'  rU  not  go  with  you,  Thady.  It's  no  use, 
for  you  shan't  make  me ;  tell  me  what  you've 
done  with  him^ — I'll  go  nowhere  without  him/* 

Thady  paused  a  minute,  thinking  what  he*d 
say,  and  then  replied  :  "You'll  never  go  with 
him  now,  Feemy,  for  Captain  Ussher  is  dead  T* 

Feeray  only  repeated  the  last  word  after  her 
brother,  and  again  fell  insensible  on  the  ground. 

Thady  at  length  succeeded  in  getting  her  to 
the  house;  and  pushing  open  the  front  door, 
which  was  still  unlatched,  with  his  foot,  took 
her  into  her  own  room  on  the  left-hand  side  of 
the  passage,  and  deposited  her  still  insensible 
on  the  sofa.  He  then  went  into  the  kitchen, 
and  sent  Katty  to  her  assistance. 
Fat  Brady  was  sitting  ovet  ^\\e  V\\.^^ti^\^^ 


s  I " 

II 


How  Captain  Ussher  succeeded  373 

smoking.  Though  this  man  was  still  hanging 
about  the  place,  and  had  not  come  to  an  actual 
rupture  with  his  master,  still  there  had  been  no 
cordiality  or  confidence  between  them  since 
Brady  had  failed  to  induce  Thady  to  keep  his 
appointment  at  the  widow  Mulready's ;  and  for 
the  last  two  days  not  even  a  single  word  had 
passed  between  them.  Now,  however,  there 
was  no  one  else  but  Pat  about  the  place,  and 
Thady  felt  that  he  must  tell  some  one  of  the 
deed  that  he  had  done.  It  would  be  useless  to 
consult  his  father;  his  sister  was  already  in- 
sensible; the  two  girls  would  be  worse  than 
useless ;  besides,  he  could  not  now  conceal  the 
deed ;  he  could  not  leave  the  body  to  lie  there 
on  the  road. 

"Brady,"  said  he,  "come  out;  I  want  to 
spake  to  you.  Is  there  a  lanthern  in  the  place 
at  all?" 

"  No,  Mr.  Thady,  there  is  not,"  said  he,  with- 
out moving ;  "  what  is  it  you  want  to-night  ?  " 

"  Come  out,  and  bring  a  lighted  candle,  if 
you  can." 

Brady  now  saw  from  his  master's  pale  face, 
and  fear-struck  expression,  that  something  extra- 
ordinary had  happened,  ani  he  followed  him 
with  a  candle  under  his  hat ;  but  the  precaution 
was  useless,  the  wind  blew  it  out  at  once. 

"  Pat,"  said  Thady,  as  soon  as  the  two  were 
out  before  the  front  door ;  "  Pat,"  and  he  didn't 
know  how  to  pronounce  the  thing  he  wished  to 
tell. 

"  Good  God !  Mr.  Thady,  what's  the  matther  ? 
has  anythmg  happened  the  owld  man  ?  " 

'' What  owld  man}'' 
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"  Your  father," 

"No,  nothing's  happened  him;  but — but 
Captain  Ussher  is  dead  I " 

**  Gracious  glory — ^no  !  why,  he  was  laving 
this  for  good  and  all  this  night.  And  how  did 
he  die?" — and  he  whispered  in  his  master's 
ear — **  did  the  boys  do  for  him  ?  " 

"  I  killed  him  by  myself,'*  answered  Thady, 
in  a  whisper. 

"  You  killed  him,  Mr,  Thady !  ah !  now, 
you're  joking.*' 

**Stop  ! "  said  Thady — for  they  were  now  in 
the  avenue — *'  joking  or  not^  his  body  is  some- 
where here ;— and  he  had  Feeray  here,  dragging 
her  along  the  road,  and  I  struck  him  with  my 
stick  across  the  head,  and  now  they'll  say  I've 
murdhered  him." 

Brady  soon  touched  the  body  with  his  foot ; 
and  the  two  raised  it  together,  and  put  it  off  the 
path  on  the  grass,  and  then  held  a  council 
together,  as  to  what  steps  had  better  be  taken. 

Brady,  after  his  first  surprise  and  awe  at 
hearing  of  Ussher's  death  was  over,  spoke  of  it 
very  unconcernedly,  and  rather  as  a  good  thing 
done  than  othermse.  He  recommended  his 
master  to  get  out  of  the  way ;  he  advised  him 
at  once  to  go  down  to  Drumleesh  and  find  out 
Joe  Reynolds  ;  he  assured  Thady  that  the  man 
would  even  now  be  willing  to  befriend  him  and 
get  him  out  of  harm's  way.  He  told  him  that 
Reynolds  and  others  had  places  up  in  the 
mountains  where  he  might  lie  concealed,  and 
where  the  police  would  never  be  able  to  find 
him;  and  that  if  he  only  got  out  of  the  way  for 
^  time,  it  might  probably  not  be  louxi^  m\«^cx 
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by  the  Coroner,  and  that  in  that  case  he  could 
return  quietly  to  Ballycloran.    . 

Thady  listened  sadly  to  Brad/s  advice,  but 
he  did  not  know  what  better  to  propose  himself. 
He  remembered  the  last  words  which  Reynolds 
had  said  to  him,  and  he  made  up  his. mind  to  go 
down  at  once  to  Corney  Dolan's,  who  was  a 
tenant  of  his  own,  and  from  him  find  out  where 
Reynolds  was. 

"But,  Pat,"  said  Thady,  when  he  had. made 
up  his  mind  to  the  line  of  conduct  he  meant  to 
pursue,  "  what  shall  we  do  with  the  man's  body  ? 
-We  can't  let  it  lie  here.  As  I  trust  in  God,! 
had  no  thoughts  to  kill  him!,  and  I; would  not 
run  away,  and  lave  the  body  here,  as  though  I'd 
murdhered  him." 

.  ; "  Jist  lay  him  asy  among  the  trees,  Mr.  Thady, 
till  you're  out  of  the  counthry;  and  then  I'll 
find  it, — by  accident  in  coiurse,  and  get  the 
police  to  carry  it  off.  Thim  fellows  is  paid  for 
sich  work." 

"  No,  Pat;  that  wouldn't  do  at  all.  I  won't 
have  them  say  I  hid  the  body;  every  one  '11 
know  'twas  I  did  it ;  mind,  I  don't  ask  you  to 
tell  a  lie  about  it ;  and  I'll  not  have  it  left  here, 
as  though-  I'd  run  away  the  moment  afther  I 
struck  him. .  We  must  take  him  into  the  house, 
Brady." 

"  Into  the  house,  yer  honer  1  not  a  foot  of  it ! 
Why,  you'd  have  Miss  Feemy  in  fits ;  and  the 
owld  man'd  be  worse  still,  wid  all  thim  fellows 
coming  from  Carrick  and  sitting  on  the  body, 
discoursing  whether  it  wor  to  be  murdher  or 
not." 

''  Well,  then ;  we'll  take  it  lo  Mx^.  "^^^-axi^r 
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"  Av  you  do,  Mn  Thady,  the  country  '11  have 
it  all  in  no  time.  Howsomever,  they  must  take 
it  there  if  you  choose,  as  it*s  a  public ;  but  you'd 
belter  lave  it  where  it  is,  and  let  me  send  it 
down  by-and-by— jist  to  give  you  an  hour's 
start  or  so/* 

This  Thady  absolutely  refused,  stating  that 
he  would  not  leave  the  body  till  he  had  seen  it 
deposited  in  some  decent  and  proper  place; 
and  the  two  men  took  it  up  between  them  and 
carried  it  away,  meaning  to  take  it  to  Mrs. 
Mehan's.  But  at  the  avenue  gate  they  found 
Fred  Brown's  horse  and  gig,  exactly  where 
Ussher  had  left  it,  excepting  that  the  horse  was 
leisurely  employed  in  browsing  the  grass  from 
the  ditch  side* 

Brady  soon  recognised  both  the  horse  and 
gig  as  belonging  to  Brown  Hall ;  and  he  then 
proposed  putting  the  body  of  its  former  occu- 
pant in  it,  and  driving  it  to  the  station  of  the 
police  at  Carrick-on-Shannon,  and  restoring  at 
the  same  time  the  horse  and  gig  to  its  proper 
owner  at  Brown  HalL  To  this  scheme  Thady 
at  last  agreed  ]  but  he  made  the  man  promise 
him,  that  when  he  got  to  the  police  at  Carrick 
he  would  tell  them  that  he,  Thady,  had  desired 
him  to  do  so  ^  and  that,  instead  of  running 
away,  he  had  not  left  the  body  till  he  had  seen 
it  put  into  the  vehicle,  to  be  carried  into  Carrick- 
on-Shannon.  And  with  these  injunctions  Brady 
departed  with  his  charge. 
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CHAPTER  XXI 

THE   coroner's   INQUEST 

During  the  short  time  that  elapsed  between 
the  heavy  blow  which  had  occasioned  Ussher's 
death,  and  the  departure  of  Pat  Brady  with  the 
gig,  a  great  many  thoughts  had  passed  through 
Thady's  mind,  although  he  had  been  in  action 
the  whole  time.  His  first  idea  had  certainly 
been  that  Ussher  was  carrying  off  Feemy  against 
her  will;  the  last  words  which  Ussher  had 
spoken  before  his  death,  and  which  were  the 
only  words  of  his  that  Thady  had  heard, — 
"This  is  d — d  nonsense;  you  know  you  must 
come  now," — certainly  were  calculated  to  make 
him  think  so.  But  he  soon  reflected  that  had 
this  been  so,  Feemy  could  not  have  been  sitting 
alone  in  the  place  where  Ussher  found  her; 
besides,  her  own  conduct  when  she  came  to 
herself  disproved  it.  Feemy  had  therefore 
evidently  been  a  consenting  party.  Still,  how- 
ever, he  thought  that  he  could  not  but  be  justi- 
fied in  doing  what  he  had  done  in  his  sister's 
defence,  even  though  his  interference  was  in 
opposition  to  her  wishes.  Then  he  thought  of 
the  man  himself,  whom  he  had  known  so  long, 
seen  so  frequently,  and  hated  so  bitterly.  There 
he  was  now — dead — a  cold  corpse — entirely 
harmless,  and  unable  to  injure  him  or  his  more. 
But  Thady  already  felt  his  enemy's  blood  heavy 
on  his  conscience,  and  he  '?ioM\d  Vv^n^  ^\^^ 
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himself  to  see  loim  rise  on  his  feet.  Thoughts 
as  to  his  own  safety  crowded  on  his  mind ;  he 
felt  that  if  he  intended  boldly  to  justify  the 
deed,  he  should  himself  declare  what  he  had 
done — ^see  that  the  body  was  properly  taken 
care  of — and  give  himself  up  at  once  to  the 
police.  As  to  the  fact  of  his  having  killed  the 
man  J  that  he  had  declared  to  his  sister  before 
he  had  at  all  thought  what  his  conduct  ought  to 
be,  and  he  had  done  the  same  to  Brady  ;  it  was 
useless  for  him  therefore  to  attempt  to  conceal 
it,  even  if  he  had  wished  to  do  so.  But  he  felt 
afraid  to  give  himself  up  to  the  police;  he 
abhorred  the  idea  of  what  he  thought  would 
be  the  disgrace  of  being  in  confinement ;  and 
instead  of  going,  as  he  at  first  thought  to  have 
done,  at  once  to  Father  John,  and  telling  him 
all  that  had  happened,  he  listened  to  Brady's 
traitorous  advice,  and  determined  to  take  him- 
self, at  any  rate  for  a  time,  to  the  fancied 
security  of  Joe  Reynolds  and  his  haunts. 

After  Brady  had  departed  he  stood  on  the 
road,  till  he  could  hear  no  longer  the  sound  of 
the  retreating  wheels,  and  while  standing  there 
determined  he  would  not  leave  the  place,  for 
the  last  time  perhaps,  till  he  had  told  his  father 
what  had  happened,  and  ascertained  whether 
Feemy  had  recovered.  He  reflected  that  it 
would  be  a  dreadful  thing  for  her  to  tell  her 
father  and  the  servants,  and  to  be  called  on  to 
explain  why  her  brother  was  aw^ay ;  hiving  made 
this  resolution  he  walked  again  up  to  the  house. 

He  pushed  the  door  open,  and  at  once  went 

into  his  sister's  room.     Here  she  was  still  lying 

on  the  sofa,  and  Katty  vjsls  sv\X\T\^\i^^\^^Wx — 
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begging  her  mistress  to  tell  her  what  was  the 
matter.  But  Feemy  had  not  spoken  since  she 
had  been  there ;  she  had  recovered  her  senses, 
for  she  held  her  hands  before  her  eyes,  and  the 
tears  were  falling  fast  beneath  them  :  but  she 
had  not  spoken  a  word  to  Katty  since  her 
brother  had  placed  her  on  the  sofa. 

When  he  entered  the  room  she  uncovered 
her  eyes  for  a  moment ;  but  as  soon  as  she  saw 
him  she  buried  her  face  in  the  pillow,  and  it 
was  plain  from  her  sobbing  that  she  was  crying 
more  violently  than  before. 

Thady  walked  up  to  the  sofa,  and  as  he  did 
so  the  girl  got  up. 

"  Go  out,  Katty,"  said  he,  "  I  want  to  spake  a 
word  to  your  misthress,  but.  be  in  the  kitchen  ; 
I'll  call  you  when  IVe  done." 

She  retreated, — not,  however,  farther  than  the 
door,  which  she  closed,  and  left  the  brother  and 
sister  together.  The  last  time  they  had  been  so 
in  that  room — the  last  time  the  two  had  con- 
versed alone  together  before,  was  when  Thady 
cautioned  his  sister  against  the  man  he  just  now 
killed;  he  thought  of  this,  but  he  was  too 
generous  to  let  the  reflection  dwell  on  his  mind 
at  such  a  moment. 

"Feemy,"  he  said,  as  he  attempted  to  take 
his  sister's  hand — which,  however,  she  violently 
drew  back  from  him — "Feemy,  I'm  going  to 
lave  you  a  long  time,  and  I  must  spake  to  you 
first,— perhaps  the  last  words  I'll  ever  be  able  to 
say  to  you  at  all.  Feemy  darlingj  won't  you 
listen  to  me,  then?— eh,  Feemy?" 

Feemy,  however,  only  buried  her  head  further 
in  the  sofa,  and  did  not  answei  \vvav  ^^<5t^. 


380  The  Macdermots  of  Ballycloran 

'*  I  must  spake  a  word  to  you,"  continued 
Thady,  **  about  him  that  is  now— him  that  was 
with  you  on  the  avenue.  I  told  you,  Feemy, 
he  was  dead,  and  what  I  told  you  then  was 
only  too  true.  God  knows  when  I  struck  him  I 
did  not  wish  for  that ;  but  how  was  I  to  see  him 
with  you  in  his  arms — carrying  you  off  through 
the  dark  night,  zud  from  your  own  house,  with- 
out raising  my  stick  to  strike  him  ?  I  don*t  say 
this  to  be  blaming  you  now,  and  I  don*t  ask  you 
to  tell  me  why  you  were  there  ;  but  you  must 
know,  dearest,  that  it  was  for  your  sake  I  raised 
my  hand ;  and  though  the  blow  I  struck  has 
killed  him  you  loved,  you  shouldn't  now  at  such 
a  moment  turn  from  your  brother,  who  has 
brought  all  this  upon  himself  only  to  protect 
your  honer  and  your  name." 

Still  Feemy  did  not  turn  her  face  towards 
him,  or  answer  him. 

'*  Well !  I  know  what's  on  your  heart,  and 
may  be  it's  as  heavy  as  that  which  is  weighing 
on  my  own*  I  must  say  a  word  or  two  to  the 
owld  man^  that  he  may  not  larn  from  sthrangers 
what  it  is  his  son  has  done  ;  and  then  I  must 
wish  good-bye  to  Ballycloran — ^I  trust  for  iver  1 
But  there^s  one  thing  V\\  ask  you,  Feemy,  before 
1  go.  There'll  be  men  from  Carrick  here  before 
the  night  is  over,  looking  for  me ;  and  when 
they  come,  they'll  be  asking  you  all  manner  of 
questions  about  this  deed ;  tell  them  it  was  I 
that  did  it — but  tell  them  how  and  why  I  did 
it ;  tell  them  that  it  was  not  my  purpose  to  kill 
the  man,  but  that  I  could  not  see  him  dragging 
my  sister  from  her  house  before  my  ey^Sf  with- 
ouc  raising  my  stick  agam^x  \3cl^  m^jo.  that  was 
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doing  it;  that,  Feemy,  is  all  I  want  of  you," — 
and  he  turned  to  go,  but  when  he  reached  the 
door  he  returned,  and  putting  his  hand  on  his 
sister's  shoulder,  said — "  Sister,  my  own  sister, 
will  you  kiss  me  before  I  lave  you  for  so  long  ?  " 

Feemy  shuddered  horribly  as  she  felt  his 
hand  upon  her.  Thady  quickly  withdrew  it, 
for  he  saw  it  was  all  covered  with  blood; 
Feemy,  however,  had  seen  it,  for  she  screamed 
loudly — ^she  had  raised  her  head  to  answer,  and 
at  last  she  said — **  Kiss  you  !  no ;  I  hate  you — 
you're  a  murdherer;  youVe  murdhered  him 
because  you  knew  I  loved  him;  go  away — ^go 
out  of  that ;  you'll  kill  me  too  if  you  stand  there 
with  his  blood  upon  your  hand  1 " 

Thady,  who  had  fallen  on  his  knees  to  kiss 
his  sister,  now  hastily  jumped  upon  his  feet, 
and  a  dark  frown  came  upon  his  brow.  It  was 
just  upon  his  lips  to  tell  his  sister  to  whose 
folly  it  was  owing  that  Myles  Ussher  was  now  a 
corpse  ;  but  before  the  words  had  left  his  mouth 
he  checked  himself.  Even  then,  at  that  saddest 
moment  of  all,  when  the  horrid  word  he  so 
dreaded  had  been  applied  to  him  by  the  only 
person  whom  he  really  loved,  he  was  able  to 
restrain  his  passion,  and  was  too  high-minded 
to  add  to  the  suffering  of  ixis  sister,  though  she 
was  so  unjust  and  cruel  to  him. 

"  God  forgive  you,  Feemy,"  he  said ;  "  but 
that's  a  cruel  word  to  come  from  you ! " — and 
he  left  the  room.  He  met  the  two  girls  in 
the  passage,  for  Biddy  had  returned  from  Mrs. 
Mehan's,  whither  she  had  gone  after  Ussher  had 
passed,  and  she  was  now  horrified  to  find  that 
her  mistress's  plans  had  been^  as  ^\i<^  xVi^^nv.'^^ 
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defeated   by  her    brother,   and   her  departure 
prevented. 

"Good  God!  Mr.  Thady,''  said  she,  with 
pretended  astonishment,  **  what  ails  the  mis- 
thress,  then?" 

*^Go  in  to  her,  Biddy,  she'll  want  you; 
Captain  Ussher  is  dead,"  and  he  went  into  his 
father's  room* 

Here  a  still  more  distressing  scene  awaited 
him*  He  felt  that  if  he  meant  to  escape  he 
fshould  not  lose  much  time,  but  he  could  not 
leave  his  father  in  ignonmce  of  what  had  taken 
place.  Larry  was  sitting,  as  usual,  over  the  fire 
with  his  pipe  in  his  mouth,  and  was  neariy 
asleep,  when  Thady  came  in.  The  noise  of  the 
closing  door  roused  him,  however;  but  he 
only  put  his  empty  glass  to  his  lips,  and  when 
he  found  there  was  nothing  in  it  he  turned  round 
again  dissatisfied  to  the  fire. 

"  Larry,"  said  his  son,  **  IVe  bad  news  for 
you/' 

"You've  always  bad  news.  I  niver  knew 
you  have  anything  else." 

"  Vm  going  to  lave  you,  father,  altogether." 

"  Faix,  then,  that's  no  such  bad  news,"  said 
the  cross  old   man»     **The  door*s   open,   and 
you've  my  lave ;  may  be  we'll  do  as  well  without 
[you,  as  we're  Uke  to  do  with  you." 

Thady  made  no  answer  to  this  piece  of  silly 
ill-nature,  but  continued  ^  "  Larry,  you'll  be 
sorry  to  hear  what  IVe  to  tell  you,  but  I'd 
sooner  you  should  hear  it  from  me  than  from 
another.  Myles  Ussher  is  dead;  it  was  i, 
hther,  that  killed  him."  "* 

At  the  first  dec\araUon  v\v^  o\^  tosxv  V«ji 
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turned  round  in  his  chair,  and  he  sat  staring  at  his 
son ;  but  when  he  heaid  the  second  and  more 
dreadful  part  of  the  story,  his  jaw  dropped,  and 
he  sat  for  some  time  the  picture  of  an  idiot 

•  "  He  was  bringing  disgrace  on  you  Larry, 
and  on  your  name;  he  was  disgracing  your 
family,  and  your  daughter,  and  myself;  he  was 
dragging  Feemy  away  with  him  by  night  I  saw 
him  with  her,  speechless  and  feinting  in  his 
arms,  and  I  struck  him  down  as  he  was  doing  it 
with  my  stick.  I  didn't  think,  father,  to  stnke 
so  hard,  but  his  skull  was  broken,  and  he  died 
without  a  struggle."— The  old  man  still  stared 
at  him,  and  Thady  continued— 

"  And  now,  father,  I  am  going  to  lave  you ; 
for  av  I'm  found  here,  when  they  come  to  look 
for  me,  they'll  take  me  to  prison,  and  may  be 
when  they  come  to  hear  the  truth  of  it  all, — ^and 
I  suppose  they  will,— they'll  see  I  didn't  mane 
to  loll  him ;  but  if  they  call  it  murdher,  why 
then  I  trust  you'll  niver  see  me  agin." 

■  "  Murdher/'  at  last  said  the  old  man,  laugh- 
ing ;  "  who  doubts  but  that  it  was  mmrdher  ?  in 
course  they'll  call  it  murdher.  Well,  he  was  the 
only  frind  you'd  left  me,  and  now  that  you've 
murdhered  him,  you  may  go  now ;  you  may  go 
now — but  mind  I  tell  you,  they'll  be  sure  to 
hang  you." 

This  was  old  Macdermot's  last  address  to  his 
son.  It  was  very  evident  that  the  poor  old 
man  had  gradually  become  more  and  more 
imbecile  during  the  last  few  days,  and  the 
suddenness  of  the  melancholy  news  he  now 
heard  utterly  destroyed  his  mind.  Each,  how- 
ever^ of  the  dreadful  words  \ie  ullei^^l^^^^isicv 
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an  awful  appearance  of  intention  and  sane  pur- 
pose on  the  ears  of  his  son.  He  had  hitherto 
restrained  his  feeling  powerfully,  and  had  shown 
no  outward  signs  of  strong  emotion  ;  but  when 
his  father  said  that  there  was  no  doubt  the  deed 
he'd  done  was  murder,  he  burst  into  a  flood  of 
tears,  and  left  the  room  without  being  able  to 
articulate  a  word. 

When  the  police  catne,  which  they  did  before 
the  night  was  over,  in  search  of  Thady,  they 
were  unable  to  make  anything  of  the  old  man ; 
at  first  he  took  them  for  emissaries  of  Keegan's, 
and  swore  that  they  should  not  have  admittance 
into  the  house,  and  when  they  were  in  it  he 
endeavoured  to  hide  himself,  declaring  at  the 
same  time,  that  he  understood  the  law ;  that  the 
money  was  not  due  till  November,  and  that 
Keegan  had  no  right  to  send  the  men  there> 
harassing  him,  yet.  When,  however,  he  was 
made  to  understand  that  it  was  not  about  Kee- 
gan and  the  rents,  but  about  the  death  of 
Ussher  that  they  had  come,  he  whimpered  and 
whinedj  declaring  that  he  had  not  murdered 
him  I  that  he  loved  Ussher  better  than  any  one 
in  the  world — yes,  better  than  his  own  children 
— and  that  for  the  world  he  would  not  hurt  him. 
When  at  length  the  men  explained  to  him  that 
they  were  only  there  to  look  for  Thady,  he  was 
worse  than  ever ;  for  he  began  cursing  his  son 
dreadfully,  swearing  that  if  he  had  committed 
the  murder,  he  would  neither  hide  nor  screen 
him,  and  finally  declaring  that  he  hoped  they 
might  catch  him  and  hang  him. 

The  next  morning  he  was  taken  away  to 
ive  evidence  before  ihe  Coioxve.!  2X  Cwntvi-oa- 
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Shannon.  It  was  the  first  day  since  the  summer 
tfiat  he  had  been  above  a  few  yards  from  his 
own  hall  door,  and  though  the  day  was  fine,  he 
suffered  much  from  the  cold.  When  he  got  to 
his  destination  he  could  hardly  speak ;  the  room 
was  greatly  crowded,  for  the  whole  neighbour- 
hood had  by  that  time  heard  of  the  event ;  and 
when  the  poor  old  man  had  warmed  himself  by 
the  fire,  near  which  a  seat  had  been  procured 
for  him,  he  smiled  and  nodded  to  those  around, 
perfectly  unconscious  of  the  cause  which  had 
brought  him  there,  but  evidently  thinking  it 
must  be  hohday  occasion. 

Brady  had  stated  to  the  Coroner  pretty  accu- 
rately what  he  knew,  for  there  was  nothing 
which  it  could  have  benefited  him  to  falsify. 
The  two  girls  proved  that  after  Brady  had 
started  with  the  body,  Thady  had  had  interviews 
with  his  sister  and  his  father,  and  it  was  neces- 
sary that  both  of  them  should  be  examined. 

When  the  book,  on  which  he  was  to  be  sworn, 
was  handed  to  Larry  Macdermot,  he  at  first 
refused  it,  and  when  it  was  again  tendered  to 
him,  he  put  it  in  his  pocket,  and  made  the  man 
who  gave  it  to  him  a  bow.  The  Coroner,  seeing 
he  was  in  such  a  state  of  mind  as  rendered  him 
unable  to  give  evidence  and  unfit  to  be  sworn, 
asked  him  some  questions  on  the  subject,  but 
Larry  instantly  began  to  cry,  and  protest  his 
own  innocence,  swearing,  as  he  had  done  before, 
that  he  had  loved  Ussher  better  even  than  his 
own  family. 

It  was  a  most  melancholy  sight — ^that  poor, 
weak  old  man,  whom  so  many  of  those  now 
present  had  known  so  long,  and  Vicio  ^<^  n^x^ 
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few  years  before  bad  been  in  the  full  strength 
of  manhood  and  health,  for  even  now  he  was 
hardly  more  than  fifty. 

But  sad  as  all  this  was,  the  examination  of 
Feemy  was  still  worse.  As  she  had  been 
actually  present  at  the  moment  when  Ussher 
had  been  killed,  it  was  absolutely  necessary 
that  her  evidence  should  be  taken  by  the 
Coroner ;  and  the  sergeant  of  police,  who  came 
with  a  car  from  Carrick  for  them  in  the  morn- 
ing, insisted,  in  spite  of  all  that  she  and  the 
maids  could  say  to  the  contrary,  that  she  must 
accompany  him  back.  She  had  got  on  the 
same  car  with  her  father ;  Biddy  and  the  other 
girl  were  on  the  same  seat  with  her,  one  on 
each  side ;  but  before  they  reached  Drumsna 
she  was  in  such  a  state  that  they  could  hardly 
keep  her  on  the  seat 

When  they  reached  that  village,  the  car  was 
stopped  by  Father  John.  He  had  heard  of  the 
sad  occurrence  late  on  the  previous  evening, 
for  Pat  Brady  had  spared  no  exertions  in  dis- 
seminating the  news  of  the  catastrophe  far  and 
wide  as  he  returned  from  Carrick.  He  had 
stopped  at  the  priest's  gate,  and  finding  Father 
John  absent  on  a  sick  visit,  had  nearly  fright- 
ened Judy  out  of  her  life  by  telling  her  what 
had  happened.  Father  John  had  not  returned 
home  till  two  in  the  morning,  and  he  then  heard 
some  garbled  version  of  the  story,  from  which 
he  was  led  to  believe  that  Thady  was  in  custody 
at  Carrick,  for  the  murder  of  Ussher, 

Early  on  the  morning  of  the  inquest,  he  went 

into  Carrick,  and  there  learnt  from  the  police 

the  truth  J    and  asceitamed  vVv^  ta^tt  tbkt  an 
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inquest  was  to  be  held  on  the  body  that  day,'  and 
that  both  old  Macdennot  and  his  daughter  were 
to  be  examined  at  it.  . 

Up  to  this  time  Father.  John  did  not  know 
that  Feemy  had  left  Drumsna ;  and  though  the 
police  informed  him  that  she  had  been  absa> 
lutely  present  when  the  fatal  blow  was  struck^ 
he  could  pot  believe  it,  and  hurried  off  to  Mrs^ 
McKeon's,  to  tell  her  all  that  he  knew,  and 
learn  from  her  all  that  she  could  tell  him. 

The  kind-hearted  man  hardly  knew  what  he 
was  doing,  so  shocked  was, he,  and  surprised 
by  what  he  had  heard.  He  could  hardly  be- 
lieve that  after  what  Thady  had  said  to  him, 
after  the  promises  he  had  made,  he  would  de- 
liberately, and .  with  premeditation,  plan  and 
execute  Usshefs  murder.  ,  Such  an  idea  was 
incompatible  with  the.  knowledge  that  he  had 
of  Thady's  disposition,  and  he  concluded  that 
there  must  have  been  some  quarrel .  between 
the  two  men,  in  which  Ussher  had  fallen  the 
victim.  He  little  dreamt  when  he  started  for 
Mrs.  McKeon's,  how  much  more  justly  the 
blood  which  had  been  shed  was  to.  be  attri- 
buted to  the  sister  than  to  the  brother^  or  he 
would  hardly  dared  aga-ii^  to  solicit  her  kind 
offices  for  \xi%  protegkc. 

When  he  got  to  Drumsna,  the  McKeons 
were  only  just  rising  from  breakfast,. but  Father 
John  saw,  on  entering  the  room,  from  their 
grave  and  anxious  faces,  that  they  had  all  heard 
the  news.  Tony  had  been  out  to  his  fields 
before  breakfast,  and  had  there,  been,  told  by 
one  of  the  men  that  Ussher's  body  had  on  the 
l)rQyious  mght  been  taken  thiOMa\iT>i\ravsjcsa.\.^ 
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the  police  station  at  Carrick,  and  that  it  was 
said  that  Tbady  Macdermot,  the  murderer,  had 
alieady  escaped  out  of  the  country* 

This  tale  Tony  had  communicated  in  a 
whisper  to  his  wife,  and  she  had  afterwards  told 
the  girls*  What  was  the  good  of  keeping  it 
secret?  before  the  evening  it  would  be  known 
to  the  whole  country.  When  Father  John 
came  in,  they  all  crowded  round  him,  to  learn 
what  really  might  be  relied  on  as  the  truth  of 
the  case ;  but  he  could  only  tell  them  that  it 
was  too  sure  that  Ussher  had  died  by  Thady's 
hand, — that  that  youug  man  was  not  in  custody, 
— and  that  he  had  been  informed  that  Feemy  her- 
self was  present  when  the  blow  had  been  struck. 

"  Feemy  and  their  poor  father,"  added  Father 
John,  *'  are  to  be  examined  to-day  before  the 
Coroner  ;  it  will  be  a  dreadful  thing  for  her, 
poor  girl  !  to  be  forced  to  tell  all  her  secrets,  to 
declare  all  that  she  would  most  wish  to  conceal 
before  the  mob  that  will  be  in  the  room  at 
.Carrick." 

**Yes,"  added  Tony,  "and  to   stand   there 
I  without   any  one  to   support  her,   and   to  be 
asked  questions,  which  if  they're  answered  cor* 
rectly,  may  be  will  hang  her  brother." 

"  ril  never  believe,"  said  Father  John,  "  that 
he  killed  him  in  cold  blood.  Yourself,  Mrs. 
McKeon,  hasn*t  a  kinder  heart  within  you  than 
that  young  man ;  he  never  would  have  com- 
mitted a  wilful,  premeditated  murder;  I  don't 
think  yet  it  will  come  to  be  so  bad  as  what 
McKeon  says.  But  when  did  Feemy  leave 
tMs?  I  thought  she  was  here,  and  was  to  stay 
here  for  some  time  to  come  J* 
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Mrs.  McKeon  then  explained  how  Feemy 
had  insisted  on  returning  home  the  morning 
after  the  ball,  with  the  promise  of  returning 
again.  After  talking  over  the  various  unac- 
countable circumstances  of  the  case,  without 
once  suspecting  that  Feemy  had  consented  to 
and  had  actually  been  in  the  act  of  going  off 
with  Ussher,  Mrs.  McKeon  agreed,  at  the  insti- 
gation of  her  husband  and  the  priest,  to  accom- 
pany Feemy  to  the  inquest,  and  after  it  was 
over  to  bring  her  to  her  own  house,  and  to 
allow  her  to  remain  there  till  something  should 
be  definitely  arranged  as  to  her  future  residence. 
**  For,'*  said  Tony,  **  Ballycloran  will  be  no 
place  for  her  again,  nor  the  county  either  for 
the  matter  of  that  ]  but  now  that  she's  unhappy 
she  shan't  want  a  roof  over  her  head  ;  we  were 
glad  enough  to  see  her  when  she  held  her  head 
high,  and  I  wouldn't  advise  any  one  to  say 
much  against  her  now  she's  in  throuble — unless 
he  wished  to  quarrel  with  me.'*  And  Tony 
McKeon  closed  his  ^st  as  much  as  to  show 
that  if  any  one  did  entertain  so  preposterous  a 
wish  he  could  be  little  better  than  a  born 
idiot 

Tony  then  sent  a  message  into  Carrick  for 
a  postchaise,  that  Feemy  might  not  be  exposed 
to  the  curiosity  of  every  one  in  the  street  by 
sitting  on  an  outside  vehicle ;  and  when  she 
arrived  in  Drumsna  from  Ballycloran,  she  was 
taken  off  the  car  on  which  her  father  was 
sitting,  and  brought  into  Mrs.  McKeon's  house. 
She  would  not,  however,  speak  to  any  one,  and 
could  hardly  sit  on  a  chair  without  be.\T\%  ^Ni.^^- 
ported.      She   squeezed,  howev^x,  \v«  V\xA 
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friend's  hand,  when  she  promised  to  go  to  the 
inquest  with  her,  and  seemed  grateful  w^hen  she 
was  told  that  she  should  not  return  to  Bally- 
cloran,  but  should  again  occupy  her  old  quar- 
ters at  Drumsna. 

At  kngth  they  got  into  the  hack  chaise,  and 
were  driven  into  the  yard  of  the  hotel  where 
the  inquest  was  to  be  held.  This  was  the  same 
house  in  which  McKeon  and  his  party  had 
^ined  on  the  evening  before  the  races,  and 
/there  the  cold  stiff  body  of  the  man  was  lying 
\on  the  same  table  round  which  he  and  so  niany 
others  were  carousing  but  a  few  hours  since 
There  he  lay,  at  least  all  tliat  mortal  remained 
of  him,  who  was  then  so  joyous,  so  reckless, 
and  so  triuniphanl,  in  the  very  room  in  which 
he  had  boasted,  in  liis  wilful  wickedness,  of  the 
sad  tragedy  he  was  intending  to  inflict  on  those 
who  had  been  so  friendly  to  him  at  Ballycloran, 
and  of  which  he  was  now  himself  the  first 
victim. 

The  table  on  which  he  was  laid  out  had  been 
hastily  removed  for  the  dance,  and  it  had  now 
been  as  hastily  replaced  for  its  present  purpose. 
The  laurel  wreaths  with  w^hich  the  walls  bad 
|;>een  decorated  were  yet  remaining,  and  when 
^the  Coroner  entered  the  room  his  foot  slipped 
on  a  faded  flower,  which  some  wearied  beauty 
had  dropped  when  leaving  it  on  tlie  previous 
morning.  Little  more  than  four  and  twenty 
hours  had  elapsed  since  the  fiddles  were  playing 
there,  and  some  of  those  who  were  now  sum- 
moned upon  their  oaths  to  decide  in  what 
manner  Ussher  had  oiet  his  death,  liad  on  that 
morning  been  nearly  the  \a.^l  \o\sax^^^\QWB£^ 
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in  which  they  were  now  to  exercise  so  different 
a  vocation. 

Biddy  and  Katty  were  first  examined,  and  it 
was  firom  the  evidence  of  the  former  that  Father 
John  first  heard  that  Feemy  had  agreed  to 
elope  with  Ussher ;  and  it  appeared  firom  what 
the  girl  said  that  her  mistress  was  to  have  lefi: 
the  house  some  time  previous  to  the  time  at 
which  the  other  girl  proved  that  she  had  been 
brought  back  by  her  brother.  This  added 
greaUy  to  his  sorrow ;  but  at  the  same  time,  he 
now  instantly  perceived  under  what  provocation 
Thady  had  struck  the  fatal  blow.  Brady  proved 
that  his  master  had  confessed  to  him  that  it  was 
he  who  had  killed  Ussher,  and  that  he  had  said 
that  when  he  did  so  his  sister  was  in  Ussher's 
arms.  The  stick  was  then  brought  forward, 
which  was  proved  to  be  the  one  usually  carried 
by  Thady ;  and  the  blood  upon  the  stick,  and 
the  nature  of  the  wound  upon  the  dead  man's 
head,  left  ho  doubt  that  this  was  the  weapon 
with  which  he  had  been  killed. 

The  father  was  then  brought  in,  and  we  have 
already  seen  the  manner  in  which  he  conducted 
himself.  It  was  now  necessary  to  examine 
Feemy,  and  at  last  she  came  in,  almost  carried 
in  Mrs.  McKeon's  arms^  with  a  thick  veil  over 
her  face,  which,  however  well  it  hid  her  counte- 
nance, by  no  means  rendered  her  sobs  inaudible. 
Two  chairs  were  placed  for  them  by  the  table, 
and  when  they  were  both  seated  the  book  was 
handed  to  Feemy ;  then  she  had  to  take  her 
glove  from  her  right  hand,  and  this  was  so 
wetted  with  her  tears,  and  she  herself  ^^s  ^Ok 
weak,  that  it  was  long  before  sYi^  coviX^  ^'exSx 
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off;  and  when  she  had  taken  the  oath, — when 
she  had  sworn  to  tell  not  only  the  truth,  but  the 
whole  truth, — she  found  it  impossible  to  speak 
a  word,  and  the  Coroner  was  obliged  to  ask  her 
questions,  to  which  Mrs.  McKeon  was  allowed 
to  get  the  answers,  spoken  below  her  breath, 
and  in  whispers. 

"  Did  she  know  Captain  Ussher  was  dead  ?*' 

**  She  did." 

"  Did  she  know  that  it  was  her  brother  %vho 
had  killed  him  ?     Was  it  her  brother  Thady  ? " 

**  Yes,  it  was/' 

**  How  did  she  know  It  was  he  who  had  done 
it  ?     Did  she  see  Mm  do  it  ?  " 

"No,  she  didn't  see  him," 

**  How  then  did  she  know  it  ?  " 

**  He  had  told  her  so  afterwards,'* 

**  Could  she  say  how  he  killed  him  ?  ** 

**No,she  could  not." 

"Or  why?" 

To  this  question  even  Mrs,  McKeon  could 
get  no  answer. 

"  Where  was  she  when  Captain  Ussher  was 
killed?" 

No  answer. 

"  Was  she  with  Captain  Ussher  ?  " 

**  She  believed  she  was," 

**  Why,   or  for  what  purpose,  was  she  with 
him?" 

To  this  question,  although  pressed  for  some 
time,  she  would  not  answer;  and  Mrs.  McKeon, 
who  was  up  to  this  time  totally  ignorant  of  the 
locality  in  which  Ussher  had  been  killed,  and 
was  really  unaware  how  it  had  come  to  pass  that 
Feemy  was  present  at  lYv^  Ume,  v^as  c^v\fc^axait5« 


« 


tm 


^^O     SI 


The  Coroner^u!qiies^393 


:o  suggest  to  her  what  answer  she  ought  to 
make;  and  finding  that  it  was  with  difficulty 
she  could  keep  Feemy  from  falling  from  her 
chair,  she  told  the  Coroner  she  was  really  afraid 
Miss  Macdermot  was  so  ill,  that  she  would  be 
quite  incapable  of  answering  any  more  questions ; 
and  she  added,  that  considering  all  the  circum- 
stances of  the  case, — that  the  young  lady  had 
been  engaged  to  the  unfortunate  man  who  was 
dead,  and  was  the  sister  of  the  man  who  had 
killed  him,  it  was  not  to  be  wondered  at,  if  she 
found  her  dreadful  position  too  much  for  her. 

The  Coroner  answered  that  he  was  quite 
prepared  to  give  Miss  Macdermot  every  indul- 
gence in  his  power,  as  he  felt  as  strongly  as  any 
one  could  do  the  distressing  situation  in  which 
the  young  lady  was  placed,  but  that  it  was 
absolutely  imperative  that  the  last  question  he 
had  asked  should  be  answered.  And  that  he 
was  sure  when  he  stated  that  the  result  of  the 
inquest  very  probably  depended  on  what  the 
answer  to  the  question  might  be, — as  from  that 
the  jurors  would  probably  have  to  decide 
whether  her  brother  was  to  be  accused  of 
naurderj  or  merely  homicide, — he  was  quite 
sure,  he  said,  under  these  circumstances,  Miss 
Macdermot  would  make  an  effort  to  answer  it 
fully  and  firmly.  He  was  wiUing,  he  added,  to 
put  the  question  in  a  form  which  might  render 
it  more  simple  for  her  to  answer,  though  it 
would  oblige  him  to  say  that  which  he  feared 
would  be  stUl  further  distressing  to  her  feelings. 

He  then  told  her  and  Mrs.   McKeon,  that 
from  the  evidence  of  the  servants  it  had  a^^e^x^d. ' 
ibdt  shcj   Feemy,  had  agreed  lo  ^\o^  ^"v^ 
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Captain  Ussher;  and  that,  as  far  as  could  be 

judged  from  circumstantial  evidence,  she  was, 

in  fact,  eloping  with  him  when  Thady  had  killed 

him;   now»  it  was   necessary  for  her  to  state 

whether  she  was  there  of  her  own  good  will, 

I  going  away  with  him ;  or  if  not,  what  she  was 

^B    doing  at  the  moment  of  the  tragical  occurrence. 

^M        After  many  fruitless  attempts  made  by  Mrs. 

McKeon  to  get  an  answer  to  this,  Feemy  said, 

through  her  friend,  that  she  was  sitting  down, 

"Does  she  mean  that  she  was  sitting  down 
when  the  blow  was  struck?  " 

"  She  doesn^t  know  where  she  was." 
*'  When  was  she  sitting  down?  " 
**She  was  sitting  down  till  Captain  Ussher 
lifted  her  up." 

*' When  Captain  Ussher  lifted  her  up,  was  she 
going  away  willingly  with  him  ?  " 
"  Yes,  she  was/^ 

''  Did  she  struggle  with  him  at  all? " 
"  No.*^ 

"  Did  any  of  her  friends  know  she  was  going 
with  him?" 

Before,  howeverj  the  poor  girl  could  be  got  to 
anssver  this  question,  she  had  fainted,  and  it  was 
found  impossible  to  restore  her  for  a  long  time  j 
and  when  she  had  recovered,  it  was  only  to  give 
way  to  the  most  distressing  cries  and  hysterical 
shrieks;  she  threw  herself  on  the  floor  of  the 
bedroom  to  which  she  had  been  taken,  and 
Mrs.  McKeon  was  afraid  that  she  would  have 
broken  a  blood-vessel  in  the  violence  of  her 
emotions.  As  it  was,  she  was  for  a  long  lime 
spitting  blood,  and  fell  from  one  fit  into  another, 
until  the  medical  man  ^\io  ^^  uq^«  ^\^>aRx 
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was   afraid    that    she  would    become   entirely 
delirious. 

It  had  long  been  found  irnpgssible  to_^pceed 
with  her  examrnation  any  further.  She  had, 
Sow  ever,  unwittingl/j  and  hardly  Taiowmg  at 
the  time  wliat  she  was  saymg^_gijven^_evidence 
against  her  brother  which  the  facts  of  the  case 
^id  not' warrant, 

ToFwHeFT'hady  had  first  seen  her,  she  was"! 
not  going  willingly  with  Ussher  ;  she  had  then  \ 
fainted,  and  Ussher  was  dragging  her,  appar-  I 
ently  wHth  violence,  along  the  road.  _J 

When  it  was  found  in  the  inquest  room  that 
Feemy  Macdermot  could  not  possibly  attend 
again,  the  coroner  gave  the  jury  the  substance 
of  the  evidence  on  the  case.  He  pointed  out 
to  them  that  though  there  could  be  no  doubt 
that  young  Macdermot  was  the  man  by  whom 
Captain  Ussher  had  been  killed,  still  if  they 
thought  there  was  sufficient  ground  for  them  to 
believe  that  Ussher  was  ilUreating  his  sister, 
and  that  the  brother  had  interfered  on  her 
behalf,  they  should  not  corae  to  the  decision 
that  murder  had  been  committed. 

The  jury,  after  consulting  for  a  short  time, 
brought  in  a  verdict  of  wilful  murder  against 
Thaddeus  Macdermot;  and,  accordingly,  a 
coroner's  warrant  was  issued  for  his  apprehen- 
sion and  trial,  and  was  handed  over  to  the 
police,  that  they  might  lose  no  time  in  en- 
deavouring to  take  him  prisoner. 
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CHAPTER  XXII 


THE   ESCAPE 

Thady  left  the  house  iounediately  after  the 
last  cruel  speech  his  father  made  to  him,  with 
the  tears  ninning  fast  down  his  face.  He  leapt 
down  the  steps,  hurried  across  the  lawn,  through 
the  little  shrubbery,  and  over  the  wall  into  the 
road.  He  did  not  dare  to  go  alone  down  the 
avenue,  and  by  the  spot  where  Ussher's  body 
had  lain,  and  where  the  ground  would  still  be 
moist  with  his  blood. 

His  father*s  words  still  rang  dreadfully  in  his 
ears — **  Murdered  1  of  course  they'll  call  it 
murder  1  of  course  they'll  be  sure  to  hang  you  I " 
And  then  he  thought  of  all  the  bearings  of  the 
case,  and  it  seemed  to  him  that  his  father  must 
be  right ;  that  there  could  be  no  doubt  but  that 
all  men  would  call  it  by  that  horrid  name  which 
sounded  so  hideously  in  his  ears.  If  that  which 
he  had  done  was  not  murder,  what  manner  in 
which  one  man  could  kill  another  would  be 
thought  so  ?  It  was  now  evident  to  him  that 
Feemy  had  been  with  Ussher  willingly — that 
she  was  there  of  her  own  consent  and  by 
appointment;  and  merely  because  she  bad 
fainted  in  his  arms,  he  had  struck  him  down 
and  killed  him.  Of  course  his  father  was  right ; 
of  course  they  would  call  it  murder*  And  then 
again,  even  if  he  could  justify  the  deed  to 
himself — even  if  he  could  make  himself  believe 
that  the  man  was  at  ttie  time  \x€m^Nv^t?GKjeL\5:> 
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hh  sister— bow  could  he  get  that  proved? 
whereas  proofs  of  her  having  consented  to  go 
off  with  him  would  no  doubt  not  be  wanting, 
And  then  again,  Thady  remembered — and  a$ 
he  did  so  the  cold  sweat  stood  upon  his  brow — 
how  lately  he  had  sat  in  company  where  the 
murder  of  this  very  man  whom  now  he  had 
killed  had  been  coolly  canvassed  and  decided 
on,  and  he  had  been  one  of  those  who  were  to 
be  banded  together  for  its  execution.  Would 
all  this  be  forgotten  at  his  trial  ?  Would  there 
not  certainly  be  some  one  to  come  forward  at 
that  horrid  hour,  and  swear  these  things  against 
him — ay,  and  truly  swear  them  ?  And  then  he 
fancied  the  precision  with  which  he  knew 
each  damning  word  he  had  lightly  uttered 
would  be  brought  against  him.  Would  not  these 
things  surely  condemn  him?  Would  they 
not  surely  hang  him  ?  It  would  be  useless  for 
him,  then,  to  open  his  bosom  and  to  declare  to 
em  how  hateful — even  during  the  feverish 
ours  of  that  detested  evening— the  idea  of 
'murder  had  been  to  his  souK  It  would  be 
useless  for  him  to  tell  them  that  even  then,  at 
that  same  time,  he  had  cautioned  Ussher  to 
avoid  the  danger  with  which  he  was  threatened. 
It  would  be  vain  for  him  to  declare  how  soon 
and  how  entirely  he  had  since  repented  of  the 
folly  of  which  he  had  on  that  occasion  been 
guilty.  The  stern  faces  by  whom  he  would  be 
surrounded  at  his  trial — when  he  should  stand 
in  that  disgraceful  spot,  with  his  head  leaning 
on  that  bar  so  often  pressed  by  murderers, 
iscreants,  and  thieves — would  receive  his  pro- 
^stations    very   differently  iiom    VV^\  \k«:.\v\'^ 
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friend  who  had  previously  comforted  him  in  his 
misery.  They  would  neither  listen  to  nor 
believe  his  assurances  ;  and  he  said  involuntarily 
to  himself—**  Murder  1  of  course  they'll  call  it 
niorder  {  of  course  they'll  hang  me  1 " 

The  oftener  he  thought  of  this,  the  more  he 
hurriedj  for  he  felt  that  the  police  would  be 
soon  in  search  of  him,  and  that  at  most  he  had 
but  that  night  to  escape  from  them.  As  these 
ideas  crossed  his  mind  he  hastened  along  the 
lane  leading  to  Drumleesh,  sometimes  rurming 
and  sometimes  walking,  till  the  perspiration 
stood  upon  his  brow.  If  it  was  murder  that 
he  had  done — if  the  world  should  consider  it  as 
murder— then  he  would  most  probably  soon  be 
in  the  same  condition  as  that  criminal  whose 
trial  bad  so  vividly  occurred  to  his  recollection 
a  few  days  ago.  At  that  lime  the  idea  had  only 
haunted  him  ;  he  had  only  then  dreamt  of  the 
possibility  of  his  situation  being  the  same  as 
that  man's,  and  the  very  horror  he  had  then 
felt  at  the  bare  thought  had  made  him  deter* 
mined  to  avoid  those  who  could  even  talk  of 
the  crime  which  would  lead  to  that  situation^ 
But  now  he  had  of  his  own  accord  committed 
that  crime ;  and  how  had  he  done  it  ?  In  such 
a  manner  that  he  could  by  no  possibility  escape 
detection.  Then  again  he  tried  to  comfort 
himself  by  reflecting  that  it  was  not  murder — 
that  his  intention  had  not  been  to  murder  the 
man  ;  but  his  father's  horrid  words  again  rang 
through  his  ears,  and  he  felt  that  there  was  no 
hope  for  him  but  in  flight. 
The  moon  got  up  when  he  was  about  halfway 
to  his  destination,  and  \\e  \e^t  \Vifc  i^^  V^v  >i«i 
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cnance  there  might  be  any  one  out  at  that  hour 
who  would  recognise  him.  He  crept  on  by  the 
hedges  and  ditches,  sometimes  running  along 
the  bits  of  grass  between  the  tillage  and  fences 
— sometimes  having  almost  to  wade  through  the 
wet  bottoms  which  he  crossed,  often  faUing,  in 
his  hurry  and  in  the  imperfect  light  of  the  cloudy 
moon,  till  at  last,  tired,  hot,  and  covered  with 
dirt,  pale  with  fear,  and  nearly  overcome  by  the 
misery  of  his  own  reflections,  he  reached  Gor- 
ney  Dolan's  cabin.  It  was  now  about  eleven 
o'clock;  it  had  been  past  ten  when  he  left 
Ballycloran,  and  in  the  interval  he  had  traversed 
above  five  Irish  miles.  There  was  no  light  in 
the  cabin,  which  was  a  solitary  one,  standing  on 
the  edge  of  a  bog.  Now  he  was  there  he  feared 
to  knock,  as  he  did  not  know  what  to  say  to 
Corney  when  he  should  come  to  the  door. 
Besides,  he  was  aware  that  his  hands  and  coat 
were  soiled  with  blood,  and  he  was  unwilling 
that  the  inmates  of  the  cabin  should  see  him  ia 
that  phght. 

He  had»  however,  no  time  to  spare,  and  as 
it  was  necessary  that  he  should  do  somethings 
after  pausing  a  few  minutes,  he  knocked  at  the 
door.  No  one  answered,  and  he  had  to  knock 
two  or  three  times  before  he  was  asked  in  a 
woman^s  voice  who  he  was,  and  what  he  wanted 
there  at  that  hour  of  the  night.  He  stated 
tnat  he  wanted  to  see  Corney  Dolan.  The 
woman  told  him  that  Corney  Dolan  wasn't  at 
home,  and  that  he  couldn't  see  him.  Thady 
knew  that  he  lived  alone  with  his  mother,  an 
aged  woman,  nearly  eighty  years  old^  ^ktvd  \3c^% 
/V  was  she  who  was  speak\ng  to  Yivcattfi^. 
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"  Nonsense,  mother,"  said  he ;  "  he's  at  home  I 
know,  and  I  must  see  him*    Don*t  you  know  me  ?  " 

"Faix,  then,  I  don't — and  I  don't  want," 
said  the  old  hag.  "  At  any  rate,  Comey's  not 
here;  so  you  may  jist  go  back  agin,  whoever 
you  call  yerself/* 

"But  where  is  he,  then?  Can  you  tell  me 
where  rU  find  him?'' 

"  I  can't  tell  you  thin.  What  should  I  know  my- 
self? So  now  you  know  as  much  about  it  as  I  do»*' 

"Wel]>  then,  get  up  and  Jet  me  in.  Don't 
you  know  me  ?  I'm  Corney's  landlord,  Thady 
Macdermot.  I'll  wait  here  till  he  comes;  so 
get  up  and  let  me  in." 

There  was  a  silence  for  some  time ;  then  he 
heard  the  old  woman  say  to  some  one  else — 

**  The  Lord  be  praised  I  It  can't  be  him — 
it  can't  be  Mr.  Thady  coming  here  at  this  time 
of  night*    Don't  stir,  I  tell  ye— don't  stir,  avick  [ " 

"  Oh  !  but  it  wor  him,  mother.  Shure,  don't 
I  know  his  voice?"  answered  the  child  that  the 
old  woman  had  spoken  to. 

**  1  teO  you  it  is  me,'*  shouted  Thady,  **  Open 
the  door,  will  you  1  and  not  keep  me  here  all 
night!" 

The  child  now  got  up  and  opened  the  door, 
and  let  him  into  the  single  room  which  the 
cabin  contained.  There  were  still  a  few  embers 
of  turf  alight  on  the  hearth,  but  not  sufficient 
to  have  enabled  Thady  to  see  anything  had  not 
the  moon  shone  brightly  in  through  the  door. 
There  was  but  one  bed  in  the  place, — at  the 
end  of  the  cabin  farthest  from  the  door,  stand- 
ing  between  the  hearth  arid  ite  v^all,  and  in  this 
th^  old   woman  was  l^m^.     T\\e  ^^^^  ^jiowvax 


"eight  years,  had  jumped  out  of  bed,  stark 
naked,  and  now  in  this  condition  was  endea- 
vouring with  a  bit  of  stick  to  poke  the  hot 
embers  together,  so  as  to  give  out  a  better 
heat  and  light.  But  Thady  was  in  want  of 
neither,  and  he  therefore  desired  the  boy  to 
get  into  bed,  and  upsetting  with  his  foot  the 
little  heap  which  the  urchin  had  so  indus- 
I  triovisly  collected  together  for  liis  benefit,  so 
as  to  extinguish  the  few  flickering  flames  which 
it  afforded,  he  sat  down  to  try  and  think  what 
it  would  now  be  best  for  him  to  do. 

"Where's  Corney,  then,"  he  said,  *'at  tins 
hour  ?     Will  he  be  long  before  he's  here  ?  " 

**  Not  a  one  of  me  rightly  knows,  yer  honer ; 
maybe  it'U  not  be  long  afore  he's  here,  and 
maybe  it  '11  not  be  afore  the  morning,"  said  the 
r  child. 

*'And,  maybe,  not  then,"  added  his  grand* 
mother,  "There's  no  knowing  when  he'll  be 
here ;  maybe  not  for  days.  I  don't  know  what's 
come  to  them  at  all  now — being  out  night 
skirring  through  the  counthry;  it  can't  come 
to  no  good,  any  ways." 

"When  Coraey's  at  home,  where  does  he 
sleep?"  said  Thady,  looking  round  the  cabin 
for  a  second  bed,  but  seeing  none. 

**  He  mostly  takes  a  stretch  then  down  there 
afore  the  fire ;  but  Corney's  not  over  partickler 
where  he  sleeps.  For  the  matter  of  that,  I 
b'lieve  he  sleeps  most  out  in  the  bog  at  day  time*" 

Thady  now  sat  down  on  one  of  the  two  rude 
stools  with  which  the  place  was  furnished,  either 
to  wait  for  Corney,  or  to  make  up  his  mind 
what  other  steps  he  would  lake.  H&>cl^^  cNaR^fe.^ 
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and  bolted  the  door,  and  was  just  in  the  act 
of  asking  the  old  woman  whether  Joe  Reynolds 
was  at  present  living  on  his  bit  of  land,  or  if 
not,  where  he  was,  when  he  heard  footsteps 
coming  up  to  the  little  path  to  the  door,  and 
the  woman,  sitting  up  in  bed,  said- — 

•*  There's  both  on  'era  thm ;  get  upi,  Terryj 
and  open  the  door." 

One  of  the  men  outside  rattled  the  latch 
quietly,  to  let  the  inmates  know  who  it  was  that 
desired  admittance;  and  the  naked  boy  again 
jumped  out  of  bed^  and  opening  the  door,  fan 
back  and  jumped  in  again. 

Two  men  now  entered,  whom  Thady,  as  they 
appeared  in  the  moonlight  through  the  open 
door,  at  once  recognised  as  Joe  Reynolds  and 
Corney  Dolan.  He  was  seated  close  to  the 
fire,  and  in  the  darkness  and  obscurity  of  the 
cabin,  they  did  not  at  first  perceive  him. 

A  few  moments  since  he  had  been  lon|^ 
for  these  two  men  who  now  stood  before  hi 
as  the  only  persons  on  whom  he  could  depend 
for  security  and  concealment,  and  now  that 
they  were  tliere  he  almost  wished  them  back 
again,  so  difficult  did  he  find  it  to  teU  them 
what  he  had  to  say,  and  to  beg  of  them  the 
assistance  he  required, 

**Who  the  divil  are  you?*'  said  Corney; 
**  who's  this  youVe  got  here,  mother  ? — and  what 
made  you  let  him  in  here  this  time  of  night  ?  " 

"Shure  it's  the  young  masther,  Corney,  and 

he  axing  afther   you;  you  wouldn't  have  me 

keeping  him  out  in  the  cowld,  and  he  waiting 

there  to  see  you  that  ou-^ht  to  have  been  at 

home  and  asleep  two  \iomis  smc^r 
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'^Faix,  Mr,  Thady,  and  is  that  yerself?"  said 
Corney;  "well,  anyway  you*re  welcome  here.^' 

"  Vm  glad  to  see  you  here,  Mr.  Thady/*  said 
Joej  **  didn't  I  tell  you  you'd  be  coming? 
though  it's  a  quare  time  you've  chosen.  Didn't 
I  tell  you  you'd  be  changing  yourmind  ?  " 

"  But  was  yer  honer  wanting  me,  Mn  Thady  ?  " 
said  Corney ;  **  'deed  but  this  is  a  bad  place  for 
you  to  come  to;  sorrow  a  light  for  ye  or  the 
laste  thing  in  life;  what  for  did  you  not  get  a 
light,  you  ould  hag,  when  ihe  masther  came  in  ?  " 

"A  light  is  it,  Corney;  and  how  was  I  to 
be  getting  a  light,  when  there's  not  been  a 
sighth  of  a  bit  of  candle  in  the  place  since  last 
winter,  nor  likely  to  be  the  way  you're  going 
on  now/' 

"Whisht  there  now,"  said  Joe;  "well  be 
doing  very  well  without  a  light ;  but  why  wasn't 
you  down  here  earlier,  Mr,  Tliady? — VVe  two 
have  just  come  from  moher  Mulready's,  an'  by 
rights,  as  you've  come  round  agin,  you  should 
have  been  there  with  us,'* 

**  Never  mind  that,  Joe,  but  come  out ;  I 
want  to  spake  to  you/* 

'*Did  you  hear  the  news  about  Ussher?^* 
continued  Joe  without  moving,  and  in  a  whisper 
which  the  old  woman  could  not  hear.  "  That 
blackguard  Ussher  has  escaped  out  of  the 
counthry  afther  all,  without  paying  any  of  us 
the  debt  that  he  owed  us,  for  all  the  evils  he's 
done.  He  went  away  out  of  Mohill  this  night, 
an^  he's  not  to  be  back  agin ;  av  Vd  known  it 
afore  he  started  I'd  have  stopped  him  in  the 
road,  an'  by  G — d  he  should  niver  have  ^Qt 
alive  out  of  the  barony." 
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"  But  did  you  hear  he  was  gone  ?  *'  said 
Comey. 

"  I  did,"  replied  Thady :  **  but,  Joe,  I  want 
to  spake  to  you,  and  there's  no  time  to  spare ; 
come  here/  and  Joe  followed  him  to  the  door. 
"  Come  further ;  I  don't  want  him  to  hear 
what  I've  to  say  to  you;"  and  he  walked  on 
some  little  way  before  he  continued,™**  you 
were  wishing  just  now  that  you  had  shed 
Ussher's  blood  ?  " 

"  Well — I  wor ;  I  suppose,  I^f  r.  Thady,  you're 
not  going  to  threaten  me  with  the  magisthrate 
again.  I  wor  wishing  it — an*  I  do  wish  it ;  he 
was  the  hardest  man  on  the  poor — an*  the 
cruelest  ruffian  I  iver  knew.  Isn't  there  my 
brother,  that  niver  even  acted  agin  the  laws  in 
the  laste  thing  in  life^— the  quietest  boy,  as  you 
know,  Mr.  Thady,  anywhere  in  the  counthry, 
an'  who  knew  no  more  about  stilling  than  the 
babe  that's  unborn ;  isn*t  he  lying  in  gaol  this 
night  all  along  of  him?  an'  it  an't  only  him; 
isn't  there  more  ?  many  more  in  the  same  way, 
in  gaol  all  through  the  counthry  •  an'  who  but 
him  put  *em  there?  I  do  wish  he  was  for-a- 
nens't  me  this  moment,  an'  that  I  might  lave 
him  here  as  cowld  a  corpse  as  iver  wor  stretched 
upon  the  ground  !  '* 

'*I  tell  you,  Joe,  av  you  had  your  wish — av 
you  struck  the  blow,  and  the  man  you  so  hate 
was  dead  beneath  your  feet,  you'd  give  all  you 
had-^yon'd  give  your  own  life  to  see  him  agin, 
standing  alive  upon  the  ground,  and  to  feel  for 
one  moment  that  you'd  not  his  blood  to  answer 
for/' 
''By  G— d  1   no,  "Mr.  T\v^<^^  •,  Tm  xi^v  'siCi 
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wake;  and  as  for  answering  for  his  blood,  by 
the  blessed  Virgin,  but  I'd  think  it  war  a  good 
deed  to  rid  the  counthry  of  such  a  tyrant." 

"  He'll  niver  act  the  tyrant  again,  Joe,  for 
he  is  dead.  1  struck  him  down  with  ray  stick 
in  the  avenue  at  Bally  do  ran,  this  night,  and  he 
niver  moved  agin  afther  I  hit  him/' 

"  The  holy  Virgin  save  us  !  But  are  you  in 
amest,  Mr.  Thady?  D'ye  main  to  say  he's 
dead — that  you  killed  him  ?  "  And  after  walk- 
ing on  a  little,  he  said, — "  By  the  holy  Virgin, 
I'd  sooner  it  had  been  myself;  for  I  could  have 
borne  the  thoughts  of  having  done  it  better 
than  you  are  like  to  do.  An'  what  did  you 
do  with  the  body  ?  " 

*' Brady  took  it  into  CarricL" 

•*  And  does  Brady  know  it  war  you  did  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,  they  all  know  it — father  and  all  ]  what 
was  the  use  of  telling  a  lie  about  ?  Feemy  was 
with  him  when  I  struck  him." 

'*And  war  she  going  off  with  him?  Niver 
mind,  Mr,  Thady,  niver  mind;  it's  a  comfort 
to  think  youVe  saved  your  sisther  from  him, 
an*  you  know  what  a  ruffian  he  was.  By  all 
the  powers  of  glory,  there's  a  weight  off  my 
mind  now  I  know  he's  not  escaped  from  the 
counthry,  where  he  caused  so  much  misery, 
and  did  so  much  ilL  But  Vd  a  deal  sooner 
it  had  been  I  that  done  it  than  yourself." 

"  I  wish  it  war  not  done  at  all — I  wish  he 
were  alive  this  day.   \Vliat  will  I  do  now,  Joe  ?  *' 

'*  Faix,  that's  the  question ;  any  way,  this  is 
not  the  place  for  you  any  longer;  they'd  have 
you  in  Carrick  Gaol  before  to-morrow  night,  av 
yau  were  not  out  of  this,  an!  fax  omV  oi  ^^^Xs^k? 
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■  **  Where  is  it  you  have  the  stills^  Joe?     Av 

H  I  were  there,  couldD't  I  be  safe,  for  a  little  time 
H  at  laste,  till  I  gat  sorae  plan  of  getting  entirely 
H  out  of  the  counthr}^?  Or  may  be  when  they 
H  hear  the  case,  and  how  it  all  happened,  they 
I  mightn't  thuik  it  murder  at  all, — the  Coroner 
I  main ;  and  then  1  could  go  home  agin,  or 
at  any  rate  go  away  where  I  choose  without 
hindrance  ;  it's  little  I  care  where  I  was,  so 
long  as  it's  not  in  prison," 

*'  I'm  afraid,  Mr.  Thady,  there's  no  hopes  for 
you  in  that  way»  The  magisthrates,  with  Jonas 
Brown  at  the  head  of  them,  will  be  a  dail  too 
willing  to  make  a  bad  case  of  it,  the  divil  mend 
them,  to  let  you  off;  an'  the  only  thing  for  you 
is,  to  keep  out  of  their  hands/' 

"Would  they  find  me  there,  Joe,  up  in  the 
mountains,  where  you  have  the  stills?" 

**  They  might,  and  they  mightn^t  j  but  if  you 
war  there,  an'  they  did  find  yon,  they'd  be  find- 
ing the  stills  too,  an'  the  boys  wouldn't  like  that." 
**  Where  shall  I  go,  tlien  ?  I  thought  you'd 
be  able  to  help  me.  In  heaven's  name,  what 
shall  I  do?  the  night's  half  over  now  j  can't 
you  think  of  any  place  where  I  might  be,  for 
to-morrow  at  any  rate?  I  depended  on  you, 
^H  Joe,  and  now  you  won't  help  me." 
H  "There  you're  wrong.     Vm   thinking  now, 

^m      where  is  the  best  place  for  you :  and  by  G — d 
H      as   long  as   I  can   stick  to  you,  I  will;   both 
becase  you  were  always  a  kind  masther  to  the 
poor,  an'  becase  the  man  you  killed  war  him 
I  hated  worse  than  all  the  world  besides;  but 

Ik's  no  a.sy  thing  to  say  where  you'd  be  safest* 
nyou  know  Aughaciiahe\,M^i.T\4aA'^l'' 
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I  niver  was  there,  but  I  know  that^s  the 
name  of  the  big  mountain  over  Loch  Allen, 
to  the  north  of  Cash/* 

"Well,  that's  where  the  stills  are  mostly  at 
work  now,  an'  that's  where  I  was  to  be  myselfi 
to-morrow  evening ;  but  now  we  must  both 
be  there  before  the  sun's  up,  for  no  one  must 
see  us  on  the  road.  But,  Mn  Thady,  how*ll 
I  do  about  taking  you  there,  when  you  wouldn't 
come  to  Mulready*s  to  take  the  oath,  which  all 
must  do  afore  they'll  be  allowed  among  the  boys 
that  is  together,  or  as  will  be  together  there 
to-morrow  evening  ?  " 

Thady  then  promised  him,  that  when  he 
reached  their  destination,  he  would  take  any 
or  every  oath  that  ml  '  '  proposed  to  him; 
that  he  would  join  tht  y  in  every  respect, 

whatever  might  be  its  laws,  and  that  if  they 
would  assist  him  in  his  present  condition  by 
aflFording  him  whatever  security  might  be  in 
their  power,  he  would  faithfully  conform  to 
all  their  niles  and  regulations.  So  far  did  his 
fears  and  the  agitaited  state  of  his  mind  over- 
come the  great  repugnance  which  still  he  felt 
to  bi^ak  ilie  solemn  promise  he  had  given 
Father  John,  and  which  he  had  so  faithfully 
intended  to  keep. 

Reynolds  reflected  that  though  it  was  contrary 
to  their  regulations  to  bring  a  stranger  to  the 
hEttiit&  where  his  companions  carried  on  their 
Tadei  they  could  hardly  be  unwilling  to 
oltcr  to  the  man  who  had  killed  the 
tiri^iivy  whom  they  all  so  cordially  hated,  and  to 
niurdi:^  wfcbm  they  w^ere  all  sworn  \  ^ia-avcMl-^kX^ 
his  present  necessity  ot  conct^TOJtxsN.  ^^^as^ 
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from  the  fact  of  his  having  done  so*  Reynolds 
had  an  idea  of  justice  in  his  composition :  he 
knew  that  had  he  murdered  Ussher,  his  com- 
panions would  have  used  every  effort  to  conceal 
him,  and  to  baffle  his  pursuers;  and  he  was 
determined  that  they  should  do  as  much  for 
Thady. 

He  went  back  to  the  cabin  for  Comey  Dolan, 
and  told  him  the  story  which  he  had  just  heard; 
and  at  about  midnight  the  party  started  for  the 
mountains. 

Aughacashel  is  a  mountain  on  the  eastern 
side  of  Loch  Allen,  near  the  borders  of  the 
County  Cavan- — uncultivated  and  rocky  at  the 
top,  but  nevertheless  inhabited,  and  studded 
with  many  miserably  poor  cabins,  till  within 
about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  the  summit*  The 
owners  of  these  cabins,  'prith  great  labour,  have 
contrived  to  obtain  wretchedly  poor  crops  of 
potatoes  from  the  barren  soil  immediately  round 
their  cabins.  To  their  agricultural  pursuits 
many  joined  the  more  profitable  but  hazardous 
business  of  making  potheen,  and  they  were, 
generally  speaking,  a  lawless,  reckless  set  of 
people — paying,  some  little,  and  others  no  rent, 
and  living  without  the  common  blessings  or 
restraints  of  civilization:  no  road,  or  sign  of 
a  road,  came  within  some  miles  of  them ; 
Drumshambo,  the  nearest  village,  was  8eiv«B 
or  eight  miles  distant  from  them  ;  and^thoi^^ 
they  knew  that  neither  the  barrenness  of  their 
locality,  nor  the  want  of  means  of  approach 
would   altogether   secure    them   fron>  5- 

welcome  visits  of  the   Rev^ivvLe  yoli  iie 

Constabulary,  still  tivey  kU  ?>ut^  ^^»^  waxfewi 
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of  these  inimical  forces  could  come  into  their 
immediate  neighbourhood,  without  their  making 
themselves  aware  of  their  approach,  in  time  to 
guard  against  any  injury  which  they  might  do 
them,  either  by  removing  all  vestiges  of  their 
trade,  or  by  sending  those  who  were  in  fear 
of  being  taken  up,  into  the  more  inaccessible 
portions  of  the  mountain.  On  the  western  side 
of  Aughacashel,  immediately  over  Loch  Allen, 
and  about  halfway  between  the  lowlands  and 
the  summit,  a  kind  of  rude  limekiln  had  been 
made,  apparently  for  the  purpose  of  burning 
lime  for  the  neighbouring  land ;  but  the  very 
poor  state  of  the  rocky  ground  about,  which 
gave  signs  of  but  little  industry,  afforded 
evidence  that  the  limekiln  had  not  added 
much  to  the  agricultural  w*eaUh  of  the  country. 
It  was  now  at  any  rate  made  use  of  for  other 
purposes,  for  it  was  in  here  that  Joe  Reynolds 
at  present  usually  worked  his  stilL  There  were 
only  two  cabins  immediately  close  to  it;  one 
of  which  was  occupied  by  a  very  old  man  and 
his  daughter,  but  in  which  Corney  Dolan  and 
Reynolds  resided,  when  they  were  away  from 
Drumleesh  ;  and  the  other  belonged  to  another 
partner  in  the  business,  who  considered  himself 
the  owner  of  the  hmekiln,  and  the  head  of  the 
party  concerned  in  it  This  man's  name  was 
Daniel  Kennedy,  and  to  the  reckless,  desperate 
contempt  of  authority  and  hatred  of  those  who 
exercised  it,  which  characterized  Reynolds,  he 
added  a  cruelty  of  disposition,  and  a  love  of 
wickedness,  from  which  the  other  was  much 
more  free. 
This  was  the  place  to  w\\vc\\  \3is  V^^i  ^gix^sss* 
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were  now  conducting  Thady,  and  where  it  was 
proposed  that  he  should,  at  any  rate  for  some 
time,  conceal  himself  from  those,  who,  it  was 
presumed,  would  soon  be  scouring  the  country 
in  search  of  him.  It  was  now  a  bright  moon- 
light night,  and  the  three  men  hurried  across 
the  country  with  all  the  haste  they  conld  make. 
Litde  was  said  between  them  as  they  went, 
excepting  observations  made  between  Joe  and 
his  comrade,  as  to  the  characters  and  occupa- 
tions of  tlie  residents  in  the  various  cabins  by 
which  they  passed »  After  going  for  some  con- 
siderable way  across  fields  and  bogs  and  bottom 
lands,  they  came  out  on  a  lane,  running  close 
round  a  small  lake  lying  in  the  bed  of  the  low 
hills  which  rose  on  the  other  side  of  it.  llie 
water  was  beautifully  calm,  and  the  moon 
shining  immediately  down  upon  it,  gave  it  the 
appearance  of  a  large  surface  of  polished  silver. 
At  this  spot  the  fields  came  close  down  to  the 
road,  and  also  to  the  water,  and  in  the  corner 
thus  formed  stood  a  very  small  poor  cabin. 

This  lake  was  Loch  Sheen,  and  it  was  in 
that  cabin  that  Ussher  had  apprehended  Tim 
Reynolds  and  the  two  other  men,  little  more 
than  a  fortnight  ago. 

Joe  stopped  a  moment  when  he  reached  the 
spot,  till  Thady,  who  was  following  the  other 
man,  had  come  up»  and  then,  pointing  to  the 
low  door,  close  to  which  he  stood,  said — 

**The  last  deed  as  that  ruffian  did  as  now  lies 

so  low  was  in  that  cabin.    It  war  there  he  sased 

Tim,  an'  dragged  him  off  with  ropes  round  his 

arms,  an'  sent  him  to  Eallinamore  Bridewell, 

ao'  all  for  spaking  a  few  ^oi<i^  ol  camloiV  \a 
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'an  owld  w^man  he*d  known  since  he  war  a 
little  child.  I  swore,  Mr.  I'hady,  that  tliat  man 
should  be  put  beneath  the  sod  before  the  time 
carae  round  that  Tim  should  be  out  agin  ;  an* 
this  very  night  I  war  a  grieving  in  my  heart 
to  think  that  he  war  out  of  the  country  safe 
an'  merry — ready  agin  to  play  the  same  bloody 
game  with  them  among  be  war  going ;  an*  that 
I  should  let  him  go  without  so  much  as  making 
one  effort  to  keep  ray  word  with  him  !  By 
G — d,  Mr.  Thady,  quare  as  you  may  think  it, 
who  are  naw  so  low  within  yerself  with  what 
youVe  done,  that  thought  was  heavy  on  my 
heart  this  night.  Had  I  known  what  way  he 
war  to  travel,  I'd  followed  him,  had  it  been 
for  days  an'  nights,  till  I  had  got  one  fair  blow. 
By  dad,  he  would  niver  have  wanted  a  second. 
Corney,  what's  the  owld  hag  doing  since  her  two 
sons  is  in  gaol  along  with  Tim  ?  " 

"  Ah  I  thin,  she's  doing  badly  enough  ;  she 
war  niver  from  her  bed  since.  Faix,  Joe,  theyUl 
niver  be  out  in  time  to  bury  her." 

"  Is  it  starving  she  is  ?  '* 

**\Vell,  thin,  I  b'lieve  that's  the  worst  of  it; 
that  an*  the  aguy,  an'  no  one  to  mind  her  at  all, 
is  enbugh  to  kill  an  owld  woman  like  her.*' 

"Niver  mind,"  replied  Joe,  "it  will  be  a 
comfort  to  her  any  way  to  hear  that  Ussher's 
gone  before  her;  not  but  what  they'll  go  to 
different  places,  though."  And  then,  after  a 
time,  he  added,  "  Ussher's  black  soul  has  gone 
its  long  journey  this  night  with  more  curses  on 
it  than  there  are  stones  on  these  shingles.     But 

I  come  on,  lads,  we  mustn't  be  standing  here  j  we 
taust  be  in  Aughacashel  beiote  avmx\sfe^  ot  ^afc 
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they'll  be  stopping  us  as  we  pass  through  the 
cotinthry/* 

And  again  they  wcat  through  the  clear  bright 
moonlight  They  passed  Loch  Sheen,  and  soon 
afterwards  another  little  lake,  lying  also  to  the 
left  of  the  road,  and  then  they  found  themselves 
in  the  small  village  of  Cashcarrigan,  This  they 
passed  through  silently  and  quickly  and  without 
speaking  a  word,  and  having  proceeded  about 
half  a  mile  on  ihe  road  towards  BaUinamore, 
they  again  left  it  and  took  to  the  fields.  They 
went  along  the  nordiern  margin  of  Loch  Dieney, 
running  where  the  ground  was  hard  enough, 
at  other  times  stepping  from  one  dry  sod  to 
another,  through  gaps  and  fences,  which  seemed 
as  well  known  to  Thady's  guides  as  the  cabins 
in  which  they  had  passed  their  hves.  They  left 
Drumshambo  to  their  left,  and  at  about  four  in 
the  morning  they  came  to  Loch  Allen.  Here 
they  got  upon  a  road  which  for  some  way  skirts 
the  eastern  side  of  the  lake,  along  which  they 
ran  for  about  a  mile  and  a  half,  and  then  turned 
into  a  small  boreen  or  path,  and  began  to  ascend 
the  mountains. 

**  Asy,  boys,  now,'*  said  Corney;  *'we*re  all 
right  when  weVe  here ;  an',  by  the  powers  !  I'm 
hot/'  and  the  man  began  wiping  his  brow  with 
his  sleeve, 

"  What,  Corney,  youVe  not  blown  yet ! ''  said 
the  other,  "  an*  here's  Mr.  Thady  as  fresh  as  a 
four  year  old.  Corae  along,  man ;  the  sooner 
he's  got  a  snug  room  over  his  head  the  better 
he'll  be.  You  forget  he's  not  accustomed  to  be 
out  aU  nighty  and  take  his  supper  of  moonshine, 
as  you  are.     Come  aVon^^  ^i.  "I\\aA^*,  -^ofvi^i. 
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soon  be  where  you'll  get  as  good  a  dhrop  as  iver 
man  tasted,  an'  you'll  feel  a  deal  better  when 
you've  got  a  glass  or  two  of  that  stiiiT  in  you." 

Thady,  who,  in  spite  of  Joe*s  compliment  as 
to  his  freshness,  was  so  weary  that  he  could 
hardly  drag  his  legs  along,  and  who  had  seated 
himself  for  a  moment  upon  one  of  the  big  loose 
stones  which  were  scattered  over  the  side  of 
the  hill,  again  rose,  and  they  all  resumed  their 
journey.  They  soon  loi-t  the  track  of  the 
boreen,  but  they  still  continued  to  ascend, 
keeping  by  the  sides  of  the  loose-built  walls 
with  which  the  land  was  subdivided.  It  was 
astonishing  what  labour  had  seemingly  been 
wasted  in  piling  wall  after  wall  in  that  barren 
place,  and  that  even  m  spots  where  no  attempt 
had  been  made  at  tillage,  and  where  the  only 
produce  the  land  afforded  was  the  food  of  a 
few  miserable  sheep  and  goats,  which  it  might 
be  thought  could  have  grazed  in  safety  without 
the  necessity  for  all  those  numerous  fences. 
These,  however,  after  a  time,  ceased  too ;  but 
just  at  the  spot  where  the  open  mountain  no 
longer  showed  any  signs  of  man's  haDdiwork^ 
Dan  Kennedy's  lime-kiln  was  built,  and  im- 
mediately behind  it  were  the  two  cabins  of 
which  we  have  before  spoken. 

It  was  at  the  door  of  the  furthest  of  these 
two  that  Joe — did  not  knock — but  raised  the 
latch  and  rattled  it  The  old  man  within  well 
knew  the  sign,  and,  getting  out  of  bed,  drew 
the  wooden  bolt,  and  admitted  the  three  into 
the  cabin.  Though  he  did  not  expect  Joe  or 
Corney,  and  had  not  an  idea  who  Thady  was ; 
and  though  Thady 's  dress,  ^\xic\x  ^%s  ^omL^^^^v-ax 
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better  than  those  worn  by  his  usual  associatesi 
must  have  struck  him  as  uncommon,  he  made 
no  remark,  but  hobbled  into  bed  again,  merely 
saying,  in  Irish,  "  God  save  ye  kindly,  boys  !  it's 
a  fine  night  yc*ve  had,  the  Lord  be  praised  i " 
There  was  a  second  bed  in  the  place — -if  a  filthy, 
I  lagged  cotton  tick  filled  with  straw,  and  lying 
P^on  the  ground,  could  be  called  a  bed — in  which 
the  old  man's  daughter  was  lying.  It  was 
nearly  dark  now  out  of  doors,  for  the  moon  had 
disappeared,  and  it  was  hardly  yet  six  o* clock ; 
but  one  of  the  men  lighted  a  candle,  of  which 
there  >vere  two  or  three  hanging  against  the 
wall.  The  girl  was  not  asleep,  for  her  eyes 
were  wide  open,  looking  at  the  party,  but  she 
seemed  not  at  all  surprised  by  their  entrance, 
or  at  the  addition  to  their  usual  numbers,  for 
she  lay  quite  quiet  where  she  was,  as  i{  such 
morning  guests  in  her  bed-chamber  were  no 
unusual  thing. 

Joe  now  got  a  stool  for  Thady;  and  he  and 
Corney  sat  down  opposite  the  fire,  while 
Reynolds  drew  a  stone  jar  out  from  beneath 
the  old  man's  bed — he  seemed  welt  to  know  the 
place  where  it  was  to  be  found — and  reaching  a 
cracked  cup  down  from  a  shelf  which  was  fixed 
into  the  wall  over  the  fire-place,  filled  it  with 
spirits  and  handed  it  to  Thady.  He  sw^allowed 
a  considerable  portion  of  it  and  returned  it,  when 
Joe  filled  it  again,  fioished  the  contents  himself, 
and  gave  it  again  full  to  Corney,  who  in  a  very 
short  time  did  the  same. 

"  By  gor,"  said  the  latter,  **  I  wanted  that ; 
an'  I  tell  you  that's  not  bad  work.    Why,  Mr, 
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**  Have  done  with  j'oiir  Misthers,  Corney/' 
said  Joe,  in  a  whisper,  **  let  them  find  out  who 
he  is  theyselves.  They  11  know  soon  enough, 
divil  doubt  them  1  there's  no  good  telling  them 
yet,  any  how.*' 

** That's  thrue,  Joe;  but  as  I  was  saying, 
that's  not  bad  work;  why,  Mr.  Thady " 

**  Sorrow  saze  yer  tongue,  thin,  ye  born 
idiot!'' 

**  Well,  by  dad,  it  comes  so  natural  to  me, 
Joe,  to  call  him  by  his  own  name,  that  one  can't  j 
help  it ;  but  it  war  only  four  o'clock  when  we  ^ 
left  this,  this  blessed  afthemoon— that  is, 
esterday  afthernoon— an'  since  that  we  wor 
down  at  Mulready's,  an'  then  at  Dmmleesh,  an* 
now  we're  here  agin;  why,  how  many  miles  is 
that?" 

"  Niver  mind  the  miles ;  he " — ^and  Joe 
pointed  to  Thady—"  he  has  done  a  deal  more 
than  that  in  the  same  time — an'  whatever  comes 
of  it,  he  did  a  good  deed,  Howsomever,  if 
you'll  take  my  advice,  you'll  take  a  stretch  now. 
Meg! — ^I  say,  Meg," — and  he  turned  round  to 
the  girl  who  was  lying  in  the  corner — "get  out 
of  tliat,  an'  make  room  for  this  man  to  lie  down* 
You've  been  asleep  all  night;  make  room  for 
yer  betthers  now." 

The  girl,  without  grumbling,  turned  out  of 
bed,  and  burthened  with  no  feeling  of  conven- 
tional modesty,  commenced  and  finished  her 
toilet,  by  getting  into  an  old  ragged  cahco  gown, 
and  tying  up,  with  a  bit  of  antique  tape,  her 
long  rough  locks  which  had  escaped  from 
their  bondage  during  her  sleep.  Thady  for  a 
long  time  resisted,  but  Joe  at  lasl^^-s*  ^v^o-'Le.'a^^^ 
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in  persuading  him  to  take  advantage  of  the  bed 
which  Meg  had  so  good*humouredly  relin- 
quished, 

**  I  an'  Comey  have  still- work  to  do  afore 
dayhght,  an'  we  won't  be  back  afore  it's  night," 
said  Joe,  **  but  do  you  bide  here,  an'  you'll  be 
safe.  You  must  put  up  with  the  pratees  this 
day,  for  there's  nothing  better  in  it  at  all ;  but 
ril  be  getting  something  fitter  for  you  by  night; 
an'  av'  you  feel  low,  which  you'll  be  doing  when 
you  wakes,  raind,  there's  the  sperrits  in  the  jar 
there  undher  the  bed  ;  a  sup  of  it  won't  hurt 
you  now  an'  agin^  for  indeed  you'll  be  wanting 
it,  by  yerself  here  all  day.  An'  look  you/' — and 
he  led  him  to  the  door  as  he  spoke,  and  pointed 
to  the  two  within — "they'll  soon  know  who  you 
are,  an'  all  about  it ;  but  you  needn^t  be  talking  to 
them,  you  know  ;  an'  you  may  be  quite  certain, 
that  even  should  any  one  be  axing  about  you, 
they'll  niver  'peach,  or  give  the  word  to  the 
police,  or  any  one  else,  Av  you  like  to  go  out 
of  this  during  the  day,  don't  go  further  than  the 
kiln ;  an'  av  you  lie  there,  you  could  easily  see 
them  miles  afore  they  war  nigh  you,  even  av 
anything  should  put  it  into  their  heads  to  think 
of  coming  afther  you  to  Aughacashel." 

The  two  guides  then  took  their  leave  of  him, 
and  Thady  laid  himself  down  on  Meg's  bed,  and, 
^  after  a  time,  from  sheer  fatigue  and  exhaustion, 
be  fell  asleep. 


Aughacashel 
CHAPTER  XXIII 

AUGRA^CASHEL 

C^what  hour  he  woke  Thady  did  not  know, 
but  it  was  broad  day,  and  the  sun  was  high  in 
the  heavens ;  he  would  have  slept  again  if  he 
could,  that  he  might  again  forget  the  dreadful 
deed  which  had  made  the  last  night  so  horrible, 
but  he  could  not ;  he  was  obliged  therefore  to 
get  up,  and  when  he  did  so  he  felt  himself  weak 
for  want  of  food.  Meg,  it  appears,  had  gone  out 
The  old  man  could  not  speak  a  word  of  English  ; 
but  Thady  could  talk  Irish,  and  he  had  no  dif- 
ficulty in  getting  plenty  of  potatoes  from  him, 
and  as  he  was  eating  them  the  old  man  pulled 
out  the  jar  of  whiskey.  Thady  took  part  of 
another  cup  full,  and  then  felt  less  sad  than  he 
had  done  before.  After  his  breakfast  he  sat  for 
a  long  time  over  the  fire^  smoked  his  pipe  till 
he  had  no  tobacco  left  in  it,  got  up  and  sat 
down  again,  walked  to  the  door  and  then  again 
returned  to  his  seat.  At  last  he  became  dread- 
fully fatigued;  he  felt  all  the  misery  which  a 
man,  usually  active,  always  feels  when  con- 
demned for  a  time  to  idleness  ;  he  sat  watching 
the  turf,  as  though  he  could  employ  his  mind^  or 
"  aterest  himself  in  observing  the  different  forms 
^which  the  sods  took,  or  how  soon  they  would 
reduce  themselves  to  ashes;  then  he  counted 
the  smutty  rafters  on  which  the  crazy  roof  was 
supported,  and  then  the  different  scraughs  of 

thich  k  was  composed ;  he  liOiX  «iTi^^'aN<^>^'^^ 
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to  think  how   the   old   man   got  through    the 
tedium  of  his  miserable  existence.     There  he 

*  sat  on  the  bed,  quite  imperturbable  ;  he  had  not 
spoken  ten  words  since  Thady  had  got  up,  and 
seemed  quite  satisfied  in  sitting  there  enjoying 
the  warmth  of  the  fire,  and  ha%dng  nothing  to 
do.  How  Thady  envied  his  quiescence  J  Then 
he  began  to  reflect  what  had  been  this  man's 
life  ;  had  he  always  been  content  to  sit  thus 
tranquilj  and  find  his  comfort  in  idleness  ?  At 
last  he  got  almost  alarmed  at  this  old  man  ;  why 
did  not  he  speak  to  him  ?  why  did  he  sit  there  so 
quiet,  doing  nothing- — saying  nothing — looking 
at  nothing — and  apparently  thinking  of  nothing? 
it  was  as  sitting  with  a  dead  body  or  a  ghost — 
that  sitting  there  with  that  lifeless  but  yet  breath- 
ing creature.  Every  now  and  again,  as  he 
endeavoured  to  fill  his  mind  with  some  idea 
that  was  not  distressing  to  him,  the  thoughts  of 
the  horrors  of  his  own  position  would  come 
across  him — the  almost  certainty  of  detection — 
ihe  ignominy  of  his  future  pmiishment — the 
disgrace  to  his  father  and  his  sister;  and  even 
if  not  detected,  if  left  in  his  present  conceal- 
ment, the  horrors  of  such  a  life  as  he  was  now 
leading,  a  few  hours  of  which  had  already 
nearly  made  him  frantic,  nearly  overwhelmed 
him. 

He  got  up,  and  leaving  his  companion  to 
himself,  he  went  to  the  lime-kiln  and  laid  him- 
self on  the  top  of  it,  looking  down  the  mountain 
towards  Loch  Allen  and  Drumshambo,  that  he 
might  see  if  any  of  the  police  were  coming  in 
search  of  him.     The  open  air  was  for  a  time 

pleasantCT  than  the  close  \ieat.  ol  SJiv^  \i>a2P£&B% 
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ttirf,  and  solitude  by  far  preferable  to  the 
company  of  that  silent  old  man,^ — but  it  was 
only  for  a  short  time  that  he  felt  the  relief.  The 
honid  inactivity  of  the  day,  joined  to  the  weight 
that  was  on  his  mind,  nearly  drove  him  mad ; 
as  long  as  he  had  work  to  do,— -while  he  had  to 
dispose  of  the  dead  man's  body, — while  he  had 
his  father  and  his  sister  near  him, — as  long  as 
he  was  hurrying  through  the  country  with 
Reynolds, — the  energy  of  whose  character  had 
for  a  time  relieved  him,— as  long  as  the  sweat 
was  pouring  down  his  face,  and  his  legs  had 
been  weary  under  him, — he  had  borne  much 
betEer  the  misery,  which  he  felt  now  he  was 
always  doomed  to  bear ;  for  he  had  then  thought 
less  of  the  past  and  the  future;  but  now  he 
could  occupy  his  miad  with  nothing  but  the 
^  remembrance  of  the  death  he  had  inflicted,  aad 
^Bthe  anticipation  of  the  death  he  was  to  suQer* 
He  tried  to  sleep,  but  it  was  in  vain ;  he  tried 
to  imitate  that  old  man,  and  let  his  mind  sleep, 
but  no,  be  could  only  think — ^he  could  not  but 
think.  Oh  I  he  said  to  himself,  that  it  were  ail 
over — if  it  were  only  done — if  he  could  only 
swallow  up  tlie  next  six  months  and  be  dead 
and  forgotten  !  If  he  had  got  past  that  dread- 
ful trial — that  cold  unfeeling  prison,  with  the 
harsh  noise  of  the  large  key  and  the  fetters,  the 
stern  judge,  and  the  twelve  stern  men  sworn  to 
hang  him  if  he  deserved  it  I  If  he  could  escape 
the  eyes  of  the  whole  country  which  would  then 
be  on  himj  the  harsh,  cold,  solemn  words 
which  would  then  be  addressed  to  him — the 

I  sorrow  of  his  father— the  shame  of  his  sister — 
fnd,  last  and  worst,  foe  \ioit\fii  VsaO^  ofl  ^^aax 
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dread  man  with  the  fatal  rope !  It  was  not 
death  he  feared^ — it  was  the  disgrace  of  death, 
and  the  misery  of  the  ignominious  preparations. 
He  knew  in  his  heart  that  heaven  could  not  call 
it  murder  that  he  had  done;  but  he  felt  equally 
sure  that  man  would  do  so. 

He  lay  there  on  the  lime-kiln  till  the  sun  had 
already  set,  and  then  he  was  again  driven  into 
the  cabin  by  the  cold. 

There  sat  that  silent,  still  old  man.  He  had 
not  moved  from  his  former  position,  his  bare 
feet  thrust  into  old  ragged  shoes,  which  in  some 
former  generation  had  been  made  for  some 
strong  man  double  his  size,  and  hanging  down 
so  that  his  toes  just  reached  the  floor — his  hands 
resting  on  the  quilt  on  each  side  of  him,  and 
his  head  dropping  on  his  chest.  Oh,  what  an 
easy,  quiet  mind,  thought  Thady,  must  that  man 
have — ^how  devoid  of  care  and  fear  must  he  be, 
to  be  able  to  sit  there  motionless  all  the  live- 
long day,  and  not  feel  it  dreary,  long,  endless, 
insupportable,  as  he  did. 

The  girl  was  still  absent,  and  Thady  again  sat 
himself  down  by  the  fire,  the  blazing  turf  on 
which  gave  the  only  signs  that  the  old  man  had 
moved.  Again  he  counted  the  rafters,  counted 
the  miserable  scraps  of  furniture,  counted  the 
sods  of  turf,  speculated  where  the  turf  was  cut 
—  A^ho  cut  it?  who  was  the  landlord  of  the 
cabin  ?  what  rent  was  paid  ?  who  collected  it  ? 
But  a  miimte — half  a  minute  sufficed  for  the 
full  consideration  of  all  these  things,  and  again 
he  began  to  reflect  how  long  it  would  be  before 
file  police  would  find  him^  and  dra^  him  forth 
from  that  dreary  place  *,  Uo^  \oii^  vx.  ^o^vili^^  Xsc 
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before  be  should  feel  the  handcuffs  on  his  wrist ; 
and  before  the  first  day  of  his  concealment  had 
passed  over,  he  had  become  almost  impatient 
for  that  time  ;  and  looked  forward  to  the  excite- 
ment of  his  capture,  which  he  knew  must  sooner 
or  later  take  place,  witli  something  like  a  wish 
that  it  might  soon  occur^  to  relieve  him  from 
the  weight  of  his  present  condition. 

At  last  he  determined  to  speak  to  his  com- 
panion, and  after  considering  for  some  time 
what  he  should  say  to  him»  he  asked  him  what 
his  name  was ;  but  Thady  had  spoken  in  his 
usual  language,  and  the  old  man,  looking  up, 
answered  that  he  had  no  English. 

**  What's  your  name  ?  '  asked  Thady,  in  Irish, 

**  Andy  McEvoy," 

**  And  is  this  cabin  your  own  ?  " 

**Yes/' 

**  And  who's  your  landlord  ?  " 

*'  The    mountain    belongs    mostly    to    Sir 

ichael" 

*'  But  don't  you  pay  any  rent  ?  " 

•*  No/* 

"  And  what  is  it  you  do  all  day  long  ?  " 

"  Why  then  mostly  nothing ;  I'm  very  old/' 

'*  And  what  does  your  daughter  be  doing  ?" 

"  Why  then  I  don't  rightly  know  ;  she's  mostly 
lut  for  Dan  Kennedy." 

And  where  do  you  be  getting  the  pratees  ?  " 
'Deed  I  blieve  Meg  gels  them  mostly  from 
Dan's  garden,'* 

**  Who  does  Dan  pay  his  rent  to  ?  " 
L    <*  Why  then  I  can't  be  saying." 
f    It  was  useless  carrying  on  a  conversatvoix  -ws.^ 
longer  with  such  a  man.     He  ii€\\]tvct  vox^^siys^ 
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himself  about  his  house,  his  food,  his  landlord, 
nor  his  family,  and  Thady  agaia  held  his  tongue- 
Soon  after  dusk  Meg  returned ;  she  had  in 
the  folds  of  her  gown  a  loaf  of  br^ad  and  a  very 
small  piece  of  bacon,  and  it  was  evident  to 
Thady  that  whatever  had  become  of  Joe  and 
the  other,  tbey  had  not  forgotten  him  or  their 
promise  to  provide  him  with  some  better  food 
than  the  lumpers  which  sufficed  for  Andy 
McEvoy  and  his  daughter. 

When  the  old  man  saw  the  provisions  his 
eyes  glistened  a  little,  and  he  clutched  the  dirty 
quilt  somewhat  faster,  and  by  the  eagerness  he 
evinced  for  tlie  food  it  was  a  relief  to  see  tliat 
he  had  some  human  feeling  left*  Meg  boiled 
the  bacon  and  some  potatoes  together,  and 
when  they  were  ready,  put  them  on  the  dirty 
deal  table  before  Thady  j  she  did  not  seem 
much  more  communicative  than  her  father,  but 
she  asked  him  civilly  if  he  would  eat,  and 
evidently  knew  he  was  of  a  higher  rank  than 
those  with  whom  she  was  accustomed  to  asso- 
ciate,  for  she  went  through  the  ceremony  of 
wiping  the  top  of  the  table  with  the  tail  of  her 
gown.  Thady  ate  a  portion  of  what  was  given 
him ;  and  as  he  did  so  he  saw  the  old  man's 
greedy  eyes  glare  on  him,  as  he  still  sat  in  his 
accustomed  seat ;  it  was  quite  horrible  to  see 
how  greedy  and  ravenous  he  appeared,  Thady, 
however,  left  much  more  than  he  consumed, 
and  the  girl  carefully  putting  the  bit  of  bread 
away,  for  his  breakfast  in  the  morning,  divided 
the  remnant  of  the  bacon  with  her  father. 

Then    the    man's    apathy    and    tranquillity 
vanished,    and    the   \ota.d\.>j  V\X\v  ^\Cv^  \wt 


devoured  the  unaccustomed  dainty  showed  that 
though  he  might  have  no  demon  thoughts  to 
rack  his  brain,  the  vulture  in  his  stomach 
tortured  him  as  violently. 

Joe  Reynolds  and  Corney  returned  about  an 
hour  after  dark,  and  requested  Thady  to  come 
out  with  them,  which  he  did.  They  then  told 
him  that  it  was  necessary  that  he  should  now 
take  the  oaih,  which  they  before  warned  him 
that  he  would  have  to  take  if  he  accompanied 
them  to  their  haunts  at  Aughacashel,  He  at 
first  felt  inclined  to  declare  that  he  had  again 
changed  his  mind,  and  that  instead  of  taking 
this  oath  and  joining  himself  in  any  league  with 
them,  be  was  prepared  to  return  home  to  Bally- 
cloran,  and  give  himself  up  to  the  police ;  but 
his  courage  failed  him  now  that  he  was,  as  it 
were,  in  their  own  country,  and  particularly 
after  the  kindness  and  attention  that  Reynolds 
had  showed  him.  He  therefore  followed  theni, 
and  they  entered  together  the  other  cabin 
belonging  to  Dan  Kennedy.  Dan  and  his  wife, 
and  another  man,  his  brother,  were  there.  Datk 
was  a  sullen,  surly,  brutal  looking  ruffian,  about 
fifty  years  old,  and  his  wife  was  a  fitting  mate 
for  such  a  man ;  she  was  dirty,  squalid,  and 
meagre;  but  there  was  a  determined  look  of 
passion  and  self-will  about  her,  which  plainly 
declared  that  whoever  Dan  bullied,  he  did  not, 
and  could  not.  bully  his  wife. 

His  brother  Abraham  was  a  cripple,  having 
no  use  in  either  of  his  legsj  but  he  had  an 
appearance  of  intelligence  and  wit  in  his  face, 
which  his  brother  in  no  degree  shared^  aad  te 
WMS  very  powerful  with  \i\s  atro^,    \x.  ^^^  '^^ 
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who  chiefly  made  the  spirits,  while  Dan  and 
the  others  procured  the  barley — brought  it  up 
to  Aughacashel,  malted  it^  and  afterwards  dis- 
posed of  the  whiskey. 

**Well,  my  hearty,"  said  Dan,  as  Thady 
followed  his  guides  into  the  cabin,  where  his 
family  party  were  engaged  drinkiiig  raw  spirits 
round  the  fire,  "  so  youVe  done  for  that  bloody 
thief  of  the  world,  have  you  ?  Joe  tells  me  you 
riz  agin  him  quick  enough  when  you  found  him 
at  his  tricks  with  yer  sisthen  Divil  a  toe  though 
you  stirred  to  come  to  mother  Muhready's  when 
we  axed  you,  in  spite  of  the  oath  you  took  on 
the  holy  cross ;  but  you're  quick  enough  coming 
among  us  now  you're  in  the  wrong  box  yourself." 

**Asy,  Dan,"  said  Joe;  **  what's  the  use  of 
all  that  bother  now ;  an't  he  here  ?  and  hasn't 
he  rid  us  of  him  that  would  have  got  clatje  off 
from  us,  but  for  Mr.  Thady  here,  that  struck 
the  blow  we  ought  to  have  struck  ?  " 

**Thrue  for  you,  Joe,'*  said  Abraham;  **so 
hould  yer  jaw,  Dan,  and  give  me  hoult  of  the 
blessed  book  till  I  give  him  the  oath." 

"Airs  right,"  said  Dan;  "and  Fm  glad  to 
see  you  here,  ray  lad  of  wax,  seeing  what  sent 
you  ;  but  business  first  and  play  after,  I  s'pose 
tif  you're  maning  to  stay  here  wid  us — an'  by 

-d  you're  wilcome — you'll  not  be  saying 
'  anything  agin  giving  rae  or  Corney  there,  a  bit 
of  a  line  to  some  of  your  frinds  at  Ballycloran, 
to  be  sending  you  up  a  thrifle  of  money  or  so, 
or  a  few  odd  bits  of  duds,  or  may  be  a  lump  oif 
mate  or  bacon,  or  a  pound  or  two  of  sugar  to 
swaiten  the  punch  " 
Tbady  looked  ver^  b\aiiV  liX.  >iJei\%ilQ^  V^  V^ 
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no  means  wished  to  be  writing  to  his  friends  at 
Ballycloran,  nor  were  the  articles  mentioned  in 
Dan's  catalogue  at  all  too  plentiful  in  that  place ; 
however,  before  he  could  answer,  Joe  indig- 
nantly scoffed  at  his  friend's  shabbiness, 

"  D — n  it,  Dan,  I  didn't  think  you  war  that 
main,  to  be  charging  a  boy  for  the  morsel  he'd 
be  ating,  an'  the  sup  he'  be  taking,  an'  him 
undher  a  cloud,  an'  he  afther  doing  us  sich  a 
sarvice." 

"  Av  he  wor  one  of  ourselves/'  replied  Dan ; 
'*but  a  gintleman  the  likes  of  him,  may  be, 
would  be  plased  not  to  be  beholden  to  the  likes 
of  us." 

"Nonsense,  Dan,"  said  Joe;  "don't  think  of 
giving  such  a  Ime  at  all,  Mr.  Thady.  Vm  not 
so  bad  off,  but  Til  not  see  you  wanting ;  you're 
as  wilcome  to  everything  here  as  daylight." 

"Spake  for  yerself ;  you*re  mighty  ready,  I'm 
thinking,  to  spake  for  others,"  said  Dan's  help- 
mate; "av  the  gintleman's  willing  to  help  a 
poor  man  like  Dan  for  putting  a  house  over  his 
head  in  his  throubles,  who's  to  hinder  him  ?  " 

Thady,  however,  made  them  understand  that 
he  would  give  them  no  such  letter  to  his  father 
or  his  sister  as  they  proposed,  and  Abraham 
then  proceeded  to  administer  the  oath  to  him. 
By  this  he  bound  himself,  first  of  ail,  never 
to  divulge  to  any  one,  particularly  not  to  any 
magistrate  or  policeman,  or  in  any  court  of  law, 
anything  that  should  be  done  or  said  in  that 
place  where  he  now  was,  that  might  be  prejudicial 
to  any  of  the  party.  Secondly,  to  give  all  aid 
and  assistance  in  his  power  to  ^V\  iU^ssa  ^^c^^ 
present,  and  to  any  which  m\^V\l\i^m  '^C)&^«,^i^at^ 
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of  a  certaiQ  pass-word,  and  who  might  be  able 
to  answer  ceitain  questions  with  the  fit  and 
appointed  answers,  and  to  help  in  the  escape 
or  concealment  of  any  such,  when  they  might 
be  either  in  confinement,  or  in  dread  of  being 
arrested.  And  thirdly,  that  he  would  aid  and 
assist  in  all  schemes  of  vengeance  and  punish- 
ment which  would  be  entered  into  by  those 
with  whom  he  was  now  bound,  against  any  who 
attempted  to  molest  them,  but  especially  against 
all  Revenue  officers  and  their  men. 

To  all  these  conditions  Thady  bound  him- 
self, and  as  he  finished  repeating  each  ardcle 
after  Abraham,  he  kissed  the  dirty  prayer-book 
which  that  man  presented  to  him  ^  and  having 
done  this,  he  made  one  of  the  party  round  the 
fire,  whilst  Comey,  Dan,  and  Joe  took  it  by 
turns  to  go  out  and  watch  that  no  unexpected 
visitor  was  at  hand. 

When  the  night  was  tolerably  advanced  the 
three  left  the  family  of  the  Kennedys  to  them- 
selves, and  returned  to  Andy's  cabin ;  and 
Thady  having  refused  to  allow  that  Meg  should 
be  again  disturbed  for  his  accommodation,  they 
all  stretched  themselves  upon  the  earthen  floor 
before  the  fire,  and  were  soon  asleep, 

The  next  morning  Joe  and  Corney  again 
went  away  early,  and  Thady  found  himself 
doomed  to  pass  just  such  another  day  as  the 
preceding  one. 

After  giving  him  his  breakfast  Meg  again  also 
went  out,  and  left  Thady  alone  with  her  father. 

By  way  of  propitiating  the  old  man  he  gave 
h/tn  half  the  bit  of  bread  ^\ivcVv  Vi^  ^as  eating. 
And/  devoured  it  as  Vie  \va.d  do^^  Nis\^  \>^s:cku^ 
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and  then  resumed  the  same  apathy  and  look  of 
idle  contentment  which  had  so  harassed  Thady 
on  the  previous  day.  This  second  day  was  more 
grievous,  more  intolerable  even  than  the  first. 
He  walked  froni  the  cabin  to  the  lime-kiln,  and 
from  the  lime-kiln  to  the  cabin  twenty  times. 
He  went  to  Kennedy's  cabin^  to  try  if  he  could 
kill  time  by  subjecting  himself  to  the  brutality 
of  the  man  or  his  wife  j  but  the  door  was  locked 
or  bolted,  and  there  was  apparently  no  one  in 
it;  he  clambered  up  the  hill  ard  then  down 
again — and  again  threw  himself  upon  the 
walls  of  the  lime-kiln,  and  looked  upon  the 
silver  lake  that  lay  beneath  him.  But  the  day 
would  not  pass — it  was  not  even  yet  noon — he 
could  see  that  the  sun  had  yet  a  heavy  space 
to  cover  before  it  would  reach  the  middle  of 
the  skies.  Oh  heavens  !  what  should  he  do? 
Should  he  sit  there  from  day  to  day,  when 
every  hour  seemed  like  an  age  of  misery,  waiting 
till  he  should  be  dragged  out  like  a  badger  from 
its  hole.  He  looked  towards  the  village,  and 
to  different  bits  of  road  which  his  eye  could 
reach,  thinking  that  he  should  see  the  dark 
uniform  of  a  policeman  ;  but  no,  nothing  ever 
was  stirring — it  seemed  as  if  nothing  ever  stirred 
— as  if  nothing  had  life  by  day,  in  that  lifeless, 
desolate  spot.  At  length  he  thought  to  himself 
that  he  would  bear  it  no  longer  j  that  he  would 
not  remain  for  a  short  time  indebted  for  his 
food  to  such  a  man  as  Dan  Kennedy,  and  then 
at  length  be  taken  away  to  the  fate  which  he 
knew  awaited  him,  and  be  dragged  along  the 
roads  by  a  policeman,  with  KaLT\dc\i.^?»  cixv  \s^ 
wrists — a.  show,  to  be  gaped  ax\>^  >^^  tKsvYBC«.'^\ 
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No ;  he  would  return  at  once»  and  give  himself 
upi  he  would  boldly  go  to  the  magistrates  at 
Carrick — declare  that  he  had  done  the  deed, 
and  under  what  provocation  he  had  done  it, 
and  then  let  them  do  the  worst  they  chose  with 
him. 

After  much  considering,  and  many  changes 
in  his  resolutions,  he  at  length  determined  that 
he  would  do  this — that  as  soon  as  it  began  to 
be  dusk,  he  would  leave  the  horrid  mountain 
where  he  had  passed  the  saddest  hours  that  he 
had  yet  known,  and  go  at  once  from  thence  to 
Father  Jolin,  and  implicitly  follow  the  advice 
which  he  might  give  him. 

When  once  he  had  definitely  resolved  on  this 
line  of  conduct  he  was  much  easier  in  his  mind  ; 
he  had  at  any  rate  once  more  something  to  do — 
some  occupation.  He  had  freed  himself  frora 
the  prospect  of  long,  weary,  maending  days,  to 
be  passed  with  that  horrid  man  ^  and  he  was 
comparatively  comfortable. 

He  determined  to  wait  till  it  was  nearly  or 
quite  dusk,  which  would  be  about  five  or  half- 
past  five  o'clock,  and  then  to  leave  the  cabin, 
and  making  what  haste  he  could  to  Drum- 
shambo,  go  from  thence  by  the  road  to  Cash- 
carrigan  and  Ballycloran ;  and  he  calculated 
that  he  would  be  able  to  reach  Father  John's 
cottage  between  ten  and  eleven,  before  the 
priest  had  gone  to  bed  j  and  having  finally 
settled  this  in  his  mind,  he  returned  to  the 
cabin  for  the  last  time,  determined  manfully  to 
sit  out  the  remainder  of  the  afternoon  in  the 
same  apathetic  tranqM\iVii>f^  vjhvch  his  enemy 
Andy  displayed 
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THE    SECOND    ESCAPE 

'For  four  long  hours  there  he  remained,  seated 
on  the  same  stool,  without  moving  or  speaking  j 
and  for  the  same  time  there  sat  Andy  on  his 
bed,  looking  at  the  fire,  and  from  time  to  time 
dragging  a  few  sods  from  under  the  bed  to 
throw  them  upon  the  ashes  and  keep  up  the 
warmth  which  seemed  to  be  his  only  comfort. 
At  length  Thady  thought  it  was  dark  enough, 
and  without  saying  a  word  to  the  old  man,  he 
left  the  cabin  and  again  descended  the  hill 
He  would  not  return  by  the  same  paLh  by  which 
he  had  come  for  fear  he  should  meet  Joe  or 
Corney,  or  Meg — for  he  was  unwilling  that 
even  she  should  see  him  escaping  from  his 
hiding-place.  By  the  time  that  he  reached 
Drumshambo  it  was  dark,  and  it  continued  so 
till  he  got  to  Cashcarrigan,  which  he  did  with- 
out meeting  any  one  who  either  recognised  him 
or  spoke  to  him.  From  thence  he  passed  back 
by  the  two  small  lakes  and  the  cabin  of  the 
poor  widow  who  owed  her  misery  to  Ussher's 
energy,  and  across  the  bog  of  Dramleesh  to 
the  lane  which  would  take  him  by  Ballycloran 
to  Father  John*s  cottage.  But  before  he  reached 
Ballycloran  the  moon  again  rose  bright  and 
clear,  and  as  he  passed  the  spot  where  he  more 
particularly  wished  to  be  shrouded  by  the  dark- 
ness, it  was  so  light  that  any  one  passing  could 
not  but  recognise  him. 
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He  pulled  his  hat  far  over  his  forehead,  and 
passed  on  quickly;  but  just  as  he  got  to  the 
gateway  he  met  Mary  McGovery,  who  was  on 
the  very  point  of  turning  up  the  avenue  to  the 
house.  The  turn  in  the  road,  exactly  at  the 
spot,  had  prevented  him  from  seeing  her  before, 
and  she  immediately  recognised  him. 

**Holy  Virgin  !  Mr,  Thady,"  she  said  ;  **aiid 
is  that  yerself?" 

"  Hist,  Mary,  don't  spake  so  loud — not  that 
I  care  who  spakes  now;  you  see  it*s  me;  and 
I'm  going  to  the  Cottage.  Is  Father  John  at 
home  ?  " 

**  And  what  would  you  do  with  Father  John, 
now?  Don't  you  know  the  police  is  afther 
you?'* 

"  What  matther  ?  it*s  not  much  throuble  I'll 
be  giving  thim,  looking  for  me.  I'm  going  to 
thim  myself  now," 

.  "An'  what  for  would  you  do  that,  Mr.  Tbady  ? 
Don't  you  know  they  found  it  murdher  agin 
you  ?  We  all  hoped  you  were  out  of  the 
counthry  afore  this*  What  for  would  you  go  to 
the  police?  Time  enough  when  they  catches 
you:' 

This  was  the  first  time  that  Thady  had  heard 
that  a  verdict  of  murder  had  been  found  against 
him  before  the  Coroner,  and  though  it  was  only 
what  he  expected,  nevertheless  the  certainty, 
now  that  it  reached  him,  almost  made  him 
change  his  mind  and  return  to  Aughacasheh 
The  remembrance,  however,  of  that  weary 
day,  and  the  feeling  that  even  though  he  were 
there,  he  would  assuredly  be  ultvraatjelY  taken, 
strengthened  his  resoluUOT\,  B.Tid\v«i^\eL— 
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''No,   Mary,    I've   had   enough   of   running 
away  already.     But  tell  me ;  how's  Feemy  ?  " 

**  Why,  thin,  Mr.  Thady^  she's  nothing  much 
to  boast  of*  since  she  was  in  Carrick,  yesterday, 
she's  been  very  bad  intu-ely." 

"What  is  it  ails  her?  It's — it's  that  man's 
death,  isn't  it,  Mary  ?  " 

•"Deed,  Mr.  Thady,  I  s*pose  that  war  the 
first  on  it.  Poor  young  lady  I  in  course  she 
feels  it, — ^Wouldn't  I  feel  it,  av  any  one  was  to 
knock  poor  Denis  on  the  head  ? — not  that  it's 
the  same  thing,  altogether,  for  the  Captain 
wasn't  her  lawful  wedded  husband. — Not  that 
Vm  saying  agin  you,  Mr.  Thady,  for  what  ye 
did." 

**  Never  mind  about  that,  Mary  •  what  I've 
done  is  my  own  look  out.  But  would  Feemy 
see  me,  do  you  think  ?  " 

"  See  you,  Mr.  Thady  1  How  could  she  see 
you,  an'  she  in  a  raging  fever  in  bed  at  Mrs. 
McKeon's?  in  course  she  couldn't  see  you," 

f  *  Good  God  !  and  is  she  so  bad  as  that  ?  *' 

**  Faith,  then,  she  is,  very  bad  intirely;  at 
laste,  Docther  Blake  says  so." 

**lt*s    very    well,   any   way,    that    she's    at 

Drumsna,    instead    of    here    at    Ballycloran. 

pMrs.  McKeon  must  be  a  kind  woman  to  take 

tier  at  such  a  time  as  this.     And  what's  the 

■owld  man  doing  here  by  himself?  " 

**He's  very  quare  in  his  ways,  they  do  be 
saying;  but  I  didn't  see  him  meself  yet;  I'm 
going  down  to  mind  hina,  meself,  this  blessed 
moment.'* 
j         **Why,  isn*t  the  two  girls  ia  it  still?*' 
^    "Fes,   they  is,   Mr.  TYiad^  *,  \i\iX  ^^  ^v 
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frighted  with  the  quare  ways  the  owld  man 
brought  back  with  him  from  Carrick.  He's 
wake  in  the  head,  they  say,  Mr.  Thady,  since 
he  war  up  afore  the  gintlemen  at  the  inquest ; 
an*  as  the  two  girls  wor  frighted  mth  'im,  an*  as 
I  am,  maybe^  a  bit  sthrouger.  an'  a  thrifle  o^vlder 
nor  they,  Father  John  said  Td  better  step  down 
an*  mind  him  a  bit;  an*  when  all  was  settled, 
that  he  would  see  my  expinses  war  paid.*' 

**  Well,  Mary,  good  night !  Be  kind  and 
gentle  with  the  owld  man,  for  he's  enough  on 
him  jist  now  to  unsettle  Ms  mind,  av  it  were 
sthronger  than  it  iver  was ;  and  don't  tell  him 
you  see  me  here,  for  it  would  only  be  making 
him  more  onasy/' 

**  Good  night,  thin,  an'  God  bless  you,  Mr, 
Thady/'  said  M^ry.  "  You've  a  peck  of 
throubles  on  yer  head,  this  night,"  she  added 
to  herself,  as  she  walked  up  the  avenue,  "an' 
it's  little  you  did  to  desarve  'em,  onless  working 
hard  night  an'  day  war  a  sin.  Well,  God  for- 
give us  I  shure  you're  betther  off  still,  than  the 
gay  man  you  stretched  the  other  night ; "  and 
she  went  on  to  commence  her  new  business^ — 
that  of  watching  and  consoling  Larry  Macder- 
mot  in  his  idiotcy. 

Thady  pursued  his  road  to  the  Cottage, 
without  meeting  any  one  else,  and  with  some 
hesitation  knocked  at  the  priest's  door.  His 
heart  palpitated  violently  within  him  as  he 
waited  some  Uttle  time  for  an  answer.  It  was 
about  eleven,  and  he  knew  that  at  that  hour 
Father  John  would  still  be  up,  if  he  were  at 
homej  though  Judy  would  ptobablv  have  retired 
to  her  slumbers.    He  was  i\%\\i \t1\5as cAo:^ajx\ciXL  \ 
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for  in  a  short  time  he  heard  the  heavy  step 
of  Father  John  in  the  hall,  and  then  the 
rusty  door-key  grated  in  the  lock*  Thady*s 
knees  shook  beneath  him  as  he  listened  to 
the  rising  latch.  How  should  he  meet  Father 
John's  eyes  after  what  he  had  done?  How 
should  he  find  words  to  tell  him  that  he  had 
broken  the  solemn  vow  that  he  had  taken  on 
the  holy  scriptures,  and  had,  in  his  first  difficulty, 
flown  to  the  disreputable  security  to  be  found 
in  the  haunts  of  such  men  as  Joe  Reynolds  and 
Dan  Kennedy.  However,  this  he  would  have 
to  tell  him ;  for  the  door  was  now  open,  and 
there  stood  the  priest,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on 
Thady*s  sad  face  and  soiled  appearance. 

Thady  had  not  had  his  clothes  off  for  the 
last  two  nights,  and  they  now  bore  all  the  soil 
and  stains  of  his  two  midnight  walks ;  his 
countenance  was  pale  in  the  extreme,  and, 
never  full  or  healthy,  now  seemed  more  thin 
and  wan,  than  forty-eight  hours'  sorrow  could 
possibly  have  made  it.  He  was  much  fatigued, 
for  his  shoes  had  become  soaked  with  water  in 
the  moist  grounds  through  which  he  had  passed 
and  repassed,  and  his  feet  were  blistered  with 
his  long  and  unaccustomed  walks. 

When  Father  John  saw  him,  his  heart  melted 
within  him  at  the  sight  of  the  young  man's  sad 
and  melancholy  figure.  We  already  know  that 
from  the  moment  he  had  first  heard  of  the 
catastrophe,  he  had  made  excuses  in  his  own 
heart  for  Thady;  and  when  he  had  heard,  as 
he  did  at  the  inquest,  that  his  sister  had  been 
with  Ussher  when  he  lifted  his  ^dck  ^.^^x'<x•=J5. 
biw^  be  had  not  only  axrqmil'&dYCvcci  m\iN&Qi^"«^ 
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estimation,  from  anything  like  the  crime  of 
murder^  but  he  also  felt  certain  that  had  he 
been  in  the  same  situation,  he  would  most 
assiuedly  have  done  the  same  as  Thady  had 
done.  He  had  been  much  surprised  at  the 
Coroner's  verdict ;  he  could  not  think  how 
twelve  men  on  their  oath  could  call  Ussher's 
death  murder,  when  it  so  evidently  appeared  to 
him  that  the  man  stigmatised  by  that  verdict 
as  a  murderer,  had  only  been  actuated  by  the 
praiseworthy  purpose  of  defending  his  sister 
from  disgrace  and  violence ;  and  when,  more- 
over^  it  was  so  plain  that  Thady's  presence  on 
the  scene  at  the  moment  was  accidental, 
and  that  the  attack  could  not  have  been  pre- 
meditated. 

The  jurors,  however,  had  not  been  Thad/s 
friends,  as  Father  John  was,  nor  were  they 
inclined  to  look  upon  such  a  deed  with  the 
same  lenient  ejQS,  It  appeared  to  them  that 
Ussher  was  not  using  any  violence  to  the  young 
lady,  who  had  herself  admitted  in  her  evidence, 
that  she  was  a  willing  party  to  Ussher's  pro- 
ceedings. Doubtless,  there  might  be  circum- 
stances, which  at  the  prisoner's  trixl  would  be 
properly  put  forward  in  palliation  of  the  murder, 
by  his  counsel;  but  with  that  the  jury  before 
the  Coroner  could  have  nothing  to  do ;  and  on 
these  considerations,  the  jurors  with  very  little 
delay  had  come  to  the  conclusion  which  bad  so 
surprised  and  grieved  Father  John-     Still,  how- 

tever,  he  looked  forward  with  almost  absolute 
certainly  to  Thady's  acquittal  at  his  trial,  and 
w^s  by  far  more  angry  wk  \  \\\e  ^QM^^man  hioa- 
self,  at  his  folly  in  altempUng  Vo  SS.^  Ixoto.  \%is\>c&^ 
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lum  he  was  at  the  deed  which  had  put  him 
under  its  power.  Now,  howeverj  when  he  saw 
him  pale,  fatigued,  harassed,  and  in  sorrow  at 
his  door,  his  anger  all  turned  to  pity,  and  the 
only  feeling  left  in  his  bosom  led  him  to  think 
how  he  Gould  assuage  his  sufferings  and  comfort 
hira  in  his  aflFlictions, 

Thady  was  the  first  to  speak,  —  **  Father 
John/'  he  said,  **rve  come  to  give  myself  up; 

tl  thought  I'd  tell  you,  as  1  passed  the  door." 
"  Oh,  my  son,  my  son  I  '*  said  Father  John* 
"Come  in  though,  Thady,  come  in — till  we 
think  what's  best  to  do  in  this  sad  time  ; "  and 
they  went  again  into  the  little  parlour,  where  so 
short  a  time  ago  Thady  had  made  the  promise 
which  he  now  had  to  confess  he  had  broken* 

He  then  gave  the  priest,  by  degrees,  the  whole 
history  of  the  affair ;  he  told  how  the  different 
events  had  happened  ;  he  explained  how 
Feemy's  appearance  as  she  lay  fainting  in 
Ussher's  arms,  and  that  man's  words  lo  her, 
when  he  declared  that  she  must  come  with  him, 
had  at  the  moment  made  him  think  that  she 
was  being  dragged  away  by  violence ;  and  that 
he  had  had  this  conviction  on  his  mind  when 
he  raised  his  stick  to  strike.  He  then  told 
Father  John  exactly  what  he  had  done  since 
the  occurrence,  the  precautions  which  he  took 
respecting  the  body — the  visit  which  he  paid  to 
his  father  and  his  sister,  and  lastly,  how  he 
had  Bed  for  the  sake  of  security,  and  passed 
two  miserable  days  among  the  mountains  in 
AughacasheL 

**  Ah  1  my  poor  boy,"  said  ¥al\\^t  \qKtv^ 
"thai's  what  I  have  to  b\am^  ^o>ilw.   ^^^Va^- 
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H     made  you  fly  there?  what  made  you  fly  any- 

H     where  ?  why  did  you  not  with  an  honest  face  at 

^  once  place  yourself  in  the  hands  of  the  police, 

from  whom  you  must  know  you  couldn't  have 

remained  concealed  ?  " 

III  **  Oh,  Father  John,  av  you  could  feel  all  I 

H      felt  when  I  first  knew  the  man  was  dead — when 

^P      my   own   sisther   spurned   me — and  when  my 

H      father  told  me  I  was  a  murdherer,  you  wouldn't 

™      w^onder  at  my  flying,  av  it  were  only  for  an 

hour." 

**  That's  true,  my  boy — that's  very  true ;  and 

I  won't  ask  you  now  where  you  were^  or  who 

^      were  with  you — or  what  folly  you    may  have 

H      done  whilst  there  ;  for  I  haven't  the   heart  to 

n  blame  you  for  what  you've  done  in  the  extremity 

of  your  misery.     But   now,  Thady,   we   must 

think  of  the  future;  of  course  you  know,  that 

having  come  to  my  house,  and  having  seen  me, 

you  must  at  once  place  yourself  in  the  hands  of 

I'^the  police." 
*'  Iq  course,  Father  John ;  I  was  only  on  my 
way  to  Carrick  when  I  called  here.  In  truth, 
I  wanted  a  kind  word  from  you  before  they  put 
me  in  that  horrid  place." 
"  My  poor,  dear  boy,  it's  little  comfort  I  can 
give  you,  except  to  tell  you  that  we  all  think, — 
that  is,  McKeon  and  I,  and  the  rest  of  us, — 
that  when  the  trial  comes  on  they  must  acquit 
Iyou^any  jury  must  acquit  you  ;  and  that  till 
that  time  comes,  you  may  be  sure  whatever  can 
be  done  for  you  by  the  warmest  friends,  shall 
be  done  by  us.  But  you  know,  Thady,  till  that 
time  does  come — till  the  ttvai  \a  ovev:,  ^ou  must 
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'But,  Father  John,  do  you  think  they'll 
acquit  me?  do  you  think- — does  Mr.  McKeon 
i^kthink,  they'll  not  find  it  murder?" 
^^  "  Indeed  he  does,  Thady,  and  so  do  I ;  and 
so  Vm  sure  does  the  Coroner,  by  what  he  said 
to  the  jury.  Pm  sure  he  didn't  expect  them  to 
find  it  murder  at  the  inquest." 

"  That's  great  comfort,  Father  John  *  but  you 
always  had  comfort  for  me.  But  tell  me,  what's 
this  I  hear  about  Fee  my  and  my  father ;  is  it 
thrue  they're  both  ill  ?  " 

"  I've  little  comfort  for  you  in  that  quarter, 
I^m  afraid ;  but  though  Feemy's  ill,  I  don't  think 
she's  dangerously  so.  She  will  want  time  to 
bring  her  round;  but  IVe  no  doubt  time  will 
bring  her  round.  She  has  had  a  great  deal  to 
try  her  too;  she  was  very  fond  of  that  man, 
though  he  was  so  unworthy  of  her ;  and  it  isn't 
easy  for  a  girl  like  Feemy  to  get  over  at  once 
the  loss  of  him  she  loved  so  dearly.*' 

"  God  send  she  may  recover  !  I  did  it  all 
for  the  best.  Larry  was  long  aiUng  ;  1  fear  this 
has  knocked  him  up  intirely  ;  what'll  the  tinants 
do  now  at  al!  ?  they'll  have  no  one  over  thim 
but  Keegart,  I  suppose :  he'll  be  resaving  the 
rints  now,  Father  John ;  won't  he  ?  '' 

** Don't  mind  that  now,  my  boy;  you've 
enough  on  your  heart  now  without  troubling 
yourself  about  that." 

'*WeU,  then^  I'll  be  wishing  you  good-bye; 
ril  go  on  to  Carrick." 

**  No,  Thady,  not  to-night ;  stay  here  to-night. 

I  would  not  have  you  go  in  and  give  yourself 

HP  under  cover  of  the  dark,     Earl^  to-tivci^^^^ 

^^--^5  soon  as  Counsellor  WebXi  wKv  \i^  ^^^^^^^sa- 
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shall  go  with  me  to  him.  He'll  no  doubt 
coramit  you ;  indeed  he  must  do  so  ;  but  that 
will  be  better  for  you  than  lying  all  night  in  the 
guard-roora  at  the  police-station,  and  being 
dragged  out  in  the  morning,  cold,  comfortless, 
and  hungry/* 

Father  John  then  got  him  supper  and  had 
a  bed  prepared  for  him,  and  early  in  the  morn- 
ing he  sent  down  to  Ballycloran  for  his  linen 
and  clothes  that  he  might  appear  in  a  more 
respectable  manner  before  the  magistrate;  he 
had  his  horse  and  car  ready  for  them  after 
breakfast,  and  at  about  ten  they  started  for 
Counsellor  Webb's, 

They  found  the  magistrate  at  home,  and 
Father  John  sent  in  word  to  him  that  Mr. 
Macdermot  having  heard  the  verdict  which  had 
been  returned  at  the  Coroner's  inquest,  had 
come  to  surrender  himself  Mr.  Webb  received 
the  two  into  his  study,  and  having  explained  to 
Thady  that  it  was  of  course  his  duty  immediately 
to  commit  him,  sent  to  Carrick  for  police,  in 
whose  charge  it  would  be  necessary  that  the 
prisoner  should  be  sent  from  thence. 

'^I'ra  very  sorry/*  said  Webb,  "that  this 
should  be  my  principal  duty,  and  that  I  should 
be  obliged  to  hand  you  over  to  the  constables  ; 
but  you  must  have  been  aware  that  I  should  do 
so,  when  you  came  to  me," 

Father  John  then  took  Mr,  Webb  aside,  and 
explained  to  him  all  the  particulars  of  the  case, 
which  had  not  come  out  at  the  inquest ;  and  at 
last  it  was  agreed  that  he,  Mr.  Webb,  should  go 
with  them  into  Carrick — ihax  tVtt'^  ^Qwld  call  at 
the  police-office  to  mfoira  ^e  sei^.^'ax^x  <lc^^'«i 
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the  prisoner  was  in  custody,  and  that  they 
should  go  direct  to  the  gaol,  and  that  Thady 
should  be  immediately  handed  over  to  the 
custody  of  the  gaoler.  This  was  accordiogly 
done,  and  he  avoided  the  disgrace,  which  he  so 
feared,  of  being  led  through  the  town  with 
handcuffs  on  his  wrists* 

Father  John  did  not  leave  him  until  he  had 
seen  him  settled  with  whatever  comfort  a  prison 
could  afford  *  but  of  these  things,  now  that  he 
was  there,  he  seemed  to  think  much  less  than 
the  priest  himself. 

When  Father  John  was  kindly  petitioning 
with  the  Governor  to  allow  the  prisoner  a  light 
in  his  cell,  he  said,  **  What  matters  ?  a  light 
won^t  make  the  time  pass  over  quicker." 

The  next  assizes  would  not  take  place  till 
April,  six  months  after  the  present  time ;  and  it 
was  finally  agreed  that  Father  John  should  take 
on  himself  all  the  cares  connected  with  his 
defence,  and  should  from  time  to  time  visit 
him  in  his  confinement,  and  give  him  such  news 
respecting  his  father,  his  sister,  and  the  affairs 
at  Ballycloran,  as  he  might  have  to  bring; — 
and  then  he  took  his  leave. 

When  he  was  gone  Thady  was  once  more 

one  and  in  solitude  ;  moreover,  he  felt  strongly 

le  gloom  of  the  big  cold  walls  around  him — of 
the  huge  locks  which  kept  him — the  austerity 
and  discomforts  of  prison  discipline,  and  all  the 

iseries  of  confinement;  but  yet  even  there,  in 
;aol  and  committed  to  take  his  trial  for  life — 
hough  doomed  to  the  monotony  of  that  dull 
cell  for  six  months — still  he  i^\\.  itv^rixX^V^  V^*^  A. 
wretched  than  he  had  done  ^\\^^\.  "svvxxxv^  '^^^   > 
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Andy  McEvoy's  cabin,  wondering  at  the  torpidity 
of  its  owner.  The  feeling  of  susj)ense,  of  in- 
activity,  the  dread  of  being  found  and  dragged 
away,  joined  to  the  horror  he  felt  at  remaining 
in  so  desolate  a  place,  would  have  driven  him 
mad.  Now  he  knew  that  he  had  no  daily  acci- 
dent to  fear^ — no  new  misfortune  to  dread — and 
he  nerved  himself  to  bear  the  six  long  coming 
months  with  fortitude  and  patience.  Though 
the  time  was  long,  and  his  weary  days  generally 
unbroken  by  anything  that  could  interest  or 
enliven  them,  still,  from  the  hour  when  Father 
John  first  spoke  to  him  at  his  hall  door,  to  that 
in  which  he  was  led  into  the  Court-house  dock 
as  a  prisoner  to  take  his  trial  for  his  life,  he 
never  once  repented  that  he  had  quitted  Augha- 
cashel  and  his  mountain  security,  to  give  himself 
up  as  a  prisoner  to  the  authorities  of  Carrick. 


CHAPTER   XXV 

RETROSPECTIVE 

As  story-tellers  of  every  description  have,  from 
time  immemorial,  been  considered  free  from 
those  niceties  by  which  all  attempts  in  the 
nobler  classes  of  literature  are  or  should  be 
restrained,  we  consider  no  apology  necessary 
for  requesting  the  reader  to  leap  over  with  us 
the  space  of  four  months ;  but  still,  before  we 
continue  our  tale  from  ti:ia.l  dBLl^^itwiU  be  as 
well  that  we  should  give  a.  s\vott  ^M\X\xi^  oi  ^t. 
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cipal  events  which  produced  the  state  in 
which  the  circumstances  of  the  Macdermots 
will  then  be  found,  and  we  are  sorry  to  say  that 
they  were  not  such  as  could  offer  much  conso- 
latioD  to  them. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  Pat  Brady  was  com- 
niissioned  by  his  master  to  take  Ussher*s  body 
to  the  police-station  at  Carrick,  in  Fred  Brown's 
gig.  This  commission  he  promptly  performed, 
and  also  that  of  restoring  the  gig  to  its  owner ; 
and  after  having  thus  completed  his  master's 
behests  like  a  good  servant,  he  paid  a  visit  on 
his  own  account  to  Mr*  Keegan. 

Although  it  was  late,  he  still  found  that  active 
gentleman  up^  and  gave  him  a  tolerably  accurate 
account  of  what  had  happened  at  Ballycloran, 
adding  that  "  the  young  masther  had  gone  off 
to  join  the  boys,  at  laste  that's  what  he  sup- 
posed he'd  be  afther  now."  As  soon  as  Kee-  ^ 
gan's  stn^prise  was  a  little  abated,  he  perceived 
that  the  afifair  would  probably  act  as  a  stepping- 
itone,  on  which  he  might  walk  into  Ballycloran 

ven  sooner  than  he  had  hitherto  thought  to  do  ; 
and  when,  as  one  of  the  jurors  at  the  coroner's 
inquest,  on  the  next  morning,  he  saw  that 
poor  Larry  had  evidently  fallen  into  absolute 
idiotcy,  and  heard  that  Thady  had,  in  fact, 
escaped,  he  instantly  determined  to  take  such 
legal  steps   on   behalf  of  his   father-in-law   as 

ould  put  the  property  under  his  management 
And  this,  accordingly,  he  did.  The  proper 
steps  for  proving  the  old  man  to  be  of  unsound 
mind  would  have  been  attended  with  very  great 
expense;  instead  of  doing  this^  he  ^ot  tvvocL- 
seJf  made    receiver   ovet    t\ifc  ^q^«x:c^^  ^sa^ 
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determined  to  arrest  Larry,  which,  in  his  existing 
state,  he  conceived  he  should  have  no  difficulty 
in  doing.  Here,  however,  he.  found  himself 
very  much  mistaken,  for  nothing  could  induce 
the  old  man  to  leave  his  own  room,  or  so  much 
as  allow  the  front  door  to  be  unlocked,  Mary 
Brady  still  continued  to  attend  him  every  day, 
returning  home  to  her  husband  after  sunset,  and 
she  found  him  very  easy  to  manage  in  every 
other  particular,  so  long  as  he  was  allowed  to 
have  his  own  way  in  this,  . 

He  had  quite  lost  the  triumphant  feeling 
which  led  him  to  boast  in  the  streets  of  Carrick, 
after  leaving  the  inquest,  that  he  had  escaped 
from  Fiannelly's  power,  and  that  he  would 
never  have  to  pay  him  another  farthing;  for 
now  if  he  heard  a  strange  step,  he  fancied  it  to 
be  a  baili6f*s,  and  if  there  was  the  slightest  noise 
in  the  house,  he  thought  that  an  attempt  was 
being  made  to  drag  him  off  by  violence.  It 
was  a  miserable  sight  to  see  the  old  man, 
thin,  wan,  and  worn  out,  sitting  during  that 
cold  winter,  by  a  few  sods  of  turf,  vnth  the  door 
of  his  own  room  ajar,  watching  the  iiont  door 
from  morning  till  night,  to  see  that  no  one 
opened  it.  Before  Christmas  he  had  his  bed 
brought  down  into  the  same  room,  in  order 
that  he  might  not  be  betrayed  into  the  hands  of 
his  enemies  in  the  morning  before  he  was  up, 
and  from  that  time  no  inducement  could  pre- 
vail on  him  to  leave  the  room  for  a  moment. 

During  this  time  his  poverty  was  very  great ; 
the  tenants  had  been  served  with  legai  notices 
to  pay  neither  to  him  not  to  Thady  any  portion 
of  their  rents,  and  consequem\y  ^ToV\stfm^  ^tx^ 
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^^^Sf  low  and  very  scarce  at  Ballycloran  ;  in  fact, 
had  it  not  been  for  the  kiadness  of  Father  John, 
Mr.  McKeon,  and  Counsellor  Webb,  whose  pro- 
perty was  adjoining  to  Ballycloran,  Larry  would 
have  been  starved  into  a  surrender.  Mr,  Webb 
went  so  far  as  to  interfere  with  Mr.  Keegan, 
and  to  point  out  to  him  that  in  all  humanity  he 
should  stay  his  proceedings  till  after  Thady's 
trial,  but  Keegan  replied  that  he  was  only  acting 
for  Mr.  Flanneliy,  who  was  determined  to  have 
the  matter  settled  at  once ;  that  all  he  wanted 
was  his  own,  and  that  he  had  already  waited 
too  long. 

When  Keegan  found  that  Larry  Macdermot, 
in  spite  of  his  infirmities,  was  too  wary  to  be 
caught,  he  endeavoured  to  bribe  Mary  to  open 
the  door  to  his  emissaries,  and  to  betray  the 
old  man  5  but  though  Mary  was  very  fond  of 
money,  she  was  too  honest  for  this,  and  she 
replied  to  the  attorney  by  telling  him>  "  that  for 
all  the  money  in  the  bank  of  Canick,  she 
wouldn*t  be  the  one  to  trate  the  ould  blood 
that  way.*'  Larry  consequently  still  held  out  at 
Ballycloran,  living  on  the  chance  presents  of 

khis  friends,  who  sent  him  at  one  time  a  few 
^tone  of  potatoes,  at  another  a  pound  of  tea, 
I  then  a  bit  of  bacon  or  a  few  bottles  of  whiskey  ; 
this  last,  however,  was  confided  to  Mary,  with 
injunctions  not  to  allow  him  too  frequently 
lo  have  recourse  to  the  only  comforter  that  was 
left  to  him. 

Though  Keegan  failed  to  gain  admission  into 
the  house^  and  could  not  therefore  put  himself 
into  absolute  possession  of  the  estate,  still  he 
could  do  whax  he  pleased  mv\w  ^€;\3W2v^%^^^^ 
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he  was  not  long  in  availing  himself  of  the 
power.  In  January  he  served  notices  on  all  the 
tenants  that  unless  the  %vhole  arrears  were  psdd 
on  or  before  the  end  of  the  next  month,  they 
would  be  ejected ;  and  to  many  of  those  who 
held  portions  of  the  belter  part  of  the  land, 
he  sent  summary  notices  to  quit  on  the  first 
of  May  next  following.  These  notices  were  all 
served  by  Pat,  who  assured  the  tenants  that 
he  only  performed  the  duties  which  he  had  now 
undertaken  that  he  might  look  after  Mr.  Thady's 
interests,  and  as,  as  he  said,  "  there  could  be  no 
use  in  life  in  his  refusing  to  do  it,  for  av  he 
didn't,  another  would,  and  the  tenants  would  be 
no  beither,  and  he  a  dale  the  worse.'' 

These  things  by  no  means  tended  to  make 
Keegan's  name  popular  on  the  estate,  par- 
ticularly at  Drumleesh,  where  the  tenants  were 
but  ill  prepared  to  pay  their  rent  by  small  por- 
tions at  a  timcj  and  were  utterly  confounded  at 
the  idea  of  having  to  pay  up  the  arrears  in  a 
lump ;  but  Pat  assured  him  that  although  they 
were  surly  and  sullen,  they  gave  no  signs  or 
showed  any  determination  of  having  recourse  to 
violence,  or  of  openly  rebelling  against  the 
authority  of  their  new  landlord. 

Pat,  however,  knew  but  little  of  what  was 
going  on  amongst  them  now.  Although  they 
found  no  absolute  fault  with  the  arguments 
which  he  used  for  acting  on  Mr.  Keegan*s 
behalf,  still  he  soon  discovered  that  the  tenants 
had  withdrawn  their  confidence  from  him,  and 
that  they  looked  upon  him  rather  as  the  servant 
of  their  new  tyrant,  than  as  Ite  iuetvd  to  whom 
they  had  been  accustomed  to  Vum,  ^>&exi.  "Cdl^ 
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^fSnted  any  little  favour  from  their  old  master. 
He  had,  moreover,  discontinued  his  visits  to 
Mrs,  Mulready's,  and  had  for  a  long  time  seen 
nothing  of  Joe  Reynolds  and  hts  set,  who  spent 
most  of  their  time  in  Anghacashel,  or  at  any 
rate  away  from  Drurakesh. 

Joe  Reynolds  had  been  altogether  unable  to 
account  for  Thady's  sudden  disappearance  from 
Aughacashel.  At  first  he  thought  he  must  have 
been  taken  prisoner  by  some  of  the  police, 
whilst  roaming  about  in  the  neighbourhood  j 
and  although  he  ultimately  heard  that  Father 
John  and  he  had  gone  together  to  Counsellor 
Webb*s,  still  he  never  could  learn  how  Thady 
had  fallen  into  the  priest's  hands.  Joe,  how- 
ever, did  not  forget  that  Thady  had  done  what 
he  considered  the  good  service  of  ridding  the 
country  of  Ussher,  and  he  swore  that  he  would 
repay  it  by  punishing  the  man,  who  in  his  esti- 
mation was  robbing  Thady  of  his  right  and  his 
P property;  he  had  long  since  declared  at  Mrs, 
Itfulready's,  as  we  are  aware,  that  if  Thady 
Would  come  over  and  join  his  party,  Keegan 
should  not  come  upon  the  estate  with  impunity, 
^^nd  he  was  now  determined  to  keep  his  word. 
^B  Keegan,  trusting  to  tiie  assurance  of  Pat, 
^Fthat  the  tenants  were  all  quiet  and  peaceable, 
at  length  began  to  go  among  them  himself,  and 
had>  about  the  beginning  of  February,  once  or 
twice  ridden  over  portions  of  the  property. 
About  five  o'clock  one  evening  in  that  month, 
he  was  riding  towards  home  along  the  little  lane 
that  skirts  Drumleesh  bog,  after  having  seen  as 
much  of  that  delectable  neighbourhood  tL^  n. 
man  could  do  on  hoTsebackjyi\i^iL\A's»\v3i'5»t^^!>s» 
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stopped  by  a  man  wrapped  in  a  very  large  frieze 
tcoat,  but  whose  face  was  not  concealed,  who 
asked  him,  "could  he  spake  to  his  honer  about 
a  bit  of  land  that  he  was  thinking  of  axiag 
afther,  when  the  man  that  was  on  it  was  put  ofiT, 
as  he  bearil  war  to  be  done."  As  tlie  man  said 
this  he  laid  his  hands  on  tlie  bridle,  and  Keegan 
fearing  fjom  this  that  somethmg  was  not  right, 
put  his  hand  into  his  coat  pocket,  where  his 
pistols  were,  and  told  the  man  to  come  to  him 
at  Carrick,  if  he  wanted  to  say  anything.  The 
man,  however,  continued,  "  av  his  honer  wouldn't 
think  it  too  much  throuble  jist  to  come  down  for 
one  moment,  he'd  point  out  the  cabin  which  he 
meant"  Keegan  was  now  sure  from  the  man's 
continuing  to  keep  his  hand  on  the  bridle,  that 
some  injury  to  him  was  intended,  and  was  in 
the  act  of  drawing  his  pistol  from  his  pocket, 
when  he  was  knocked  altogether  from  off  his 
horse  by  a  blow  which  he  received  on  the 
head  with  a  large  stone,  tlirown  from  the  other 
side  of  one  of  the  banks  which  ran  along  the 
road.  The  blow  and  the  fall  completely  stunned 
hinij  and  when  he  came  to  himself  he  was  lying 
on  the  road ;  the  man  who  had  stopped  his 
horse  was  kneeling  on  his  chest;  a  man,  whose 
face  was  blackened,  was  holding  down  his  two 
feet,  and  a  third,  whose  face  had  also  been 
blackened,  was  kneeling  on  the  road  beside  him 
with  a  small  axe  in  his  hand.  Keegan*s  courage 
utterly  faded  him  when  he  saw  the  sharp  instru- 
ment in  the  ruffian's  grasp ;  he  began  to  promise 
largely  if  they  would  let  him  escape- — forgive- 
ness— money — land — ^anything^everything  for 
his  life.     Neither  of  V\i^va,  Vo^^Nex,  ^jc^k^^^^ 
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^TB^  and  before  the  first  sentence  he  uttered 
was  well  out  of  his  mouth,  the  instrument  fell 
on  his  leg,  just  above  the  ankle,  with  all  the 
man's  force  ;  the  first  blow  only  cut  his  trousers 
and  his  boot,  and  bruised  him  sorely,— for  his 
boots  protected  him  ]  the  second  cut  the  flesh, 
and  grated  against  the  bone ;  in  vain  he  struggled 
violently,  and  with  all  the  force  of  a  man 
struggling  for  his  life;  a  third,  and  a  fourth,  and 
a  fifth  descended,  crashing  the  bone,  dividing 
the  marrow,  and  ultimately  severing  the  foot 
from  the  leg.  When  they  had  done  their  work, 
they  left  him  on  the  road,  till  some  passer  by 
should  have  compassion  on  him,  and  obtain  for 
him  the  means  of  conveyance  to  his  home. 

In  a  short  time  Keegan  fainted  from  loss 
of  blood,  but  the  cold  frost  soon  brought  him 
to  his  senses;  he  got  up  and  hobbled  to  the 
nearest  cabin,  dragging  after  him  the  mutilated 
foot,  which  still  attached  itself  to  his  body  by 
the  cartilages  and  by  the  fragments  of  his  boot 
and  trousers;  and  from  thence  reached  his 
home  on  a  country  car,  racked  by  pain,  which 
the  jolting  of  the  car  and  th& sharp  frost  did  not 
tend  to  assuage. 

At  the  time  of  which  we  are  writing — about 
the  first  week  in  March — he  had  been  entirely 
unable  to  ascertain  any  of  the  party  by  whom 
he  had  been  attacked.  The  men  were  Dan 
Kennedy,  Joe  Reynolds,  and  Corney  Dolan; 
of  these,  Joe  alone  was  personally  known  to 
Keegan,  and  it  was  he  who  used  the  axe  with 
such  fell  cruelty ;  but  he  had  been  so  com- 
pletely disguised  at  the  time,  that  Kee^atv  h^ 
not  in  the  least  recognised  ^ivm,    Xi^w^^^  ^*^ 
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man  who  had  at  first  stopped  the  horse,  and 
he  being  confident  that  Keegan  had  not  even 
heard  his  name,  and  tliat  he  was  very  unlikely 
to  be  in  any  place  where  his  victim  could  again 
see  him  so  as  to  know  him,  had  not  feared  to 
stop  the  horse,  and  address  its  rider  without  any 
disguise. 

This  act,  which  was  originally  proposed  and 
finally  executed  more  with  the  intent  of  avenging 
Thady,  than  with  any  other  purpose,  was  the 
most  unfortunate  thing  for  him  that  could  have 
happened  ;  for  in  the  first  place  it  made  the 
magistrates  and  the  government  imagine  that 
the  country  was  in  a  disorderly  state  generally, 
and  that  it  was  therefore  necessary  to  follow  up 
the  prosecutions  at  the  Assizes  with  more  than 
ordinary  vigour ;  and  in  the  next  place,  it  made 
Keegan  determined  to  do  all  that  he  could  to 
secure  Thady^s  conviction,  for  he  attributed  his 
horrible  mutilation  to  the  influence  of  the 
Macdermots, 

Other  things  had  also  occurred  during  the 
four  months  since  Thady  had  given  himself  up 
to  the  authorities,  which  had  determined  the 
law  officers  of  the  government  to  follow  up 
Ussher*s  murderer  with  all  severity,  and  obtain 
if  possible  a  conviction. 

The  man  who  had  been  sent  to  Mohill  in 
Ussher's  place  was  by  no  means  his  equal  either 
in  courage,  determination,  or  perseverance; 
6ti1],  it  had  been  necessary  for  him  to  follow  to 
'a  certain  degree  in  his  predecessor's  steps, 
especially  as  at  the  time  illicit  distillation  had 
become  more  general  in  the  country  than  it  had 
ever  been  known  to  ht  btloi^.    kxaax^xiascifc^ 
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!^ogan,  who  had  acted  very  successfully  as  a 
spy  to  Ussher,  also  offered  his  services  to  the 
new  officer,  by  whom  they  were  accepted.  This 
man  had  learnt  that  potheen  was  being  made  at 
Aughacashel,  and,  dressed  in  the  uniform  of  one 
of  the  Revenue  police,  had  led  the  men  to  Dan 
Kennedy's  cabin.  Here  they  merely  found 
Abrahamj  the  cripple,  harmlessly  employed  in 
superintending  the  boiling  of  some  lumpers,  and 
Andy  McEvoy  in  the  other  cabin,  sitting  on  his 
bed  ;  not  a  drop  of  potheen^not  a  grain  of 
malt — not  a  utensil  used  in  distillation  was 
found,  and  they  had  to  return  foiled  and  beaten. 
The  new  officer,  whose  name  was  Foster,  also 
received  various  threatening  letters,  and  among 
them  the  following  : — 

**  This  is  to  giv'  notis,  Captin  Furster,  av 
you'll  live  and  let  live,  and  be  quite  an'  pacable 
— divil  a  rason  is  there,  why  you  need  be 
afeard — but  av  you  go  on  among  the  Lea  trim 
boys — as  that  bloody  thundhering  ruffin  Ussher, 
by  the  etarnal  blessed  Glor)',  you  wul  soon  be 
streatched  as  he  war — lor  the  Leatrim  boys 
isn't  thim  as  wul  put  up  with  it*" 

This  was  only  one  of  many  that  he  received 
— and  these,  together  with  the  futility  of  his 
first  attempt^ — a  tremendous  stoning  which  he 
and  his  men  received  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Drumshambo — the  burning  of  Cogan's  cabin, 
and  the  fate  of  his  predecessor,  totally  frightened 
ira ;  and  he  represented  lo  the  head  office  in 
ublin  that  the  country  was  in  such  a  state^ 
that  he  was  unable,  with  the  ^ma}^  \io^^  ^\  "OiK^ 
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at  his  command^  to  carry  on  his  business  with 
anything  approaching  to  security. 

These  things  all  operated  much  against  the 
chance  of  Thady's  acquittal,  and  his  warmest 
friends  could  not  but  feel  that  they  did  so. 
People  in  the  country  began  to  say  that  some 
severe  example  was  necessary — that  the  country 
was  in  a  dreadful  state — and  that  the  govern- 
ment must  be  upheld  ;  and  these  fears  became 
ten  times  greater,  when  it  was  generally  known 
that  Tliady,  a  day  or  two  before  the  catastrophe, 
had  absolutely  associated  with  some  of  the  most 
desperate  characters  in  the  country, 

Brady,  at  first,  had  been  unwilling  to  divulge 
all  that  he  knew  to  Mr.  Keegan ;  for^  though  he 
felt  no  hesitation  in  betraying  liis  old  master, 
he  was  not  desirous  to  hang  him  ;  but  Keegan, 
by  degrees,  got  it  all  out  of  him,  and  bribed  so 
high  that  Pat,  at  last,  consented  to  come  forward 
at  the  trial  and  swear  to  all  the  circumstances  of 
the  meeting  at  Mrs.  Mehan^s,  and  the  attorney 
lost  no  time  in  informing  the  solicitor,  who  was 
to  conduct  the  prosecution  on  behalf  of  the 
crown,  what  this  witness  was  able  to  prove. 

All  this  was  sad  news  for  Father  John,  and 
his  friend  McKeon,  but  still  they  would  not 
despair.  They  talked  the  matter  over  and  over 
again  in  McKeon's  parlour,  and  Tony  occa- 
sionally almost  forgot  his  punch  in  his  anxiety 
to  put  forward  and  make  the  most  of  all  those 
points,  which  he  considered  to  be  in  Thady's 
favour.  It  was  not  only  the  love  of  justice,  his 
regard  for  the  family  of  the  Macdermots,  and 
JkiFather  John's  eloquence  which  had  enlisted 
ZlcKeon    so    t\iorou^\\V^  m  "l^^a&if  ^  W^ti^^t^ 
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^Hiough,  no  doubt,  these  three  things  had 
great  weight  with  him, — but  his  owa  personal 
predilections  had  also  a  considerable  share  in 
doing  sOp 

The  three  leading  resident  gentlemen  in  the 
neighbourhood  were  Sir  Michael  Gibson^  Mr. 
Jonas  Brown,  and  Counsellor  Webb ;  they  were 
the  three  magistrates  who  regularly  attended  the 
ctty  sessions  at  Carrick  ;  and  as  they  usually 
eld  different  opinions  on  all  important  subjects 
relative  to  the  locality  in  which  they  resided,  so 
all  their  neighbours  swore  by  one  of  them,  con- 
demning the  other  two  as  little  better  than  fools 
or  knaves. 

Sir  Michael  was  by  far  the  richest,  and  would, 
therefore,  naturally  have  had  the  greatest  num- 
ber of  followers,  had  it  not  been  that  it  was 
usually  extremely  difficult  to  find  out  what  his 
opinion  was.  He  was  neither  a  bad  nor  a  good 
landlord— that  is  to  say,  his  land  was  seldom 
let  for  more  than  double  its  value  ;  and  his 
agent  did  not  eject  his  tenants  as  long  as  they 
contrived  not  to  increase  the  arrears  which  they 
owed  when  he  undertook  the  management  of 
the  property;  but  Sir  Michael  himself  neither 
looked  after  their  welfare,  nor  took  the  slightest 
care  to  see  that  they  were  comfortable. 

On  the  bench,  by  attempting  to  agree  with 
both  his  colleagues,  he  very  generally  managed 
to  express  an  opinion  different  from  either  of 
them ;  and  as  he  was,  of  course,  the  chairman, 
the  decisions  of  the  bench  were  in  consequence 
requently  of  a  rather  singular  nature  ;  however, 
n  the  whole,  Sir  Michael  was  popular,  for  iC  he 
}a2c£ted  none,  he  harmed.  i\ouev  ^tv^  Ve.^-^ 
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poDsidered  by  many  a  safe  constitutional  man, 
rith  no  flighty  ideas  on  any  side. 

Jonas  Brown  was  hated  by  the  poor.  In 
every  case  he  would,  if  he  had  the  power,  visit 
every  fault  committed  by  them  with  the  severest 
penalty  awarded  by  the  law.  He  was  a  stern, 
hard,  cruel  man,  with  no  sympathy  for  any  one, 
and  was  actuated  by  the  most  superlative  con- 
tempt for  the  poor,  from  whom  he  drew  his 
whole  income.  He  was  a  clever,  clear-headed, 
avaricious  man  ;  and  he  knew  that  the  only 
means  of  keeping  the  peasantry  in  their  present 
utterly  helpless  and  dependent  state,  was  to 
deny  them  education,  and  to  oppose  every 
scheme  for  their  improvement  and  welfare.  He 
dreaded  every  movement  which  tended  to  teach 
them  anything,  and  when  he  heard  of  landlords 
reducing  their  rents,  improving  cabins,  and 
building  schools,  he  would  prophesy  to  his 
neighbour,  Sir  Michael,  that  the  gentry  would 
soon  begin  to  repent  of  their  folly,  when  the 
rents  they  had  reduced  were  not  paid,  the 
cabins  which  they  had  made  comfortable  were 
filled  with  ribbonmen,  and  when  the  poor  had 
learnt  in  the  schools  to  disobey  their  masters 
and  landlords.  Sir  Michael  never  contradicted 
all  this,  and  he  would  probably  have  become  a 
second  Jonas  Brown,  and  much  more  injurious, 
because  so  much  more  extensive  in  his  inter- 
ests, were  it  not  for  the  counteracting  influence 
of  Counsellor  Webb,  who  was  in  all  his  opinions 
diametrically  opposed  to  Mr.  Brown. 

Mr.  Webb  was  a  clear-headed  and  a  much 
more  talented  man  Vhatv  h\s  biother  magistrate. 
He  was,  moreoveXi  ^  ^£M\<ira^^\\&^  \axt<i^jcai— 


i££^ 


^^^^^         Retrospective  453 

^ever  anxious  to  ameliorate  the  condition  of  the 
poor— and  by  no  means  greedy  after  money, 
though  he  was  neither  very  opulent  nor  very 
economical.     But,  nevertheless,  with   all  these 
high  qualities  he  was  hardly  the  man  most  fit  to    J 
do  real  good  in  a  very  poor  and  ignorant  neigh-    1 
bourhood.     He  was,  in   the  first  place,  by  far 
too  fond  of  popularity,  and  of  being  the  favourite     - 
among  the  peasantry;  and,  in  the  next,  he  had    ■ 
become  so  habituated  to  oppose  Jonas  Brown     ' 
in  all  his  sayings  and  doings,  that  he  now  did 
so  whether  he  was  right  or  wrong. 

Thady's  case  had  been  much  talked  of  in  the 
country,  and  the  rival  magistrates,  of  course, 
held  diametrically  opposite  opinions  respect- 
ing it. 

Jonas  Brown  had  declared  at  his  own  table, 
that   "unless   that  young    man   were   hanged, 
there  would  be  an  end  to  anything  like  law  in 
the  country;   his  being  the  son  of  a  landlord 
made  it  ten  times  worse  ;  if  the  landlords  them- 
selves turned  ribbonmen,  and  taught  the  tenants 
all  manner  of  iniquity,  and  the  law  didn't  then 
interfere,  it  would  be  impossible  to  live  in  the 
country ;  he,  for  one,  should  leave  it.    Here  had 
a  most  praiseworthy  servant  of  the  crown — a 
man  who  had  merited  the  thanks  of  the  whole 
country  by  the  fearless  manner  in  which  he  had 
^^erformed  his  duties,  here,"  he  said,  **  had  this 
^Mnan  been  murdered  in  cold  blood  by  a  known 
H;ribbonman,  by  one,  who,  as  he  understood^  had, 
Ba  few  days  before  the  murder,  conspired  with 
others  to  commit  it ;  and  yet  he  was  told  there 

I  were  a  pack  of  people  through  the  cowcsJlv^^ — 
pnesfs,  and  popiilarity  huul^ts^  ^\:^q  ^^^  ^^'^ 
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only  using  their  best  endeavours  to  screen  the 
miirderer,  but  who  absolutely  justified  the  deed. 
By  G — d,  he  couldn't  understand  how  a  man, 
holding  the  position  of  a  gentleman,  could  so 
far  forget  what  he  owed  to  his  country  and  him- 
self as  to  dirty  his  hands  with  such  a  fiUhy 
business  as  this,  however  absurd  his  general 
opinions  on  politics  might  be.  As  for  the  man's 
sister,  that  was  all  a  got  up  story  since  the  busi- 
ness. Every  one  knew  that  the  family  had  been 
trying  to  catch  the  young  man  for  the  girl ;  she 
had  been  allowed  to  walk  with  Captain  Ussher 
at  all  hours,  night  and  day ;  and  he  was  doing 
no  more  than  walking  with  her  when  he  was 
basely  murdered  by  her  brother.  As  for  him 
(Jonas  Brown),  he  hoped  and  trusted  the  inur* 
derer  would  be  hung  as  he  deserved/' 

The  purport  of  this  piece  of  after-dinner 
eloquence  was  duly  conveyed  to  Counsellor 
Webb,  who  fully  appreciated  the  remarks  about 
the  popularity-hunting  gentleman  who  was  dirty- 
ing his  hands.  Up  to  this  time  these  two  men, 
though  differing  so  widely  from  each  other,  had 
still  kept  up  a  show  of  courtesy  between  them ;  but 
Mr,  Brown's  remarks  altogether  put  an  end  to  it. 

Counsellor  AVebb  never  again  addressed  him 
in  friendly  terms. 

He  did  not,  however,  in  the  least  relax  his 
efforts  on  Thady's  behalf,  or  express  less  strongly 
his  opinion  on  the  case.  He  told  Sir  Michael 
one  morning  in  Carrick,  after  some  public  meet- 
ing at  which  all  the  gentry  of  the  neighbourhood 
had  been  present,  and  while  many  of  them,  and 
among  them  Mr.  Bro^n,  vr^tre  standing  by,  that 
"he  had  lately  been  ^miv^ z,  ^^^^ ^^"^ qS.n^2p| 
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lose  attention  to  that  very  distressing  case  of 
young  Mr.  Macdermot;  he  thought  it  was  tlie 
most  melancholy  and  heartrending  case  he  had 
ever  known.  It  was  proved  beyond  possibility 
of  doubt  that  Ussher  was  eloping  with  the  young 
man's  sister ;  it  seemed  now  to  be  pretty  certain 
that  the  girl  was  herself  absolutely  senseless  at 
the  time  the  occurrence  took  place  ;  he  be- 
lieved she  had  changed  her  mind,  or  got  fri;2ht- 
ened,  or  what  not;  it  was  now  a  known  fact, 
that  she  was  being  dragged  senseless  in  the 
man's  arms,  when  IMacdermot  attacked  him. 
And  was  a  brother  to  stand  by  and  look  on  at 
such  a  sight  as  that,  and  not  protect  his  sister, 
and  punish  the  miscreant  who  was  endeavouring 
to  dishonour  her?  Was  Mr.  Macdermot  to 
turn  his  back  upon  the  affair,  and  leave  his 
sister  to  her  fate  because,  forsooth,  the  man  who 
did  it  was  a  Revenue  officer  ?  Let  us  bring  the 
matter  home  to  ourselves,  Sir  Michael,"  he  con- 
tinued. '^Suppose  you  saw  that  gay  young 
Captain  Jem  Boyle  hurrying  through  the  de- 
mesne at  Knockadrum  with  one  of  your  own 
fair  Hook  in  his  arms,  violently  carrying  her  off, 
wouldn't  you  not  only  knock  him  down  your- 
self, if  you  could  catch  him,  but  also  set  all 
your  people  after  him,  begging  them  to  do  the 
same  ?  Of  course,  you  would ;  and  what  more 
has  this  young  man  done?  Unfortunately  he 
struck  too  hard;  but  that,  although  we  may 
deplore  the  circumstance,  shows  no  criminality 
on  his  part ;  but  only  the  strong  indignation 
which  he  very  properly  felt.  As  to  the  cock 
and  bull  story  of  his  being  a  iiyha^Ya'as^^  wts 
nmn  of  sense  could  enteitalii  \l.    \i  ^^rk^^R^^^ 
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that  a  few  nights  before  the  occurrence  he  went 
to  a  tenant's  weddings  and  unfortunately  took 
a  drop  too  much  punch.  That  had  been  many 
a  good  man's  case  before  his.  And  then  he 
got  among  a  lot  of  men  who  were  uttering  vague, 
nonsensical  threats  against  different  persons, 
whom  they  disUked.  One^  I  hear,  says  that 
Ussher  was  threatened  ;  and  another — and,  I 
am  told,  by  far  the  more  creditable  witness — 
that  it  was  Keegan,  the  attorney,  whose  name 
was  mentioned;  it  appears,  that  when  drunk, 
he  promised  to  join  these  men  in  another 
drinking  party,  which  promise  he,  of  course, 
never  thought  of  keeping  after  he  was  sober; 
and  yet  there  are  some  who  are  cruel  enough  to 
say— I  won't  say  harsh  enough  to  believe,  for 
they  can*t  believe  it— that  when  he  attacked 
Ussher  in  his  sister's  defence,  Macdermot  was 
only  carrying  into  execution  a  premeditated 
plan  of  murdering  him  !  Premeditated  indeed, 
when  it  was  plain  to  every  one,  that  it  was  by 
the  merest  accident  that  he  happened  to  be  in 
■  the  avenue  at  the  time.  People  might  just  as 
■well  say  that  it  was  he  who  cut  off  the  attorney's 
Hfoot  the  other  day,  though  he  was  in  gaol  at  the 
Rtime,  I  must  say,"  continued  the  Counsellor, 
*'  that  should  the  poor  young  man  fall  a  victim 
to  the  false  evidence  wliich  I  am  aware  private 
malice  and  wretchedly  vindictive  feeling  will 
supply,  then  the  basest  murder  will  really  have 
been  committed  which  ever  disgraced  this 
county.  I  don't  envy  the  state  of  mind  of  any 
gentleman  who  can  look  forward  with  a  feeling 
of  satisfaction  to  iVie  pio^^^a  of  that  poor 
youth's  being  hanged  loi  ^\o\.^OLm^ Nivs.  ivs^\^ 
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"  merely  because  the    seducer  was  in   habits   of 
intimacy  with  himself  or  his  family/' 

Mr.  Brown  left  the  meeting,  taking  no  imme- 
diate notice  of  the  Counsellor's  philippic.  It 
was  not,  however,  because  he  did  not  compre- 
hend the  latter  part  of  it,  or  that  he  meant  to 
overlook  it 

Sir  Michael  was  much  distressed  in  making 
up  his  mind  finally  on  the  subject  It  was  re- 
ported, however,  soon  after  the  meeting  above 
alluded  to,  that  he  had  stated  to  some  of  his 
more  immediate  friends  and  admirers,  that  "  he 
considered  it  highly  discreditable,  he  might  say 
disgraceful,  for  any  of  the  more  respectable 
classes  to  give  any  countenance  to  the  illegal 
meetings,  which  he  was  afraid  were  too  general 
through  the  country,  and  that  there  was  too 
much  reason  to  fear  that  the  unfortunate  man 
in  prison  had  been  guilty  in  doing  so ;  but  that 
there  could  be  no  doubt  that  every  one  was 
justified  —  he  might  add,  only  performed  his 
bounden  duty — in  protecting  the  females  of  his 
family  from  injury  or  violence*" 

Now,  Tony  McKeon  was  a  tenant  both  of 
Sir  Michael  and  of  the  Counsellor  ;  he  also  held 
land  from  other  landlords,  but  he  had  no  con- 
nexion whatever  with  Mr.  Brown:  he  was  not 
at  all  the  sort  of  tenant  that  Jonas  liked;  for 

1^ though  he  always  punctually  paid  his  rent  lo 
the  day,  he  usually  chose  to  have  everything  his 

'  own  way,  and  would  take  no  land  except  at  a 
fair  rent  and  on  a  long  lease. 

Mr.  Webb,  however,  was  his  chief  friend  and 
principal  ally  in  the  country.  Sir  Michael  was 
altogether  too  grand  foi  \i\ia,  ^^6^.'^  ^waX  "^^'^^ 
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had  no  idea  of  being  a  humble  dependent ;  but 
Mr*  Webb  would  occasionally  come  and  dine 
with  him — and  often  asked  him  in  return*  Mrs. 
Wtbb  too  was  civil  to  his  wife  and  the  girls — 
always  lent  them  the  Dublin  pattern  for  their 
frills,  frocks,  and  other  frippery — and  seldom 
drove  into  Drumsna  without  calling.  The  con- 
sequence was,  that  the  Counsellor  was  a  man 
after  Tony's  own  heart.  Though  they  were  of 
different  religions,  they  had,  generally  speaking, 
the  same  political  feelings  and  opinions^the 
same  philanthropical  principles — and  the  same 
popular  prejudices;  and  after  a  few  years^  inti- 
macy in  each  other's  neighbourhood,  Mr,  Webb 
well  knew  where  to  find  a  powerful  recruit  for 
any  service  in  which  he  might  wish  to  enlist  one, 

Tony  declared  that  if  any  one  spoke  ill  oi 
Feemy*s  character,  he  should  make  it  person; 
with  himself;  that  he  was  ready,  willing,  and 
moreover  determined  to  quarrel  with  any  one 
who  dared  to  apply  the  opprobrious  name  of 
murderer  to  Thady  ;  and  he  had  even  been 
heard,  on  one  or  two  occasions,  to  stand  up  for 
Larry  himself,  and  to  declare  that  although  he 
might  be  a  little  light-headed  or  so,  he  was  still 
a  deal  better  than  those  muddy-minded  black- 
guards at  Carrick  who  had  driven  him  to  his 
present  state. 

For  a  long  time  Fee  my  had  been  very  ill, 
but  after  Christmas  she  had  apparently  got  a 
little  stronger;  she  would  sit  up  in  her  bed-room 
for  a  few  hours  in  the  day  ;  but  still  she  would 
talk  to  no  one*  Mrs.  McKeon  endeavoured 
more  than  once  to  lead  her  to  the  subject  which 
she  knew  must  be  -n^siaresl  \i^x  V^a.T\^  siwis^Ye^^ 
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■  that  if  she  could  be  got  to  speak  of  it,  she  would 
be  relieved ;  but  io  vain.  In  vain  she  tried  to 
interest  her  in  her  brother's  fate — in  vain  she 
tried  to  make  her  understand  that  Thady's 
safety — that  his  acquittal  would,  in  a  great 
degree,  depend  on  her  being  able  to  prove,  at 
the  trial,  that  at  the  time  when  the  occurrence 
took  place,  she  was  herself  insensible.  She 
shuddered  violently  at  the  idea  of  being  again 
questioned,  and  declared  with  sobs  that  she 
should  die  if  she  were  again  dragged  to  that 
horrid  place.  When  Mrs.  McKeon  asked  her 
if  she  would  not  make  a  struggle  to  save  her 
brother's  life,  she  remained  mute.  It  was  evi- 
dent that  it  was  for  her  lover  that  she  was  still 
grieving,  and  that  it  was  not  the  danger  or 
ignominy  of  Thady's  position  that  afflicted  her. 

Mrs.  McKeon,  however,  conceived  it  to  be 
her  duty  to  persevere  with  her — and,  at  last, 
told  her  how  wrong  it  was  of  her  to  give  way  to 
a  grief,  which  was  in  its  first  stage  respected. 
Feemy  answered  her  only  with  tears ;  and  on  the 
next  morning  told  her  that  she  had  determined 
to  return  to  Ballycloran,  as  she  thought  she 
would  be  better  there,  at  home  with  her  father. 

To  this,  however,  Mrs.  McKeon  would  not 
consent,  and  Feemy  was  told  that  the  doctor 
had  forbidden  her  to  be  moved.  She  was, 
therefore,  obliged  to  remain  satisfied  for  the 
present,  as  she  had  no  means  of  escaping  from 
Drumsna;  but  she  soon  became  more  sullen 
than  ever — and,  at  last,  almost  refused  to  speak 
to  any  one. 

Things  went  on  in  this  way  till  about  the 
middle  of  March.    Feem^  coxis^Xari^^  x^^^^^^Jt.^ 
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to  be  allowed  to  go  homej  which  request  was  as 
constantly  refused ;  when  different  circumstances 
acting  together  gave  rise  to  a  dreadful  suspicion 
in  Mrs.  McKeon's  mind.  She  began  to  fear^ 
that  Ussher,  before  his  death,  had  accomplished 
the  poor  girrs  ruin,  and  that  she  was  now  in  the 
family  way.  For  some  few  days  she  was  deter^ 
mined  to  reject  the  idea,  and  endeavoured  to 
make  herself  believe  that  she  was  mistaken ; 
but  the  more  close  her  observations  were,  the 
more  certain  she  became  that  her  suspicions 
were  well  founded.  She  was  much  distressed 
as  to  what  she  should  do.  Her  first  and  most 
natural  feelings  were  those  of  anger  against 
Feemy,  and  ot  dismay  at  the  situation  into 
which  her  own  and  her  husband's  good  nature 
had  brought  herself  and  her  daughters  ;  and 
she  made  up  her  mind  that  Feemy  should  at 
once  have  her  wish  and  return  to  Ballycloran. 
But  then,  she  might  be  mistaken — or  even,  if  it 
were  too  true — how  could  she  turn  the  poor 
girl,  weak,  ill,  and  miserable,  out  of  her  house, 
and  send  her  to  an  empty  unprovided  barrack, 
inhabited  by  an  infirm,  idiotical  old  man,  where 
she  could  receive  none  of  that  attention  which 
her  situation  so  much  required  ? 

She  communicated  her  suspicions  to  the 
doctor^  and  after  a  iew  days*  observations,  he 
told  her  that  there  was  too  much  reason  to  fear 
that  the  case  w^as  as  she  supposed.  He,  how- 
ever, strongly  advised  her  to  speak  to  Miss 
Macdermot  herself  on  the  subject.  This  she 
did,  at  last^  most  tenderly,  and  with  the  greatest 
gentleness — but  still  imploring  Feemy  to  tell  her 
the  truth.     Feemy,  at  ^tsl^  coxi!^  uqn.  ^T^eaik.  Ss. 
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reply;  she  threw  herself  on  her  bed  sobbing 
most  violently,  and  fell  from  one  fit  into  another, 
till  Mrs.  McKeon  was  afraid  that  she  would 
choke  herself  with  the  violence  of  her  emotion. 
At  last,  however,  she  declared  that  the  accusa- 
tion brought  against  her  was  untrue — protested 
on  her  most  solemn  word  and  honour  that  it 
was  not  the  case — and  ended  by  saying  how 
thankful  she  was  to  Mrs.  McKeon  for  her  kind- 
ness and  protection,  but  that  she  must  now  beg 
her  to  allow  her  to  return  to  Ballycloran. 

Feemy's  denial  of  the  charge  against  her  was 
so  firm,  and  so  positively  made,  that  it  very 
much  shook  her  friend's  suspicions.  When 
Feemy  begged  to  be  sent  home,  she  told  her 
not  to  agitate  herself  at  present — that  they 
would  all  see  how  she  was  in  a  day  or  two — 
and  then  speaking  a  few  kind  words  to  her,  left 
her  to  herself. 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

THE  DUEL 

Mr.  Jonas  Brown  was  in  a  towering  passion, 
when  he  left  the  meeting  at  which  he  had 
listened  to,  but  had  not  ventured  to  answer. 
Counsellor  Webb's  remarks  respecting  Thady 
Macdermot  and  the  supposed  intimacy  between 
Ussher  and  the  inmates  of  Brown  HalL  He 
had  so  openly  expressed  his  wish  that  the  young 
man    might  be  capitally  p\mv&Vv<^^ — ^^xv^  N:iKNs. 
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joined  to  the  fact  that  Ussher  had  not  been 
as  intimate  at  any  other  house  as  he  had  been 
at  Brown  Hall,  could  leave  no  doubt  on  the 
mind  of  any  one  who  had  been  present,  that 
Webb's  allusion  had  been  intended  for  him. 
His  first  impulse  was  to  challenge  his  foe  at 
once  'j  but  his  ardour  on  that  point  soon  caoled 
a  little,  and  be  came  to  the  conclusion  of  sleep- 
ing on  the  matter,  or,  at  any  rate,  of  drinking  a 
bottle  or  two  of  wine  over  it  with  his  sons. 

As  soon  as  the  servant  had  withdrawn  after 
dinner  he  began  his  grievance. 

**  By  G — d,  Fred,  that  ruffian  Webb  is  passing 
all  bounds.  He*s  not  only  forgotten  the 
opinions  and  notions  of  a  gentleman,  but  he 
has  lain  down  the  manners  of  one  too." 

"Why,  what  has  he  done  now?  With  all 
his  queer  ideas,  Webb  can  be  a  gentleman  if 
he  pleases,"  said  Fred. 

**I  must  say,"  said  George,  **the  Counsellor 
is  a  good  fellow  on  the  course.  I  don't  care 
how  seldom  I  see  him  anywhere  else." 

"  I  don*t  know  what  you  may  call  being  a 
good  fellow  or  a  gentleman/'  replied  the  father; 
*•  but  I  know  he  has  insulted  me  publicly,  and 
that  in  the  most  gross  way,  and  before  half  the 
country.  I  don't  know  whether  that's  your  idea 
of  acting  like  a  gentleman  or  a  good  fellow." 

**  It's  what  many  a  gentleman  and  many  a 
good  fellow  has  done  before  him,"  said  George  j 
"but  if  he  has  insulted  you,  of  course  he  must 
apologize — or  do  the  other  thing." 

"  What — let  it  alone?  "  rejoined  Fred. 

"  No ;  fight — and  that's  what  he's  a  deal  the 
most  likely  to  do,"  said  Geox^^. 


"Be  d— d,''  said  old  Brown,  ^*but  I  think 
both  of  you  seem  glad  to  hear  that  your  father 
has  been  insulted  I  youVc  neither  of  you  a 
grain  of  proper  feeling/' 

"It's  with  a  grain  or  two  of  g^unpowder, 
Fd  take  it,**  said  George,  "and  Vd  advise 
you,  father,  to  do  the  same;  a  precious  deal 
better  thing  than  good  feeling  to  settle  an 
insult  with/' 

"  But  youVe  not  told  us  what  it's  all  about  ?  " 
said  Fred  ;  "  what  was  the  quarrel  about  ?  " 

**  Quarrel !  there  was  no  quarrel  at  all  in 
the  matter-— I  couldn't  quarrel  with  him,  for  I 
wouldn't  speak  to  him.  It  was  about  that 
infernal  friend  of  yours>  Fred,  that  Ussher ;  I 
wish  he'd  never  darkened  this  door," 

"  Poor  devil  I "  answered  Fred  ;  **  there's  no 
use  abusing  him  now  he's  dead*  1  suppose  the 
row  wasn't  his  fault." 

"  It  was  about  him,  though,  and  the  low  black- 
guard that  murdered  him.  Webb  was  talking 
about  him,  making  a  speech  in  the  public-room, 
taking  the  fellow's  part,  as  Fm  told  he's  always 
doing,  and  going  on  with  all  the  clap- trap  story 
about  protecting  his  sister  j— as  if  every  one  in 
the  country  didn't  know  that  she'd  been  Ussher's 
mistress  for  months  back.  Well,  that  was  all 
nothing  to  me — only  he'll  be  rightly  ser\^ed 
when  he  finds  every  man  on  his  estate  has 
become  a  ribbonman,  and  every  other  tenant 
ready  to  turn  murderer.  But  this  wasn't  enough 
for  him,  but  at  the  end  of  the  whole  he  must 
declare^ — I  forget  what  it  was  he  said — but 
something  about  Ussher's  intimacy  here — that 
it  was  a  shameful  thing  ol  m^  Xo  >i^  ^^cv^vex^  ^^ 
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:bat  account  that  this  Macdermot  should  be 
hanged,  as  he  deserves/' 

**Did  he  actually  mention  Brown  Hall?" 
asked  Fred. 

**  No ;  but  he  put  it  so  that  there  could  be 
no  mistake  about  it ;  he  said  he  didn't  envy  my 
state  of  mind," 

**  Well,  tell  him  you  don't  envy  his.  I  don't 
think  you  could  call  him  out  for  that,*'  said 
George, 

"  By  heavens,  youVe  enough  to  provoke  a 
saint ! "  continued  the  father.  "  Can*t  you 
believe  me»  when  I  tell  you,  he  made  as  direct 
a  cut  at  Brown  Hall  as  he  could,  because  I 
can't  repeat  all  his  words  like  a  newspaper? 
By  G — d,  the  pluck's  gone  out  of  the  country 
entirely  I  If  as  much  had  been  said  to  my  father, 
when  I  was  your  age,  Vd  have  had  the  fellow 
who  said  it  out,  if  heM  been  the  best  shot  in 
Connaught." 

"  Don't  say  another  word,  father,"  said  George, 
"if  that's  what  you're  after.  I  thought,  may  be, 
you'd  like  the  fun  yourself,  or  I'd  have  offered. 
I'd  call  him  out  with  a  heart  and  a  half ;  there's 
nothing  Vd  like  better.  May  be  Vd  be  able  to 
make  up  a  match  between  Diamond  and  the 
Counsellor's  brown  mare,  when  it's  done.  He'd 
be  a  little  soft,  would  Webb,  after  such  a  job 
as  that,  and  wouldn't  stand  for  a  few  pounds 
difference." 

"That's  nonsense,  George,"  said  the  father, 

a  little  mollified  by  the  son's  dutiful  offer,     **  I 

don't  want  any  one  to  take  the  thing  off  my 

hands,     1  don*t  want  to  be  shelved  that  way — 

but  I  wish  you  to  see  iVie;  maXX^t  m  ^Oc^e.  xssgpx 
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light.  I  tell  you  the  man  was  cursedly  insolent, 
Fred ;  in  fact,  he  said  what  I  don't  mean  to  put 
Qp  with ;  and  the  question  is,  what  had  I  better 
do?" 

"  He  didn't  say  anything,  did  he/'  asked  Fred, 
**  with  your  name,  or  Brown  Hall  in  it  ?  *' 

**No,  he  didn*t  name  them  exactly.-' 

**Then  I  don*t  think  you  can  call  for  an 
apology  ;  write  him  a  civil  note,  and  beg  him  to 
say  that  he  intended  no  allusion  to  you  or  your 
family  in  what  he  said." 

"  Fred's  right  for  once,"  said  George,  "  that's 
all  you  can  do  as  the  matter  stands  now.  If 
he  won't  say  that,  call  hira  out  and  have  done 
with  it." 

'*  I've  no  wish  to  be  fighting,'*  said  the  father  ; 
**in  fact,  at  my  time  of  life  I'd  rather  not,  I 
was  ready  enough  once,  but  l^d  sooner  settle  it 
quietly." 

"  Why,  there's  no  contenting  you,'*  answered 
Fred  ;  "just  now  nothing  but  pistols  and  coffee 
ould  do  for  you  ;  and  then  you  were  in  a 
passion  because  one  of  us  wouldn't  take  a 
challenge  for  you  at  once,  without  knowing  any- 
thing about  it;  and  now  you're  just  the  other 
way;  if  you  don't  like  the  business,  there's 
George  will  take  it  off  your  hands,  he  says." 

After  a  considerable  quantity  of  squabbling 
among  this  family  party  it  was  at  last  decided 
that  a  civil  note  should  be  sent  to  Ardrum,  in 
which  Mr.  Webb  should  be  desired  to  state 
that  he  had  made  no  allusion  to  Brown  Hall ; 
Lccordingly  a  servant  on  horseback  was  dis- 
patched on  the  Monday  morning  with  the 
hUowiDg  missive : — 
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**  BrowTi  Hallj  Sunday  Evening. 
"  Mr.  Brown  presents  his  compliments  to 
Mr,  Webb,  and  begs  to  inform  him  that  certaia 
expressions  which  fell  from  him  at  the  meeting 
at  Carrick  on  Saturday  respecting  the  murder 
of  Captain  Usshcr,  have  been  thought  by  many 
to  have  had  reference  to  the  family  at  Brown 
Halh  Mr.  Brown  feels  himself  assured  that 
Mr,  Webb  would  not  so  far  forget  himself,  as  to 
make  any  such  allusion  in  public  to  a  neighboiu-- 
ing  gentleman  and  magistrate;  but  as  Mr. 
Webb's  words  were  certainly  singular  in  their 
reference  to  Captain  Ussher's  intimacy  with 
some  family  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  as  many 
conceive  that  they  were  directly  pointed  at 
Brown  Hall,  Mr  Brown  must  beg  Mn  Webb  to 
give  him  his  direct  assurance  iu  writing  that 
nothing  which  fell  from  him  was  intended  to 
apply  either  to  Mr.  Brown  or  his  family, 
"To  W.  Webb,  Esq.,  Ardrum/' 

Mr.  Webb  was  at  home  when  the  servant 
arrived,  and,  only  detaining  him  two  minutes, 
sent  him  back  wilh  the  following  answer  :— 

•*  Ardrum,  Monday  Morning. 
"  Mr.  Webb  presents  his  compliments  to 
Mr.  Brown.     Mr.  Webb  regrets  that  he  cannot 
comply  with  the  request  made  in  Mr.  Brown's 
letter  of  yesterday's  date. 

**  To  Jonas  Brown,  Esq.,  Brown  IIllII.** 

The  conclave  at  Brown  Hall,  on  receipt  of 
this  laconic  epistle,  unanimously  declared  that  it 
was  fantamount  to  a  declaration  of  war,  and  that 
desperate  measures  nwisl  ax  0Ti^^\^^  ^Q^^\fc^ 
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'  The  sod^s  the  only  place  now,  father,**  said 
George ;  **  by  heavens,  I  like  him  the  better  for 
not  reciinting." 

**  He's  a  cursed  good  shot,"  said  Fred. 
"Would  you  like  to  send  for  Keegaa  before 
you  go  out  ?  " 

*'  Keegan  bed — d  I  '*  said  George  ;  "  but  have 
Blake  by,  for  he'll  wing  you  as  sure  as  Moses.*^ 

"  May  be  not,"  said  Fred.  "  Webb's  a  d~d 
good  shot  in  a  gallery;  but  may  be  he  won't 
allow  for  the  wind  on  the  sod ;  but  it'll  be  as 
well  to  have  the  sawbones," 

**  No  fear  of  your  legs,  governor,  for  he'll  fire 
high.  The  shoulder's  his  spot ;  you  may  always 
tell  from  a  man*s  eye  where  hell  fix  the  sight  of 
a  pistol  Webb  always  looks  up.  If  his  tool 
lifts  a  little,  he'll  fire  over  you,'' 

"Yes,  he  might,"  said  Fred;  "or  take  you 
on  the  head^ — ^which  wouldn't  be  so  pleasant 
I'm  not  particular— but  I'd  better  run  my  chance 
myself  with  a  chap  that  fired  low." 

"There  you're  out,^'  answered  the  brother* 
*'The  low  shot's  the  death-shot.  Why,  man,  if 
you  did  catch  a  ball  in  the  head,  you'd  get  over 
it — if  it  was  in  the  mouth,  or  cheek,  or  neck,  or 
anywhere  but  the  temple  j  but  your  body's  all 
over  tender  bits.  May  heaven  always  keep 
lead  out  of  my  bowels — I'd  sooner  have  it  ia 
ray  brains." 

The  father  fidgeted  about  very  uneasily 
whilst  enduriog  these  pleasant  remarks  from  his 
afiectionate  children^  which,  it  is  needless  to 
say,  they  made  for  his  particular  comfort  and 
amusement  at  the  present  moment.  At  last  he 
lost  his  temper^  and  exclairft^d — 
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**  D — n  your  brains,  you  fool — I  don't  believe 
youVe  got  any!  what's  the  use  of  the  two  ol 
you  going  on  that  way — you  that  were  never 
out  in  your  life?  I  tell  you  when  a  man's 
standing  to  be  fired  at,  he  doesn't  know,  nine 
times  in  ten,  whether  he  fires  high  or  low. 
Who'll  I  get  to  go  out  with  me  ?  " 

**  Yes,  and  take  your  message,'*  said  Fred ; 
"youVe  a  deal  to  do  yet  before  you're  snug 
home  again.*' 

**  Well,  who'll  I  get  to  go  to  him  ?  ** 

"Why  wouldn't  I  do?**  suggested  George. 
George,  at  any  rate,  had  the  merit  of  being  a 
good  son, 

**  Nonsense/*  said  Fred  j  **  if  the  governor 
got  shot  you*d  be  considered  a  brute  if  you 
were  cool ;  and  a  man  should  be  cool  then.** 

**Cool,"  said  George;  **  I'd  be  as  cool  as  a 
cucumber," 

** Nonsense,"  said  the  father;  "of  course  I 
couldn*t  go  out  with  my  own  son  ;  there's  Theo- 
bald French ;  I  went  out  with  his  cousin  just 
after  Waterloo/' 

"He  can*t  show — he's  on  his  keeping.  He'd 
be  nabbed  before  he  w^as  on  the  ground." 

"Then  111  have  Larkin  ;  IVe  known  him 
since  1  was  a  boy/* 

"  Larkin's  too  old  for  that  game  now ;  he*d 
be  letting  them  have  Webb  up  with  his  back  to 
the  sun/' 

"  Murphy,  of  Mullough ;  he*s  used  to  these 
things — Fil  send  over  to  him/* 

"  Murphy's  up  to  snuflf;  but  since  the  affair 

0/ the  bill  he  forged  Dan  Connolly's  name  to, 

Ac's  queerly  thought  oL    \V  ^Q>\j\^xi\  C^<;i  ^\  ^VV^ 
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go\iernor,  to  send  any  one  that  Webb*s  friend 
could  refuse  to  meet/' 

**  ril  tell  you,  father,  who*d  be  proud  of  the 
job — and  he's  quite  a  gentleman  now,  since  he 
got  an  estate  of  his  own — and  that's  Cynthy 
Keegan,  It'd  be  great  fun  to  see  him  stepping 
the  ground,  and  he  only  with  one  foot/* 

**  By  heavens,  George,  you're  a  bom  fool ; 
must  you  have  your  d — d  joke,  when  I'm  talking 
so  seriously  ?  ** 

"  Upon  my  soul,  then,  if  it  were  myself,  l*d 
send  for  Keegan,  He'd  think  the  compliment 
so  great,  he  wouldn't  refuse,  and  it'd  be  such  a 
joke  to  see  him  on  the  ground  with  his  crutches. 
Bat  if  you  don't  like  the  attorney,  send  to  Fitz- 
atrick." 

*' He's  so  young,"  said  the  father;  "  he^d  do 
ery  well  for  either  of  you;  but  I'd  want  some 
one  steadier/' 

'*  Besides,'*  said  Fred,  **Webb  and  Fitz  are 
bosom  friends.  I  wouldn't  wonder  if  Fitz  were 
Webb's  friend  himself/^ 

"  I  tell  you,  father  ^ —  Major  Longsword*s 
exactly  the  boy,"  said  George;  **send  to  Boyle 
for  him  ;  he  wants  to  get  a  name  in  the  country, 
and  the  job'll  just  suit  him." 

"  You're  right  for  once,  George,"  said  Jonas, 
**  Longsword's  just  the  man  that  will  answer." 
And  accordingly  it  was  at  last  decided  that 
Major  Longsword  was  to  be  the  honoured  in- 
dividual He  had  dined  once  or  twice  at 
Brown  Hall,  and  therefore  there  was  some 
excuse  for  calling  upon  him  ;  and  a  note  was 
accordingly  written  to  him,  with  a  great  deal  of 
hJoTDey  About  his  staUorx  aiid  ex\i^\\«iT\^^,  -as^^ 
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the  inexpeciiency  of  entrusting  affairs  of  honour 
to  inexperienced  country  gentlemen.  This  had 
the  effect  of  immediately  bringing  him  over  to 
Brown  Hall,  and  on  the  Tuesday  nioming  he 
was  dispatched  to  Ardrum,  to  make  what 
arrangements  he  pleased  with  Mr*  Webb. 

To  give  Major  Longsword  his  dne,  Mr.  Brown 
could  not  have  made  a  much  better  choice; 
for  tliough  he  was  a  disciple  of  that  school, 
which  thoroughly  entertained  the  now  anti- 
quated notion  that  the  world— that  is,  the  world 
of  men  in  broad  cloth — could  not  go  on  with- 
out duels,  or  a  pretence  of  duels ;  stilL  he  was 
one  who,  as  a  second,  would  do  all  in  his  p^wer 
to  prevent  an  absolute  effusion  of  lead.  He  was 
a  great  hand  at  an  apology,  and  could  regulate 
its  proper  degree  of  indifference  or  abjectness 
to  the  exact  state  of  the  case ;  he  could  make 
it  almost  satisfactory  to  the  receiver,  without 
being  very  disagreeable  to  the  giver  •  he  could 
twaddle  about  honour  for  ever  without  causing 
bloodshed  ;  and  would,  if  possible,  protect  a 
man's  reputation  and  body  at  the  same  time. 

He  started  on  his  mission  of  peace  with  the 
determined  intention  of  returning  with  some 
document  in  his  pocket  which  would  appease 
Mr.  Brown^s  iriitated  feelings,  and  add  another 
laurel  to  the  wreath  which  he  considered  his 
dtie  as  a  peace-maker. 

He  was  sho^vn  into  Mr.  Webb's  parlour, 
where  that  gendeman  soon  joined  him,  and  he 
was  not  long  in  making  known  his  business. 
Major  Longs  word  pilumed  himself  on  his  man- 
ners in  such  embassies,  and  to-day  he  was  perfect. 

**Now,  Mr.  Webb,''  b^  cou^xTCAfe^  ^\\«x  -a^Vsw;^ 


^l^mdi 


The  Duel  471 

^preamble,  "  of  course  I  am  not  to  judge  of  the 
propriety  of  any  words  you  may  think  fit  to  use ; 
but,  I  am  afraid  I  most  admit  in  this  case,  a 
somewhat— I  must  say  a  somewhat  unwarranted 
allusion  was  made  to  my  friend.  Such,  I  can 
assure  you,  is  the  general  opinion.  Now^  if  you 
will  allow  me  to  say  as  much,  I  thick — I  cannot 
but  think,  you  were  right — perfectly  right — in 
not  disclaiming  such  an  allusion,  having  once 
made  it;  but  I  trust,  indeed  I  feel  confidents 
that  a  man  of  your  acknowledged  sense,  and 
general  character  as  a  man  of  the  world,  will 
not  object  to  give  me  a  line — a  mere  line  will 
suffice  —  addressed  to  myself;  I  wouldn't  ask 
you  in  such  a  matter  to  write  to  Mr.  Brown — a 
mere  line,  just  stating  that  you  regret  having 
said  anything  in  your  fervour  which  should  hurt 
any  one's  feelings.  The  matter,  you  know,  is 
now  in  my  hands,  and  I  pledge  myself  that 
shall  suffice  J  I  really  think  such  a  bagatelle  as 
that  cannot  be  objectionable  to  you.  Were  I 
in  your  place,  I  can  assure  you,  Mr.  Webb,  as 
a  man  of  honour,  I  should  be  delighted  to  do 
the  same." 

t"  Were  you  in  my  place,  Major  Longsword,*' 
eplied  the  Counsellor,  **  you  would,  no  doubt, 
d  with  more  judgment  than  I  shall  do ;  but 
irithout  wishing  to  say  anything  offensive  to 
ou,  I  may  as  well  assure  you  at  once  that  I 
nil  give  no  letter  to  any  one  on  the  subject.*' 
**  But,  Mr.  Webb,  you  cannot  deny  or  justify 
I  the  allusion^ — the  very  pointed  allusion  ?  ** 
^K  **  I  certainly  shall  not  deny  it ;  indeed  to  you, 
^^lajor  Longsword,  I  have  no  objection  to 
'      acknowledge  it," 
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*'And  yet  you'll  not  just  state  your  regret — 
in  a  note  to  myself^  mind  1  Why,  Mr,  Webb, 
you  can't  but  regret  it ;  you  can't  desire  blood- 
shed/' 

**  Indeed,  Major,  I  do  not  regret  it  Your 
friend  considered  himself  at  liberty  to  accuse  me 
in  private— not  by  name,  but  by  allusion,  as  you 
say — of  certain  feelings  and  opinions  derogatory 
to  me.  I  have  retaliated  in  public.  I  believe 
now  you  will  own  that  I  consult  your  conveni- 
ence best  by  telling  you  that  Major  Macdonnel, 
of  Traroore,  is  my  friend  in  this  matter.  He 
will  make  all  arrangements  with  you  for  the 
immediate  termination  of  this  affair/' 

**  I  shall  be  proud  to  see  the  Major;  but  still 
let  me  hope,  Mr.  Webb,  that  this  little  affair 
may  be  arranged.  As  a  magistrate,  and  as  a 
man,  I  may  say,  not  exactly  in  your  premilre 
jaimsse " 

"  As  a  magistrate,  and  as  a  man  not  exactly, 
as  you  say,  in  my  premihre  jetmessn^  for  I  was 
fifty  yesterday,  let  me  assure  you  that  if  Mr. 
Brown  intends  to  call  me  out,  I  shall  go  out. 
If  he  intends  to  let  me  alone,  I  shall  be  better 
pleased  to  be  let  alone ;  as  for  a  word,  or  a  line 
of  retractation  or  apology,  1  will  not  give  it.'* 

**  But,  Mr.  Webb " 

"  Forgive  me  for  interrupting  you,  but  allow 
me  to  suggest  that  any  further  remarks  you  may 
have  to  make  on  the  subject  had  better  be  made 
to  my  friend,  Major  Macdonael/* 

"  Would  you  allow  me  to  put  it  to  you  in 
another  light?     Suppose^  now '' 

"Major  Longsword,  the  idea  of  being  un- 
co urteo  us   to   any  ma-u  \ii  to^  Q^Rti.  Vwjsk.  ^ 
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particularly  grievous  to  me  ;  but  with  your 
pardon  I  must  say  that  I  cannot  continue  this 
conversation  with  you.  If  you  will  allow  me 
the  honour  of  considering  the  remainder  of  your 
visit  one  of  compliment,  I  shall  be  proud  to 
increase  my  acquaintance  with  a  gentleman  for 
whom  I  entertain  so  profound  a  respect/^ 

The  baffled  Major  was  obliged  to  take  the 
hint,  to  move  himself  off,  and  have  recourse  to 
his  brother  major.  Major  Macdonnel  received 
his  visitor  with  a  very  long  face,  assured  him 
that  his  principal  had  left  him  nothing  to  do 
but  to  arrange  the  meeting,  and  that  liowever 
willing  hemightbeto  agree  to  pacific  measures 
himselfj  he  had  no  power  to  do  so.  The  Boyle 
Major,  however,  found  a  more  willing  listener 
in  his  colleague  than  in  the  Counsellor,  and 
made  many  eloquent  dissertations ;  but  it  was 
all  to  no  purpose ;  he  was  obliged  to  return  to 
Brown  Hall,  sigaaily  defeated  as  he  felt  him- 
self, and  with  the  tidings  that  a  place  had  been 
agreed  to,  and  that  the  meeting  was  to  take 
place  at  eight  a.m.  the  next  morning, 

**  1  had  really  hoped,  Mr*  Brown,  to  have 
been  able  to  settle  this  little  matter  amicably ; 
indeed  I  had  no  doubt  about  it ;  but  1  must 
say  a  more  impracticable  gentleman  to  deal 
with  than  Mr.  Webb  it  was  never  my  lot  to 
meet  upon  such  an  occasion -" 

The  Major  dined  at  Brown  Hall,  and  could 
not  but  admire  the  solicitude  which  the  two 
sons  expressed  for  their  father^s  safety,  and  the 
Hal   manner  in   which    they   comforted   him, 

uring  dinner  he  was  somewhat  silent  and 
moody;  but  when  he  got  to  bis  Vm^\v^^\«^^'^^^^ 
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his  spirits^  and  seemed  tolerably  happy.  In- 
deed he  conducted  himself  wonderfully  well, 
considering  that  during  the  whole  evening  Fred 
and  George  would  talk  of  nothing  but  trepanned 
skulls,  false  knee-caps — cork  legs— bullets  that 
had  come  out  of  men^s  backs  ten  years  after 
they  had  entered  men's  bellies — ^surgeon's  knives 
—  pincers  and  tourniquets — ^wills — attorneys — 
leaden  coffins,  and  the  family  vault,  George 
expressed  a  great  desire  to  go  and  see  his 
parent  shot*  Fred  said  that  eight  o'clock  was 
so  damnation  early,  or  else  he'd  be  happy. 
George  was  so  warm  ia  his  solicitude,  that  m 
spite  of  his  father's  declining  this  mark  of  his 
affection,  he  insisted  on  attending  him  to  the 
ground  ;  and  it  was  only  when  Major  Long- 
sword  gravely  assured  him  that  if  he,  George, 
was  there,  he,  Major  Longsword,  would  not  be 
there  too,  that  the  anxious  son  was  prevailed 
on  to  give  up  his  project. 

The  affair  was  to  come  off  in  the  County 
Roscommon,  about  a  mile  and  a  half  from 
Carrick,  at  the  edge  of  a  small  copse,  about  a 
mile  on  the  left-hand  side  of  the  Boyle  road. 
A  message  had  been  conveyed  to  Doctor  Blake 
to  be  near  the  spot  with  the  different  instru- 
ments that  had  been  so  freely  named  on  the 
previous  evening.  At  the  hour  appointed^ 
the  military  Major  and  his  friend  arrived  in 
the  Brown  Hall  chariot,  and  a  few  minutes 
after  w^ards  the  ex-military  Major  and  his  man 
appeared  on  the  Counsellor's  car.  Had  any 
one  walked  about  the  ground  with  very  scruti- 
nising  eyes,  he  might  have  espied  Doctor 
Blake  snugly  ensconced  un^ex  a.  \i^\^  ^v^  ^ 
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^ar  in  his  mouth,  and  a  small  mahogany  box 
lying  at  his  feet. 

The  carriages  had  been  left  a  few  hundred 
yards  distant,  and  the  two  servants,  well  know- 
ing what  was  going  to  happen,  discussed  cosily 
and  leisurely  the  chance  they  either  of  them 
had  of  carrying  home  a  dead  master. 

"Faix,  Barney,"  said  the  Brown  Hall  whip, 
"  I  believe  we  stand  a  baddish  chance ;  they  do 
be  saying  the  Counsellor's  mighty  handy  with 
the  powdher;  would  you  plaze  to  try  a  blast 
this  cowld  morning  ? "  and  he  handed  him  his 
pipe. 

**And  thank  ye  kindly  too,  Dan;  it's  a 
mighty  cowld  place.  Why,  thin,  it's  thrue  for 
you, — the  masther  is  handy  with  the  powdher ; 
more  power  to  his  elbow  this  morning.'^ 

^'But  whisper  now,  Barney,  did  he  iver  shoot 
many  now  to  your  knowing  ?  did  he  shoot  'em 
dead?  I  wonder  whether  Mn  Fred  will  be 
keeping  on  the  chariot ;  he's  more  taste  in  the 
gig  way,  Tm  fearing,*' 

*' Why,  thin,  the  Counsellor  mayn't  shoot  bim 
dead ;  that  is,  av  he  behaves  himself,  and  don't 
^ve  no   blusthering.     Was    old   Jonas   much 
Heard,  now,  Dan  ?  " 

^^  **  Afeard,  is  it !  the  divil  wouldn't  fright  him. 
Maybe,  after  all,  it's  the  Counsellor  Ul  be  shot 
first." 

"  Oh,  in  course  he  may,"  said  Barney ;  **  oh 
musha,  mush  a,  wirrasthrue,  how'd  I  ever  be 
looking  the  misthress  and  the  young  ladies  in 
the  face,  av  I  was  taking  him  home  dead  and 
buried  as  he's  likely  to  be,  av  he  don't  hit  that 
owld  masthcT  of  yarns  in  the  very  fit^  %q  c^'&s'^ 
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and  then  the  man*s  air  of  triumph  at  the  idea  of 
his  master's  shooting  Jonas  Brown,  turned  to 
despondency  as  the  thought  struck  him  that  the 
Counsellor  might  be  shot  himself.  But  he  soon 
cheered  up  again  at  a  brighter  reflection, 

**  But  thatM  be  the  wake,  Dan  I  My  ;  there'd 
[lave  been  nothing  like  that  in  the  counthry, 
"since  old  Peyton  was  waked  up  at  Castleboy ; 
not  a  man  in  the  county  but  would  be  there, 
nor  a  woman  neither ;  and  signs  on,  there's  not 
another  in  the  counthry  at  all  like  the  masther 
for  a  poor  man." 

At  this  moment  two  shots  were  heard. 

"  Virgin  Mary  1 — there  they  are  at  it,"  said 
Dan  ;  '*  now  they're  oncet  began  in  amest, 
they'll  not  lave  it  till  they're  both  dead,  or 
there's  not  a  grain  of  powdher  left.  Bad  cess 
to  them  Majors  for  bringing  thim  together; 
couldn't  they  be  figiiting  theyselles  av  they 
plazed,  and  not  be  setting  the  real  gentry  of  the 
counthry  at  each  other  like  game  cocks  ?  " 

**  Had  they  much  powdher,  I  wonder,  Dan  ? 
Was  there  a  dail  of  ammunition  in  the  car- 
friage?  " 

'*Faix  there  war  so;  that  Major,  bad  luck  to 
him,  had  his  own  and  Master  George^s  horns 
crammed  with  powdher,  and  as  many  bullets  in 
a  bag  under  his  coat-tail  as  he  could  'well^nigb 
carry/' 

**Then  they're  one  or  both  as  good  as  deadj 
they're  loading  again  now^  I'll  go  bail.  Och! 
that  I'd  thrown  the  owld  horse  down  coming 
over  the  bridge,  and  pitched  the  masther  into 
the  wather.  I'd  be  a.  davL  readier  getting  him 
out  of  that,  than  pulling  iVe  \\l^  \sto\a.^  ^V«a 


» 


The  Duel  477 

had  three  or  four  of  them  bullets  through 
his  skin/' 

**  It's  thrue  for  you,  Barney/*  said  the  good- 
Datured  Dan ;  *^  and  as  Mr*  Fred  couldn't  well 
be  turning  an  owld  servant  like  me  off  the  place 
av  he  didn't  keep  up  the  chariot,  I  wish  it  mayn't 
be  the  Counsellor's  luck  to  be  first  kilt,  for  he's 
as  good  a  man  as  iver  trod/' 

In  the  mean  time  the  two  Majors  had  paced 
the  ground  with  a  good  deal  of  ofi&cial  pro- 
priety, loaded  the  pistols,  and  exchanged  a 
quantity  of  courtesies, 

*'  Not  so  agreeable  an  occasion  as  when  we 
last  acted  together  in  the  field,  Major  Mac- 
donnel;  I'd  sooner  be  clearing  the  course  for 
my  friend's  horse,  than  nieasuring  the  ground 
for  his  fire." 

"  True,  indeed,  Major  Longs  word  ;  trae,  in- 
deed. Don't  you  think  you're  putting  your 
friend  a  leetle  too  much  under  the  shade  ?  I 
don't  know— perhaps  not — but  a  foot  or  two 
off  the  trees  gives  a  more  equal  light ;  that's  it." 

"  I  believe  we're  ready  now — eh,  Major  ?  " 

*'  Quite  ready,  Major,  We'll  have  it  over  in 
two  minutes." 

"  I  say,  Major,"  and  the  other  Major  whis- 
pered I  "  Blake's  just  under  the  small  bush 
there,  I  hope  you  won't  want  him." 

**  Thank  ye.  Major,  thank  ye — ^I  hope  not," 

"  And,  Major,  there  can  be  no  necessity  for 
a  second  shot,  I  think — eh  ?  Brown  won't  want 
a  second  shot,  will  he  ?  '^ 

*'  Not  at  all,  Major,  not  at  all ;  a  trifling  thing 
like  this — we'll  have  it  over  now  in  a  double 
crack,  eh  ?  " 
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**  True,  Major,  true ;  put  your  man  up^  and 
111  give  the  word.'* 

And  the  Majors  put  up  their  men  with  great 
dexterity,  and  ihe  word  was  given.  They  both 
fired,  each  at  his  adversary,  but  each  without 
attempting  to  cover  the  other.  Brown's  ball 
whistled  harmlessly  away  without  approaching 
within  any  dangerous  proximity  of  the  Coun- 
sellor's body ;  but  not  so  AVebb's  ;  it  was  very 
evident  Jonas  was  hit,  for  his  body  gave  a  spas- 
modic jerk  forwards,  his  knees  bent  under  him, 
and  his  head  became  thrown  back  somewhat 
over  his  shoulders.  He  did  not  fall  himself, 
but  his  hat  did ;  he  dropped  his  pistol  to  the 
ground,  and  inserted  both  his  right  and  his  left 
hand  under  the  taib  of  his  coat, 

Mr.  Brown  indulged  a  notion,  whether  cor- 
rectly or  not  I  am  unable  to  say,  but  one  which 
I  believe  to  be  not  uncommon,  that  by  pre- 
senting his  side  instead  of  his  front  to  his 
adversary's  fire,  he  exposed  fewer  vital  parts  to 
danger  ;  and  if  destiny  intended  him  to  be 
wounded,  he  certainly,  in  the  present  instance, 
was  benefited  by  the  above  arrangement,  for  he 
received  the  bullet  in  perhaps  the  least  dan- 
gerous part  of  his  body* 

Mr.  Brown  was  a  stout,  compact  man,  well 
developed  and  rounded  in  the  fuller  parts  of 
his  body ;  he  piqued  himself  somewhat  on  the 
fair  proportions  of  his  nether  man ;  he  was  also 
somewhat  of  a  dandy  j  and  had  come  out  this 
morning,  as,  I  believe,  was  the  custom  on  such 
occasions,  nearly  full  dressed  ;  he  had  on  a 
black  dress  coat,  black  waistcoat,  and  black 
rel]  fitting  trouseis;  aivi  ^\i^  x.\ati^^\i\%^k&fe 
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the  Counsellor,  he  displayed  to  advantage 
the  whole  of  his  comely  figure. 

But,  alas  I  its  comeliness  was  destined  for  a 
time  to  be  destroyed,  Mr.  Webb's  fire  passed 
directly  under  the  tails  of  his  coat  j  the  ball  just 
traversed  along  his  trousers  about  a  foot  beneath 
the  waistband,  cutting  them  and  his  drawers  and 
shirt,  as  it  were,  with  a  knife,  and  wounding  the 
flesh  in  its  course  to  the  depth  of  perhaps  the 
eighth  part  of  an  inch. 

Directly  Major  Longsword  perceived  that  his 
man  was  hit,  he  vociferously  called  for  Blake. 

From  the  position  which  Mr.  Brown  assumed 
on  receiving  the  fire,  it  was  the  general  opinion 
of  all  the  party  that  he  was  oot  mortally  wounded. 
Blake  was  immediately  on  the  spot,  and  lost  no 
time  in  supporting  him. 

**  Where  is  it,  Mr.  Brown,  where  is  it?  Can 
you  stand  ?  Can  you  walk  ?  Allow  me  to 
support  you  to  the  bank.  You  can  get  a  seat 
there  ;  we  must  sit  down  at  once.  My  dear  sir, 
the  first  thing  is  to  get  you  to  a  comfortable 
seat" 

**  Comfortable  seat,  and  be  d — d  to  you  I" 
was  the  patient's  uncivil  reply.  **Go  to  hell, 
I  tell  you  1 "  as  Blake  conlinued  to  lift  him. 
"  I'm  well  enough  ;  I  can  walk  to  the  car- 
riage ?  " 

"  My  dear  sir,"  continued  the  doctor,  **  the 
ball  must  be  in  your  side  j  at  any  rate,  allow  me 
to  discover  where  it  is/' 

"  Ball  be  d— d,  I  tell  you  ! "  and  he  hobbled 
a  little  way  off  from  his  tormentor ;  the  portion 
of  his  trousers  on  the  part  affected  annoyed  him 
sordy  when  he  attempted  to  waXk, 
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"Permit  me  to  hope/'  said  the  Counsellor, 
coming  up — -"permit  me  to  hope,  now  that  this 
affair  seems  to  be  over,  that  you  are  not  seriously 
hurt*  Had  you  not  better  allow  Doctor  Blake 
to  ascertain  whether  the  bullet  stiil  remains  in 
you  ?  had  you  not  better  sit  down  ?  " 

*'  Bother  Doctor  Blake,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Brown, 
with  his  hands  still  under  his  coat  tails. 

**  Ah !  I  see  now,"  said  the  Doctor,  stooping 
down;  '*  I  see  the  wound,  I  think.  It^s  bleed- 
ing now — and  I  think  I  may  guarantee  that 
there*s  no  danger  j  allow  me  one  minute,  for  the 
ball  may  be  lodged,'*  and  he  proceeded  to  lift 
up  llie  tails  of  the  coat 

**  Doctor  Blake,  if  you  touch  me  again,  by 
heavens  Til  kick  you  1  when  I  want  you,  HI 
send  for  you.  Major  Longsword,  will  you  do 
me  the  honour  to  accompany  me  to  my  car- 
riage— ugh,  d — n  it  1 " 

Tins  last  exclamation  was  occasioned  by  liis 
renewed  attempt  to  walk.  He  managed,  how- 
ever, at  last,  to  get  to  his  carriage,  and  in  that 
to  Brown  Hall  Major  Longsword,  who  accom- 
panied him,  declared  afterwards  to  his  brother 
officers  at  Boyle,  that  Mr,  Brown's  efforts  to 
support  himself  by  the  arm-straps  in  the  car- 
riage were  really  disagreeable  to  witness.  He 
got  home  safely,  however ;  and  though  he  was 
not  competent  to  attend  to  his  public  duties  for 
some  considerable  time,  it  is  believed  he  was 
not  a  great  sufferer.  The  Brown  Hall  livery 
servant  was  seen  in  the  chemist's  shop  the  same 
morning,  asking  for  a  yard  and  a  half  of  diacu 
luWf  which  was  supplied  to  him  ;  and  a  new 
pair  of  dress  trousers,  &ome.'^\\^X  1\!J\^  'Caav^x  xlae. 
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istj  was  ordered  from  the  tailor.  Doctor  Blake 
was  not  called  in,  for  Mr.  Brown  found  him- 
self, mth  his  son's  assistance,  equal  to  the  cure 
of  the  wound  he  had  received. 


CHAPTER  XXVII 


FEEMY  RETURNS  TO  BALLYCLORAN 


It  will  be  remembered  that  Father  John  had 
promised  to  take  upon  himself  all  the  trouble 
attendant  upon  the  preparation  for  Thady's 
trial ;  and  with  the  view  of  redeeming  this 
promise  he  went  up  to  Dublin  and  spent  a  week 
among  the  lawyers  who  were  to  be  engaged  for 
the  young  man's  defence.  The  chief  among 
these  was  one  Mn  0*Malley,  and  the  priest 
strove  hard  to  imbue  that  gentleman  with  his 
own  views  of  the  whole  matter.  The  day  after 
that  on  which  Father  John  returned,  he  saw 
both  Mr.  McKeon  and  the  Counsellor,  and 
explained  to  them  as  nearly  as  he  could  all  that 
had  passed  between  himself  and  0*Malley. 
Though  they  were  both  greatly  interested  on 
Thady's  account,  they  did  not  feel  the  same 
intense,  constant  anxiety,  which  now  quite 
oppressed  the  priest;  and,  moreover,  trusting 
more  to  their  own  judgment  than  he  did,  they 
were  not  so  incUned  to  alter  their  pre-conceived 
opinion.  They  both,  therefore,  assured  Father 
John  that  they  were  still  quite  sanguine  as  to 
Thady's  acquittal.     This  raised  h\s  ^o^t's^  ^i\CL 


482  The  Macdermots  of  Ballycloran 

a  little,  but  nevertheless,  from  that  time  till  the 
trial,  he  was  so  absorbed  by  his  strong  feeling 
on  the  subject,  that  he  was  almost  totally  unable 
to  attend  to  the  usual  duties  and  employment  of 
his  life.  It  was  decided  that  Mr.  Webb  should 
use  all  his  eudeavours  to  obtain  tidings  of  Cor- 
ney  Dolan,  and  ascertain  whether,  in  the  event 
of  his  being  summoned,  he  would  be  able  to 
give  any  evidence  respecting  the  meeting  at 
Mrs.  Mehan's,  which  would  be  of  use  to  Thady 
at  the  trial.  In  this  he  was  successful,  and  he 
learnt  from  that  respectable  individual  that  he 
could  swear  that  Ussher's  name  was  not  men- 
tioned at  all. 

It  must  be  owned  that  Mr,  Dolan's  manner 
was  not  such  as  to  inspire  the  Counsellor  with 
any  great  admiration  for  his  veracity,  and  his 
opinion  in  this  respect  was  strengthened  when 
the  witness  added  *'  that  by  Garra,  av  his  honor 
thought  it^d  be  any  use  in  Hfe  to  Mr.  Thady,  he'd 
swear  as  how  he  was  asleep  all  the  time  ;  or  for 
the  matther  of  that,  that  he  was  out  along  wid 
de  gals  dancing  the  livelong  night,"  It  was  with 
difficulty  that  Mr.  Webb  made  him  understand 
that  he  was  only  to  swear  to  what  he  believed 
to  be  the  truth,  and  that  if  he  told  a  single  lie 
in  answer  to  the  numerous  questions  which 
would  be  asked  him,  he  would  only  be  endanger- 

^ing  Mr.  Macder mot's  Hfe. 

Father  John  undertook  the  more  difficult  task 

[of  explaining  to  Feemy  what  it  was  she  was 
expected  to  do  at  tlie  trial,  and  of  making  her 
understand  that  her  brother's  life  depended  on 

i^erniaking  an  effort  to  give  her  evidence  in  the 

court  clearly  and  ^nxA^.   Oiixe^cJmcL'^X^x^^'aBa. 
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he  was  much  distressed  to  fiad  that  she  was  no 
longer  at  Mrs.  McKeon^s.  For  two  days  after 
the  conversation  which  had  passed  between  that 
lady  and  her  charge,  in  which  she  declared  her 
suspicions  that  Feemy  was  enceinte,  the  latter 
had  made  a  great  effort  to  recover  her  health, 
or  at  any  rate  the  appearance  of  health.  She 
left  her  bed  earlier  in  the  morning  than  she  had 
ever  done  for  the  last  five  months  ;  she  dressed 
fherself  with  great  care,  and — for,  alas  1  Mrs. 
McKeon's  suspicion  was  but  too  true — fastened 
her  dress  with  a  most  dangerous  detennina- 
tion  to  prove  that  the  charge  was  unfounded. 
Patiently  she  endured  all  the  agonies  which  this 
occasioned  her  during  the  first  day  and  during 
the  whole  evening,  till  the  house  was  at  rest 
and  she  was  secure  from  being  again  visited. 
On  the  next  morning  she  went  so  far  as  to 
come  down  to  breakfast,  and  to  undergo  Tony's 
somewhat  rough  congratulation  as  to  her  con- 
valescence, without  betraying  her  sufferings. 
After  breakfast,  when  he  was  gone  out,  she 
again  opened  the  subject  of  her  return  home, 
and  begged  Mrs,  McKeon  to  allow  her  to 
have  the  car  to  return  to  Ballycloran.  Mrs, 
McKeon  again  put  her  off,  telling  her  that  it 
would  be  necessary  first  to  consult  the  doctor, 
and  that  he  would  not  be  likely  to  call  till  the 
following  day.  In  the  afternoon  Mrs.  McKeon^ 
with  Lyddy  and  Louey,  went  out  for  a  drive^ 
and  as  Feemy  was  apparently  so  much  better, 
they  asked  her  to  accompany  them^  but  this  she 
declined. 

"  It's  as  well  for  her  not  to  go  out  before  the 
trial,"  whispered  Mrs.  McKeon  to  K^i  ^^Ms^V^it?.^ 
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"  Poor  girl  *  she  has  a  great  deal,  a  great  deal, 
indeed,  to  go  through  yet.*'  Indeed  she  bad 
a  very  great  deal  to  go  through ;  a  very  heavy 
atonement  to  pay  for  her  folly  and  her  crime. 

As  soon  as  the  car  was  gone  from  the  door, 
she  hurried  upstairs,  put  on  her  bonnet  and 
cloak,  took  a  letter  which  she  had  already  pre- 
pared, and  opening  the  door  of  Mrs.  McKeon's 
own  room,  put  it  on  the  table*  She  tht;n  crept 
noiselessly  downstairs,  opened  the  front  door, 
and  passed  into  the  street,  without  having  been 
seen  or  heard  by  either  of  the  servants,  who 
were  alone  left  with  her  in  the  house*  The 
following  is  the  letter,  which,  to  her  great  grief 
and  surprise,  Mrs.  McKeon  found  on  her  table 
when  she  returned  : — 

**  Dear  Mrs.  McKeon, 

"  It  is  because  I  know  you'd  never  let 
me  go  back  to  Ballycloran,  that  IVe  now  gone 
away  without  telling  you  what  I  was  going  to 
do.  Pray  don't  be  angry  with  me.  Indeed  I'm 
very  unhappy ;  but  I  should  he  worse  if  you 
were  to  be  angry  with  me.  Vm  only  a  bother 
and  a  throuble  to  you  here,  and  I  hav'n't  spirits 
left  even  to  let  you  see  how  very  much  obliged 
"!  am  to  you  for  all  your  throuble ;  but  indeed  I 
am  in  my  heart,  my  dear  Mrs.  McKeon^  both  to 
you  and  to  dear  Lyddy  and  Louey,  who  have 
been  so  very  kind  to  me.  It  is  a  deal  better 
for  me  to  be  at  home  with  my  father  ;  my  heart's 
nearly  broken  with  all  Tve  gone  through ;  but 
he'll  bear  with  me,  for  he's  used  to  me.  Give 
my  compliments  to  Doctor  Blake.  Pray  beg 
biin  not  to  come  lo  "BaM^cio^i^TL,    1  ^m  In  his 
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ebt  a  great  deal  already,  and  how  will  I  ever 
pay  him  ?  Besides,  Pm  a  deal  better  now,  as  you 
see,  in  health ;  it*s  only  the  heart  now  that  ails 
me.  Give  my  kind  love  to  Lyddy  and  Loiiey. 
I  felt  their  kindness  when  the  sorrow  within 
me  wouldn't  let  me  tell  them  so.  Now  good 
bye,  dear  Mrs.  McKeon ;  don't  be  throubling 
yourself  to  come  to  Ballycloran ;  itll  be  a  poor 
place  now.     I'll  send  Katty  for  the  things.  ^M 

*'  X  remain,  dear  Mrs.  McKeon^  ^^M 

f"  Very,  very  faithfully  yours,  ^| 

**  Feemy.        ^M 
"P.S. — ^Indeed — indeed — it    isn't   the  case, 
what  you  were  saying." 

B  When  Mrs.  McKeon  found  the  letter  on  her 
return,  she  was  greatly  vexed ;  but  she  could  do 
nothing;  she  couldn't  go  to  Ballycloran  and 
fetch  Feemy  by  force*  The  falsehood  with 
which  the  letter  concluded  was  not  altogether 
disbelieved ;  but  still  she  felt  by  no  means 
certain  that  her  former  suspicions  were  not  true, 
and  if  so,  perhaps  it  was  better  for  all  parties 
that  Feemy  should  be  at  home.  She  deter- 
mined to  call  at  Ballycloran  when  Feemy  might 
be  supposed  to  have  settled  herself,  and  content 
herself  for   the  present  with  hearing  from  the 

■  girl  who  came  for  the  clothes  that  she  had  got 
Some  safe. 
When  Father  John  called  on  the  Saturday, 
she  talked  over  the  subject  as  fully  with  him  as 
she  could  without  alluding  to  the  matter  respect- 
ing which  she  was  so  much  in  doubt.  He 
declared  his  intention  of  sedt^^  ^^^\s\^  <3^  'Oa^ 
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following  Monday,  and  of  speaking  to  her 
irongly  on  the  subject  of  the  trial  which  was  so 
soon  coming  on ;  and  he  begged  Mrs.  McKeon 
to  do  the  same  afterwards—as  perhaps  having 
become  latterly  used  to  her  interference,  Feemy 
might  bear  from  her  what  she  had  to  be  told, 
with  more  patience  than  she  wotdd  from  him- 
selC 

"  Indeed  I  will,  Father  John,  but  do  you  be 
gentle  with  hen  She's  broken-hearted  now; 
you'll  find  her  very  different  from  the  hot-headed 
creature  she  was  before  her  sorrows  began/* 

**  1  fear  she  is — I  fear  she  is  ;  but,  Mrs, 
McKeon,  has  she  ever  shown  a  feeling  of  regard 
—a  spark  of  interest,  for  her  noble  brother  ? — 
it*s  that  so  annoys  me  in  Feemy ;  I  could  feel 
for  her — weep  for  her— and  forgive  her  with  all 
my  heart — all  but  that.^' 

**  Ah,  Father  Jolin,"  answered  the  lady  ;  "  it*s 
not  for  me  to  preach  to  you ;  but  where  would 
we  all  be  at  the  last,  if  our  Judge  should  say  to 
us,  *  I  can  forgive  you  all  but  th?t '  ?  ** 

"  God  forbid  I  should  judge  her  j  God  forbid 
I  should  limit  that  to  her^  which  I  so  much  need 
myself.  But  isn't  her  heart  hardened  against 
her  brother?  Oh,  if  you  could  have  seen  him 
as  I  have  done  this  morning — ^if  you  could 
believe  how  softened  is  his  heart  1  He  had 
never  much  false  pride  in  it— it  is  nearly  all  gone 
now  !  If  you  could  have  heard  how  warmly, 
how  aflfectionately  he  asks  after  the  sister  that 
won't  mention  his  name;  if  you  could  know 
how  much  more  anxious  he  is  on  her  account 
and  his  father's,  than  on  his  own,  Feeray's  cold- 
ness  and  repugnance  \nqu\^  ^xfika  ^om  as  it 
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does  me,     Fm  afraid  lier  chief  sorrow  is  still 
for  the  robber  that  would  have  destroyed  her, 

^aDd  has  destroyed  her  brother." 
**Of  course  it  is,  Father  John — ^and  so  it 
should  be.  Fm  a  woman  and  a  mother,  and 
you  may  take  my  word  respecting  a  woman's 
iieart.  No  wife  could  love  her  husband  more 
truly  than  Feemy  loved  that  man :  unworthy  as 
he  was,  he  was  all  in  all  to  her.  Would  it  not, 
therefore,  show  more  heartlessness  in  her  to  for- 
get him  that  is  now  dead,  than  the  brother  who 
killed  him?  Of  course  she  loved  him  belter 
than  her  brother,  as  every  woman  loves  the  man 
she  does  love  better  than  all  the  world.  How 
can  she  forget  him  ?  Be  gentle  to  her,  Father 
John,  and  I  think  she  will  do  what  you  desire." 

Father  John  promised  that  be  would  comply 
with  Mrs.  McKeon's  advice>  and  he  was  as 
good  as  his  word. 

On  reaching  the  hall  door  of  Mrs.  McKeon's 
house  Feemy  looked  cautiously  about  her,  but 
seeing  that  nd  one  belonging  to  the  house 
was  in  sight,  she  passed  on  through  the  litde 
garden  into  the  street.  She  pulled  her  old  veil 
down  over  her  face,  and  walked  on  through  the 
village  as  quickly  as  she  could.  She  felt  that 
every  one's  eye  was  on  her  j  that  all  the  country 
was  looking  at  her;  but  she  had  made  up  her 
mind  to  go  through  it  all^  and  she  persevered. 
The  last  time  she  had  been  out  of  the  house  was 
the  day  she  had  been  taken  from  Ballycloran  to 
the  inquest  That  was  a  horrid  day,  but  the 
present  seemed  wor&e ;  she  had  now  a  greater 
sorrow  than  any  of  which  she  was  tUea  c<a^^- 
sdous,  and  she  had  to  beai  ll  B^Qitts»  u^^gvvv^^ 
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'  and  uncomforted.  Indeed,  her  only  rest,  her 
only  respite  from  absolute  torture  was  now  to 
consist  in  being  alone;  and  yet  bad  as  the 
present  was,  there  was  a  worse, — she  felt  that 
there  was  a  worse  in  store  for  her*  She  already 
anticipated  the  tortures  of  that  day,  when  she 
would  again  be  dragged  out  from  her  resting- 
place  before  the  eyes  of  all  mankind,  and  placed 
in  the  very  middle  of  the  crowd,  conspicuous 
above  the  rest,  to  be  stared  at,  bullied,  and 
questioned  horridly  about  that  dread  subject, 
which  it  even  racked  her  mind  to  remember. 
Would  she  be  able  on  that  long,  long  day — 
days,  for  what  she  knew — to  conceal  her  shame 
from  all  who  would  be  looking  at  her,  and  to 
bear  in  patience  the  agonies  which  it  would  be 
necessary  for  her  to  endure?  She  walked  on 
quickly,  and  was  soon  out  of  Drumsna,  and  in 
the  lane  leading  by  the  cottage  to  Ballycloran. 
By  the  time  she  had  walked  half  a  mile  she  was 
in  a  dreadful  heat,  although  it  was  still  in  March, 
for  she  was  so  weak  and  ill  that  her  exertion,  in 
proportion  to  her  strength,  had  been  immense* 
She  sat  down  by  the  side  of  the  road  for  a  timej 
and  then  continued ;  and  then  again  sat  down. 
Her  sufiferings  were  soon  so  great  that  she  was 
unable  to  walk  above  two  hundred  yards  at  a 
time,  and  she  began  to  fear  that  she  would  be 
utterly  unable  to  get  to  the  house.  Once  when 
she  was  sitting,  panting  on  the  bank  by  the 
road-side,  one  of  the  labouring  peasants  recog- 
nised her— saw  she  was  ill^ — and  ofiered  to  get 
her  a  country  car.  Oh,  what  an  agonising 
struggle  she  made  to  au^v?<^t  the  man  cheerfully, 
when  she  assured  lum  tWl  ^^v^  ^^  o^^^-^ ^^!\.— 
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that  she  was  only  sitting  there  for  her  pleasure 
— that  she  reqaired  no  assistance,  and  that  she 
should  walk  home  directly.  The  man  well 
knew  that  she  was  not  there  for  her  pleasure — 
that  her  brother  was  in  gaol,  her  father  on  the 
point  of  losing  his  property,  and  that  she  was 
weak  and  in  need  of  rest ;  but  he  saw  that  she 
would  sooner  be  alone,  and  he  had  the  good 
tact  to  leave  her,  without  pressing  his  offer  for 
her  accommodation. 

At  length  she  reached  the  avenue,  and  had 
to  pass  the  spot  where  she  had  sat  so  long  on 
that  fatal  night  listening  for  the  sound  of  her 
lover's  horse,  and  watching  her  brother  as  he 
stood  swinging  his  stick  before  the  house.  She 
shuddered  as  she  did  so,  but  she  did  walk  by 
the  tree  where  she  had  then  sat  shivering,  and 
at  last  once  more  stood  on  the  steps  of  her 
father's  house. 

The  door  was  fastened  inside,  and  she  had 
to  knock  for  admittance.  This  she  did  three 
times,  till  she  thought  she  should  have  fainted 
on  the  flags,  and  at  last  the  window  of  her  own 
sitting-room  was  raised,  and  Mary  McGovery's 
head  was  slowly  protruded.  Feemy  was  sitting 
on  the  low  stone  wall,  which  guarded  the  side 
of  the  flags,  as  she  heard  Mary  say  in  a  sharp 
voice — 

'*  Who's  that? — ^  and  what  are  ye  wanting 
here  ?  Oh  t  by  the  mortials,  but  av  it  ain't  Miss 
Feemy  herself  come  back,  I  declare  I  " 

And  Mary  ran  round,  and  began  to  draw  the 
bolts  of  the  front  door.  Up  jumped  Larry  at 
the  unwelcome  sound,  from  his  accvistoxti'^d  ^^t-ai^ 
by  the  fire. 
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"Wlmt  in  the  divirs  name  are  ye  afther? 
What  are  ye  doing  ?  Ye  owld  hag,  will  ye  be 
letting  the  ruffians  in  on  me  ?  *'  And  he  caught 
viokntly  hold  of  Mary's  gown  to  drag  her  back, 
before  she  had  accomplished  the  liberation  of 
the  rusty  bolts. 

"  Now  go  in,  sir,  and  sit  down,"  said  Mary. 
'*  Go  in,  sir,  will  yoo ;  I  tell  you  ifs  yer  own 
daughter,  and  no  ruffian  whatever.  Dra —  the 
owld  man,  but  he*ll  have  every  rag  off  the  back 
of  me  1  Don't  I  tell  you,  it's  Miss  Feemy. 
Will  you  be  asy  now  ? — do  you  want  to  have 
me  stark  naked  ?  " 

**  Come  away,  woman,  I  tell  you ;  don't  I 
know  Feemy's  gone  off,  away  from  me ;  she'll 
niver,  eiver  come  back  ;  it's  Keegan  and  his 
hell-hounds  you're  letting  in  on  me." 

By  this  time  Mary  had  accomplished  her 
object  of  undoing  the  door  in  spite  of  the  old 
man's  exertions,  and  Feemy  entered  weary  and 
worn,  soiled  with  the  road,  and  pale  and  wan 
in  spite  of  the  hectic  flush  which  reddened  a 
portion  of  her  cheek, 

"  Father,"  she  said,  Tvhen  she  saw  the  old  man 
standing  astonished  and  stupefied  in  the  hall, 
*'  father,  don't  ye  know  me — won't  ye  spake  to 
me?" 

"  Why,  thin,  Feemy,  is  it  yer  own  self  in  amest 
come  back  again  ?  And  where's  yer  lover  ?  the 
man  ye  married,  ye  know — what  war  his  name? 
— why  don't  ye  tell  me?  Mary,  what's  the 
name  of  the  Captain  Feemy  married  ?  " 

** Asy,  sir,  asy;  come  in,  thin,"  and  Mary  led 
him  into  his  own  loom^  ^jtid  Feemy  followed  in 
silence  with  her  eyes  a\itad>j  ^^^m^xst-aaa. 
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"Where's  yer  own  husband,  thin,  Feemy 
dear?  Ussher,  I  main — Captain  Ussher — it's 
heM  be  welcome  with  you  now,  my  pet,"  and 
he  began  stroking  his  daughter's  shoulders  and 
back,  for  she  had  still  her  bonnet  on  her  head. 
"Thady*s  not  here  now  to  be  brow-bealing  and 
teasing  him ;  it's  we'll  be  corarortable  now  the 
cowld  long  nights — for  the  Captain  '11  be  bring- 
ing the  whiskey  and  the  groceries  with  him, 
won't  he,  darling  ?  and  Thady  the  blackguard's 
out  along  wid  Keegan,  and  they  can't  get  in 
through  the  door,  for  it's  always  locked;"  and 
then  turning  to  Mary,  he  said,  "  why  don't  you 
put  the  locks  back,  you.  d — d  jade  ?  do  you 
w^ant  them  to  be  catching  me  the  first  moment 
I'm  seeing  my  own  darling  girl  here  ?  " 

Feemy  could  not  say  a  word  to  her  father : 
his  absolute  idiotcy,  and  the  manner  in  which 
he  referred  to  Ussher,  quite  upset  her,  and  she 
sat  down  and  wept  bitterly, 

**What  ails  you,  pet?"  continued  the  old 
man^  *•  what  ails  you,  alanna?  they  shan't  touch 
him,  dear — there,  you  see  the  big  lock's  closed 
now ;  he'll  be  safe  from  Thady  now,  darling/' 

*'Oh,  Miss  Feemy,"  said  Mary,  **  he's  quite 
beside  himself;  asy  now,  sir,  asy,  and  don't  be 
talking   such   nonsense  ]    don'i  ye   know   the 
Captain  got  kilt — months  ago— last  October  ?  " 
H     "  Killed — and  who  dared  to  kill  my  darling's 
^Biusband  ?  who'd  dare  to  touch  him  ?  why  wasn't 
^■le  here  ?  why  wasn't  he  inside  the  big  lock  ?  " 
^r    "  Why,  don't  you  know,"  and  Mary  gave  the 
old  man  a  violent  shake  to  refresh  his  memory ; 
**  don't  you  know  Mr.  Thady  kvVl  Vvvcci  va  ^iQfc 
£L  venue  ?" 
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"  May  his  father's  curse  blisther  him,  then  1 
May — but  J  think  they  wor  telling  me  about 
that  before,  Eh,  Feemy  ?  "  he  continued,  with 
a  sigh ;  **  it's  a  bad  time  IVe  been  having  of  it 
with  this  tipsy  woman  since  you  were  gone; 
she  don't  lave  me  a  moment's  pace  from  morn- 
ing to  night ;  bad  'cess  to  her,  but  I  wish  she 
wor  well  out  of  the  house,  I'll  have  you  to 
mind  me  now — and  you'll  not  be  bawling  and 
shaking  me  as  she  does  ;  but  she's  always 
dhrunk/'  he  added  in  a  whisper* 

Feemy  could  bear  this  no  longer;  she  was 
obliged  to  make  her  escape  from  the  room  into 
her  own,  in  which  she  found  that  Mary  had 
taken  up  her  temporary  residence  during  so 
much  of  the  day  as  she  could  spare  from  bawl- 
ing at,  and  shaking,  poor  Larry.  At  dinner 
time,  she  again  went  into  her  father's  room,  but 
he  took  no  farther  notice  of  her  than  if  she  had 
been  there  continually  for  the  last  four  months. 
He  grumbled  at  his  dinner,  which  consisted  of 
nothing  but  potatoes,  some  milk,  and  an  egg^ 
and  he  scolded  Feemy  for  having  no  meat; 
after  dinner  she  mixed  him  a  tumbler  of  punch, 
for  there  was  still  a  little  of  Tony's  whiskey  in 
the  house ;  and  whether  it  was  that  she  made 
it  stronger  for  him  and  better  tlian  that  wliich 
Mary  McGovery  was  in  the  habit  of  mixing,  or 
that  the  action  to  which  he  had  been  for  so 
many  years  accustomed  roused  some  pleasant 
memory  within  him,  when  he  tasted  it,  he 
said^ — 

*'  Heaven's  blessing  on  you,  Feemy,  my 
daughtcT ;  may  yoM  \We  m^it^  Vib^'^^^y  V<^^rs  with 
the  man  you  love/' 
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Feemy  soon  left  him,  and  went  to  bed,  and 

Rtty,  who  had  been  dispatched  to  Drumsna, 

turned  with  her  mistress's  small  box,  and  a 

nd  message  from  Mrs.  McKeon  : — "  Her  kind 

love  to  Miss  Macdermot;  she  hoped  she  had 

felt  the  walk  of  service  to  her,  and  she  would 

1  some  time  during  the    next  week/'     She 

lad  asked  no  questions  of  the  girl  which  could 

d  her  to  imagine  that  her  mistress's  departure 

rom  Drumsna  had  been  unexpected,  nor  had 

lie  said   a  word  to   her  own   servants  which 

uld  let  them  suppose  that  she  was  surprised 

the  circumstance. 

For  five  or  six  days  Feemy  remained  quiet  at 
dlycloran — spending  the  greater  part  of  her 
me  in  her  own  room,  but  taking  her  meals, 
ich  as  they  were,  with  her  father ;  she  had  no 
)oks  to  read,  and  she  was  unable  to  undertake 
sedlework,  and  she  passed  the  long  days  much 
her  father  did — sitting  from  breakfast  till 
inner  over  the  fire,  meditating  on  the  miseries 
of  her  coDdition.  -v^There  was  this  difference, 
however,  between  them — that  the  old  man  felt 
a  degree  of  triumph  at  his  successful  attempt  to 
ep  out  his  foes,  whereas  Feemy's  thoughts 
re  those  of  unmixed  sorrow.  She  had  great 
iculty  too  in  inducing  Mary  to  leave  her 
ne  to  herself.  Had  that  woman  the  slightest 
jticle  of  softness  in  her  composition,  anything 
the  tenderness  of  a  woman  about  her,  Feemy 
uld  have  made  a  confidant  of  her,  and  her 
:esent  sufferings  would  have  been  immeasur- 
»ly  decreased;  but  Mary  was  such  an  iron 
aiure — so  loud,  so  hard,  so  equable  iti  \ver 
temper,  so  impenetrable,  that  ?^em>j  cqxS^-^sRX 
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bring  herself  to  tell  her  tale  of  woe,  which  other- 
wise she  would  have  been  tempted  to  disclose. 
She  had,  therefore,  the  additional  labour  of 
keeping  her  secret  from  Mary's  prying  eyes,  and 
Mary  was  nearly  as  acute  as  Mrs,  McKeon. 

About  noon,  on  Monday,  Feemy  was  horror- 
struck  at  being  told  by  Katty  that  Father  John 
was  at  the  back  door  asking  for  her, 

"  Oh,  Katty,  tell  him  to  wait  awhile ;  say  I'm 
ill,  can't  you — ^do,  dear/* 

"  Why,  MisSj  I  tovvld  him  as  how  you  war  up, 
and  betther,  thank  God,  since  you  war  home,** 

It  was  clearly  necessary  that  she  should  see 
the  priest;  but  she  insisted  on  his  not  being 
shown  in  till  she  had  dressed  herself;  and  she 
again  submitted  herself  to  those  agonies  which 
she  trusted,  for  a  time,  would  hide  her  disgrace, 
which  at  last  must  become  known  to  all.  When 
this  was  done,  she  seated  herself  on  the  sofa, 
and  plucked  up  all  her  courage  to  go  through 
the  painful  conversation  which  she  knew  she 
was  to  endura  She  did  not  rise  as  he  entered, 
but  remained  on  the  sofa  with  the  hectic  tint 
on  her  face  almost  suffused  into  a  blush,  and 
her  hands  clasping  the  calico  covering  of  the 
cushion,  as  if  from  that  she  could  get  more 
strength  for  endurance. 

Father  John  shook  hands  with  her  as  he 
seated  himself  by  her  :  the  tears  came  into  his 
eyes  as  he  observed  the  sad  change  which  so 
short  a  time  had  made  in  her.  The  flesh  had 
fallen  from  her  face,  and  the  skin  now  hung 
Joose  upon  her  cheek  and  jaw  bones,  falling  in 
towards  the  mouth,  gvvm^  \x^t  ^3^.^  V^au  and 
care-worn  look  whlcla  tm^^^r^  ^'a  ^^oii  ^^lq^vl^^i.. 
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Her  healthy  colour,  too,  bad  all  fled  ;  part  of 
her  face  was  of  a  dull  leaden  paleness,  and 
though  there  was  a  bright  colour  round  her  eyes, 
it  gave  her  no  appearance  of  health,  She  looked 
ten  years  older  than  when  be  had  seen  her  last. 
No  wonder  Mrs.  McKeon  pitied  her  so  deeply ; 
she  appeared  even  more  pitiable  than  her 
brother,  who  was  awaiting  his  doubtful  fate  in 
gaol— though  with  nervous  anxiety,  still  with 
unflinching  courage. 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  you're  better^  Fcemy. 
Mrs.  McKeon  thinks  you  a  great  deal  better." 

"  Thank  ye,  Father  John  ;  I  believe  I'm  well 
enough  now%" 

*' That's  well,  then;  but  you  must  take  car^ 
of  yourself,  Feemy ;  no  more  long  walks ;  you 
should  have  waited  for  the  car  to  come  home 
that  day,  Mrs,  McKeon's  not  the  least  angry; 
if  you  are  more  at  ease  here  than  at  Drumsna, 
she's  glad  for  your  sake  you're  here  now,  and 
she  bids  me  tell  you  how  sorry  she  is  she  didn't 

»ive  you  the  car  the  day  you  asked  for  it/' 
"  Oh,  Father  John,  Mrs.  McKeon's  been  too 
kind  to  me.  Indeed  I  love  her  dearly,  though 
I  could  never  tell  her  so.  Give  her  my  kind 
love.  I  never  thought  she  was  so  kind  a 
woman." 

**  I  will,  Feemy  ;  indeed  I  will.  She  is  a 
kind  woman ;  and  it  will  please  her  to  the  heart 
to  hear  how  you  speak  of  her.  She  sends  you 
all  manner  of  loves,  and  Lyddy  and  Louey  too. 
She  is  sending  up  a  few  things  for  you  too. 

ratsey'll  bring  them,  just  till  affairs  are  settled 
hi  tie.     She  wishes  me  to  tell  you  shell  be  up 
herself  on  Thursday  j  she  -wouldn'l  Q.Q^^^\:K.^ssv^^ 


■I 


Ill  «TX4UU 

L 


The  Macdermots  of  Ballycloran 

for  she  thought  you'd  be  better  pleased  to  be 
alone  a  few  days/* 

"  Tell  her  not  to  come  here.  This  is  no 
place  for  her  now.  They  never  open  the  front 
door  now.  This  is  no  place  for  any  one  now, 
but  just  father  and  me.  But  tell  her  how  I  love 
her.  1*11  never  forget  her;  no,  not  in  my 
grave  1 '' 

"But  I've  another  message  for  you,  Feemy." 

**Is  it  from  her?'' 

**  No^  not  from  her,  well  as  she  loves  you  ;  it^s 
from  one  who  loves  you  better  than  she  does ; 
it  is  from  one  who  loves  you  better  than  any 
ever  did,  since  your  poor  mother  died,*' 

Feemy  raised  her  eyes,  and  clasped  her  hands, 
as  she  listened  to  Fatherjohn's  words,  and  marked 
his  solemn  tones.  No  thought  of  Thady  entered 
her  mind ;  but  some  indefinite,  half-conceived 
idea  respecting  Ussher — that  he  had  not  been 
killed — that  he  had  come  to  life  again — ^that 
some  mysterious  miracle,  such  as  she  had  read 
of  in  novels,  had  taken  place ;  and  that  Father 
John  had  come  with  some  blessed  news,  which 
might  yet  restore  her  to  happiness  and  tran- 
quillity. The  illusion  was  but  for  a  momenti 
though  during  that  moment  it  completely  took 
possession  of  her.  It  was  as  speedily  dispelled 
by  Father  John's  concluding  words — 

"  I  mean  from  your  brother." 
Feemy  gave  a  long,  long  sigh  as  she  heard 
the  word.  She  wished  for  no  message  from  her 
brother;  he  had  robbed  her  of  everything;  she 
could  not  think  of  him  without  horror  and 
shuddenug. 
'*  He  sends  his  \Lind^es\.  \oNt  \o  ^q\i.   \\ji\.d 


i&^ 


Feemy  returns  to  Ballycloran  497 


him  you  were  better,  and  he  was  very  glad  to 
hear  it*  Though  he  has  many  hea\7  cares  of 
his  own  to  bear,  I  have  never  seen  him  but  he 
asks  after  your  health  with  more  anxiety  than 
he  thinks  of  his  own  prospects.  Now  you  are 
better,  Feemy,  won't  you  send  him  some  message 
by  me  ? — some  kind  word,  which  may  comfort 
him  in  his  sorrow  ?  " 

Feemy  was  no  hypocrite ;  hypocrisy,  though 
she  did  not  know  it  herself,  was  distasteful  to 
hen  She  had  no  kind  feelings  for  her  brother, 
and  she  did  not  know  how  to  make  the  pretence 
which  might  produce  kind  words;  so  she  re- 
mained silent 

**  What  1  not  a  Avord,  Feemy  ?  you  who  spoke 
so  well,  so  properly,  so  affectionately,  but  now  of 
that  good  friend  of  yours — ^have  you  not  a  word 
of  kindness  for  a  most  affectionate  brother  ?  " 

Feemy  still  remained  silent, 

"  Why,  Feemy,  what  is  this?  Don^t  you  love 
your  own  brother?" 

She  said  nothing  in  reply  for  a  moment  or 
two;  and  then,  bursting  into  tears,  she  ex- 
claimed— 

"  Don't  scold  me,  Father  John  !^-don*t  scold 
me  now,  or  I  shall  die  !  I  try  to  forgive  him — 
I  am  always  trying  1  But  why  did  he — why  did 
he — why  did  he — —  *'  She  was  unable  to  tinish 
her  sentence  from  the  violence  of  her  sobs  and 
the  difficulty  of  uttering  the  words  which  should 
have  concluded  it.  She  meant  to  say,  "Why 
did  he  kill  my  lover  ?  " 

I**  Don*t  agitate  yourself,  Feemy.  I  don*t 
ean  to  scold  you ;  I  don't  mean  even  to  veisi 
m  more  than  I  can  possibly  W\p  *,  VsmX.'^^  \£s>i.'^ 
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speak  to  you  about  your  brother.  I  see  the 
feeling  that  is  in  your  mind,  and  I  will  not 
blame  you  for  it,  for  I  believe  it  is  natural ;  but 
I  beseech  you  to  pray  that  your  heart  may  be 
softened  towards  your  brother,  who  instead  of 
repugnance,  deserves  from  you  the  warmest 
affection.  But  though  I  will  not  attempt  to 
control  your  feelings,  I  must  tell  you  that  you 
will  be  most  wicked  if  you  allow  them  to  inter- 
fere with  the  performance  of  your  duties.  You 
know  your  brother's  trial  is  coming  on,  do  jrou 
not?" 

"Yes.'* 

**  Wednesday  fortnight  next  is  the  day  fixed, 
I  believe.  You  know  you  will  have  to  be  a 
witness  ?  " 

*•  I  believe  so,  Father  John.*' 

**  Certainly  you  will ;  and  I  wish  you  now  to 
listen  to  me,  that  you  may  know  what  it  is  that 
you  will  then  have  to  do.  In  the  first  place 
you  will  be  asked,  I  presume,  by  one  gentleman 
whether  you  were  willingly  eloping  with  Captain 
Ussher?"  Feemy  shuddered  as  the  name  was 
pronounced.  "  And  of  course  you  must  answer 
that  truly — ^that  you  were  doing  so.  Then 
another  gentleman  will  ask  you  whether  you 
were  absolutely  walking  off  with  him  when  the 
blow  was  struck  which  killed  Captain  Ussher; 
and,  Feemy,  you  must  also  answer  that  truly. 
Now  the  question  is,  can  you  remember  what 
you  were  doing  when  the  blow  was  struck? 
Tell  me  now,  Feemy,  can  you  remember?" 

"No,  Father  John,  I  rememher  nothing; 
from  the  time  when  he  took  me  by  the  arm,  as 
I  sat  upon  the  tree,  IVW 1W^^  i^\^  \q&  W^ras 
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dead,  I  remember  nothing.  If  they  kill  me,  I 
can  tell  them  nothing." 

"  Feemy,  dear,  don*t  sob  so  !  That's  all 
you^ll  have  to  say.  Merely  say  that — merely 
say  that  you  were  sitting  on  a  tree.  Were  you 
waiting  for  Captain  Ussher  there  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"And  that  whilst  you  were  there  you  saw 
Thady  ;  isn't  that  so?" 

t"  Yes.*' 
^*And  Ussher  then  raised  you  by  the  arm, 
d  then  you  fainted  ?  ** 

"  I  don't  know  what  happened  to  me ;  but  I 
heard  nothing,  and  saw  nothing,  till  Thady 
lifted  me  from  the  ground,  and  told  me  he  was 
dead." 

**  That's  all  Feemy.  Surely  there's  no  great 
difficulty  in  saying  that — when  it'll  save  your 
own  brother's  life  to  say  so ;  and  it's  only  the 
truth.  You  can  say  as  much  in  court  as  you've 
just  said  to  me,  can't  you?  Mrs*  McKeon'U  be 
there  with  you — ^and  1*11  be  there  with  you. 
You'll  only  have  to  say  in  court  what  you've  just 
said  to  me." 

**  I'll  try,  Father  John.  But  you  don't  know 
what  it  is  for  one  hke  me  to  be  talking  with  so 
many  horrid  faces  round  one — with  the  heart 
dead  within— to  be  asked  such  horrid  questions, 
and  everybody  listening,  I'll  do  as  you  bid 
me ;  1*11  go  with  them  when  they  fetch  me — but 
I  know  1*11  die  before  I've  said  all  they  want  me 
to  say.'* 

Father  John  tried  to  comfort  and  strengthen 
her,  but  she  was  in  great  bodily  pain,  and  he 
soon  saw  tliat  he  had  beUer  \e3.ve\^^t  *,  ^^V^jA.^ 
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at  any  rate,  shown  him  by  her  answers  to  h!s 
questionsj  that  the  evidence  she  could  give 
would  be  such  as  would  most  tend  to  Thad/s 
acquittal  j  and,  moreover,  he  perceived  from 
her  manner,  that  though  the  feelings  which  she 
entertained  towards  her  brother  were  of  a  most 
painful  description,  she  would^  nevertheless,  not 
be  actuated  by  them  in  any  of  the  answers  she 
might  give. 

On  the  Thursday  following  Mrs,  McKeon  and 
one  of  her  daughters  called  at  Ballycloran,  and 
in  spite  of  the  bars  and  bolts  with  which  the 
front  door  was  barricaded,  they  contrived  to 
make  their  way  into  Feemy's  room.  She  re- 
membered that  Father  John  liad  told  her  that 
they  would  call  on  that  day,  and  she  was  there- 
fore prepared  to  receive  them.  Mrs.  McKeon 
brought  her  some  little  comforts  from  Drumsna, 
of  which  she  was  sadly  in  want ;  for  there  was 
literally  nothing  at  Ballycloran  but  what  was 
supplied  by  the  charity  of  those  w^ho  pitied 
them  in  their  misfortunes;  and  among  other 
things  she  brought  two  or  three  volumes  from 
the  library.  She  was  very  kind  to  her,  and  did 
and  said  all  in  her  power  that  could  in  any  way 
console  the  poor  girl.  Though  Father  John 
had  been  gentle  in  his  manners  and  had  en- 
deavoured to  abstain  from  saying  anything  hard, 
still  Mrs.  McKeon  was  more  successful  in  her 
way  of  explaining  to  Feemy  what  it  was  that 
she  would  have  to  do.  She  promised,  more- 
over, to  come  to  Ballycloran  and  fetch  her» 
and  to  remain  with  her  and  support  her  during 
the  whole  of  the  painful  time  that  she  w^ould 
either  be  in  Ae  coMtl  VtseU,  qx  ^^vvo^^  m  ^^ 
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neighbourhood  till  she  should  be  called  on  to  give 
her  evidence.  She  did  not  allude  either  to  the 
manner  in  which  Feemy  had  left  Drurasna,  or 
to  the  suspicions  which  she  had  formerly  ex- 
pressed. Her  whole  object  now  was  to  relieve 
as  much  as  possible  the  despondency  and  misery 
so  plainly  pictured  in  the  poor  girl's  face.  As 
she  put  her  arm  round  her  neck  and  kissed  her 
lips,  Feemy *s  heart  yearned  towards  her  new- 
found friend  with  a  kind  of  tenderness  she  had 
never  before  felt  It  was  as  though  she  for 
once  experienced  a  mother's  solicitude  for  her 
in  her  sorrows,  and  she  longed  to  throw  herself 
on  her  knees,  hide  her  face  in  her  friend's  lap, 
and  confess  it  all.  Had  she  been  alone  with  her 
she  would  have  done  so ;  but  there  sat  Louey 
in  the  same  room^  and  though  her  conduct  to 
Feemy  had  been  everything  that  was  kind,  she 
felt  that  it  was  not  as  if  she  had  been  absolutely 
alone  with  her  mother.  She  could  not  at  the 
same  time  confess  her  disgrace  to  two. 

Mrs.  McKeon  went  away,  after  having  strongly 
implored  Feemy  to  return  with  her  to  Drumsna, 
and  remain  there  till  the  trial  was  over*  But 
this  she  absolutely  refused  to  do — and  at  last  it 
was  settled  that  Mrs.  McKeon  should  come  for 
her  on  the  morning  on  which  the  trial  was  to 
come  on,  and  that  she  should  hold  herself  ready 
to  attend  on  any  day  that  she  might  be  called  for 
after  the  commencement  of  the  assizes. 

The  time  now  wore  quickly  on*  When  Mrs. 
McKeon  called  it  had  only  wanted  a  fortnight 
to  the  first  day  on  which  the  trial  could  take 
place ;  and  as  it  quickly  slipped  away,  day  b^ 
day,  to  that  bourn  from  whidi  no  ^^  ^^va\^% 
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poor  Feeitiy*s  sorrow  and  agonies  became  in 
every  way  more  acute.  At  last,  on  the  Wednes- 
day,— the  day  before  that  on  which  she  was  to 
be,  or  at  any  rate,  might  be  fetched, — she  was 
in  such  a  state  that  she  was  unable  to  support 
herself  in  a  chair,  Mary  McGovery  would  not 
leave  her  for  a  moment.  The  woman  meant 
kindly,  but  her  presence  was  only  an  additional 
torment.  She  worried  and  tortured  Feemy  the 
whole  day ;  she  talked  to  her,  intending  to  com- 
fort her,  till  she  was  so  bewildered,  that  she 
could  not  understand  a  word  that  was  said  ;  and 
she  kept  bringing  her  food  and  slops,  declaring 
that  there  was  nothing  like  eating  for  a  sore 
heart,  —  that  if  Ussher  was  gone,  there  were 
still  as  good  fish  in  the  sea  as  ever  were  caught, 
— and  that  even  if  Thady  were  condemned,  the 
Ijudge  couldn't  do  more  than  transport  him, 
■  which  would  only  be  sending  him  out  to  a  better 
country,  and  "  faix  the  one  he'd  lave's  bad 
enough  for  man  and  baste/* 

About  seven  in  the  evening  Feemy  was  so 
weak  that  she  fainted  Mary,  who  was  in  the 
room  at  the  time,  lifted  her  on  the  sofa,  and 
when  she  found  that  her  mistress  did  not  imme- 
diately come  to  herself,  she  began  stripping  her 
for  the  sake  of  unlacing  her  stays,  and  thus 
learnt  to  a  certainty  poor  Feemy-s  secret, 

Mary  had  a  great  deal  of  shrewd  common 
sense  of  the  coarser  kind  ;  she  felt  that  however 
well  inclined  she  might  be  to  her  mistress,  she 
should  not  keep  to  herself  the  circumstance 
that  she  had  just  learnt;  she  knew  it  was  her 
duty  as  a  woraati  lo  TCvB^?w^  \X  V^twxi.  to  some 
one,  and  she  al  once  de-leitsxvaa.^  'wi  ^^  ^'«5j 
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evening  to  Mrs.  McKeon  and  tell 
was  she  had  discovered. 

As  soon  as  Feemy  had  come  to  herself,  she 
got  her  into  bed,  and  having  pei  formed  the 
same  friendly  office  for  the  old  man,  she  started 
off  for  Drumsoa  ;  and  having  procured  a  private 
audience  with  Mrs.  McKeon,  told  her  what  had 
occurred. 

Mrs.  McKeon  was  not  at  all  surprised,  though 
she  was  greatly  grieved.     She  merely  said, — 

'*You  have  done  quite  right,  Mar)-,  to  tell 
me  ;  but  don*t  mention  it  yet  to  any  one  else  ; 
after  all  this  affair  is  over  we'll  see  what  will  be 
best  to  do.  God  help  her,  poor  girl ;  it 
almost  better  she  shuuld  die,"  and  as  Mary 
went  downstairs  she  called  her  back  to  her, 
BXake  my  silk  cloak  wiih  you,  Mary,  Tell 
l^iss  Macderraot  Tve  sent  it,  because  she'll  be 
so  cold  to-morrow — and,  Mary/^  and  here  she 
whispered  some  instruction  on  the  stairs,  "  and 
mind  I  shall  come  myself  for  her — but  let  her 
be  ready,  as  may  be  there  niayn't  be  a  minute 
to  spare." 

Father  John  was  certainly  right  when  he  said 
hat  Mrs.  McKeon  had  a  kind  heart. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 

ASSIZES  AT  CARRICK-ON-SHANNON 

And  now  the  assize  week  ia  Carrick-on-Shannon 
had  commenced,  and  all  was  bustle  and  con- 
fusion,  noise,  dirt,  and  distraction.  I  have 
observed  that  a  strong,  detetxnin^d^  xe:'^^^ 
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set- in  week  of  bad  weather  usually  goes  the 
circuit  in  Ireland  in  company  with  the  judges 
and  barristers,  making  the  business  of  those 
who  are  obliged  to  attend  even  more  intolerable 
than  from  its  own  nature  it  is  always  sure  to  be. 
And  so  it  was  in  this  case. 

On  Tuesday  afternoon  Mr.  Baron  Hamilton 
and  Justice  Kilpatrick  entered  Carrick-OE- 
Shannon,  one  after  the  other,  in  the  company 
of  the  high  sheriff,  and  a  tremendous  shower  of 
rain,  which  drenched  the  tawdry  liveries  of  the 
ser\^ants,  and  gave  a  most  uncomfortable  appear- 
ance to  the  whole  affair. 

The  grand  jury  had  been  in  the  town  since 
Monday  morning  —  settling  fiscal  business  — 
wrangling  about  roads — talking  of  tolls — check- 
ing county  cesses— and  performing  those  various 
patriotic  offices,  which  they  would  fain  make 
the  uninitiated  believe,  require  so  much  talent, 
industry,  and  energy;  and  as  they  were  seen 
stepping  over  the  running  gutters,  and  making 
the  best  of  their  way  through  the  splashing 
streets,  their  physiognomies  appeared  ominous 
of  nothing  good  to  the  criminals,  whose  cases 
had  in  the  first  instance  to  come  before  them. 

Every  lodging  in  the  town  was  engaged,  beds 
being  let,  sometimes  three  in  a  room,  for  the 
moderate  sum  of  a  guinea  each  for  the  week. 
The  hotels,  for  there  are   two,  were  crowded 
from  the  garrets  to  the  cellars.    Happy  the  man 
I  at  such  a  period,  who  enjoys  a  bed-room  which 
^  te  can  secure  with  a  key — for  without  such  pre- 
caution the  rightful  possessor  is  not  at  all  un- 
likelyj  on  enteimg  \\\s  ovjtv  ^temises^  to  find 
three  or  four  somewWl  tou^Aci^iV\w^'i^^xv?|,^'^ 
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perhaps  liberated  jurors,  or  witnesses  just 
escaped  from  the  fangs  of  a  counsel,  sitting  in 
most  undisturbed  ease  on  his  bed,  eating  bread 
and  butter,  and  drinking  bottled  porter.  Some 
huge  farmer  with  dripping  frieze  coat  will  be 
squatted  on  his  pillow,  his  towel  spread  as 
table-cloth  on  the  little  deal  table  which  has 
been  allotted  to  him  as  the  only  receptacle  for 
his  jug,  basin,  looking-glass,  brushes,  and  every 
other  article  of  the  toilet,  and  his  carpet-bag, 
dressing-gown,  and  pantaloons  chucked  uncere- 
moniously into  a  corner,  off  the  chairs  which 
they  had  occupied,  to  make  way  for  the  damp 
friends  of  the  big  farmer,  who  is  seated  on  the 
bed  This  man  is  now  drawing  a  cork  from  a 
bottle  of  porter,  the  froth  of  which  you  are 
quite  sure,  from  the  manner  in  which  the  bottle 
is  held,  will  chiefly  fall  upon  the  sheets  between 
which  you  are  destined  to  sleep, — ^unless  some 
half-drunken  ruffian,  regardless  of  rights  of  pos* 
session,  and  negligent  of  etiquette,  deposits 
himself  there  before  the  hour  at  which  you  may 
think  good  to  retire  to  rest. 

Fruhless  and  vain  would  it  be  for  you  to 
endeavour  to  disturb  that  convivial  party* 
Better  lock  up  your  bag,  above  all  things  not 
forgetting  your  brushes;  and,  as  you  are  a  wit- 
ness yourself,  go  down  to  the  court  and  admire 
the  ingenious  manner  in  which  the  great  bar- 
rister, Mr.  Allewinde,  is  endeavouring  to  make 
that  unfortunate  and  thoroughly  disconcerted 
young  man  in  the  witness  box,  swear  to  a  point 
diametrically  opposite  to  another  point  to  which 
he  has  already  sworn  at  the  instigation  of  counsel 
on  the  other  side, — and  thereby  peiV^^T^VLvKss^. 
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Never  mind  the  bustling  of  eager,  curious  country- 
men  ;  never  mind  those  noisy  numerous  police* 
men  with  their  Sunday  brass-chained  caps  ]  push 
on  through  them  all,  make  your  way  into  the 
centre  of  the  court — go  down  there  right  on 
to  the  lawyers*  benches ;  never  mind  the  seals 
being  full  —  plunge  in ;  if  you  hesitate,  look 
timid — ^ask  question^  or  hang  back — you  are 
lost,  thrust  out,  expelled,  and  finally  banished 
with  ignominy  into  the  tumultuous  sea  of  damp 
frieze  coals,  which  aestuates  in  the  outer  court 
But  go  on  with  noise,  impudence,  and  a  full 
face ;  tread  on  people's  toes,  and  thrust  them 
back  with  "  by  your  leave,'*  and  you  will  find 
yourself  soon  seated  in  direct  vie^v  of  the  judge, 
counsel,  witness  and  prisoner.  You  will  be 
taken  for  an  attorney,  or,  at  any  rate,  for  an 
influential  court  witness.  If  you  talk  somewhat 
loud,  and  frown  very  angrily  in  the  face  of  the 
tallest  policeman,  you  may  by  the  ignorant  evea 
be  taken  for  a  barrister. 

In  fact,  into  court  you  must  come,  there  is  no 
other  place  open  to  receive  you.  The  big  room 
at  the  hotel,  in  which  we  have  been  three  times 
on  such  different  occasions,  the  long  big  room 
where  McKeon  presided  over  so  many  drunken 
spirits  —  where  poor  Feemy  made  her  last 
arrangements  with  her  lover  at  the  ball — and 
where  so  soon  afterwards  she  was  brought  for 
ward  to  give  her  evidence  touching  his  death, 
while  his  cold  body  was  lying  dead  on  the  table 
before  her,  —  this  long  big  room  is  now  set 
apart  for  yet  another  purpose.  The  grand  jury 
are  to  dine  there,  and  already  the  knives  and 
forks  are  laid  oul  m^oi^  ^^  ^a^%  ^«:^  \3ih\e^ 
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The  little  coffee-room  —  so  called,  though 
whiskey-room,  or  punch-room,  or  porter-room 
would  be  much  the  more  appropriate  name, 
unless  indeed  there  is  a  kind  of  **  lums  a  non 
lucendo''  propriety  in  the  appellation  —  is  full 
nearly  to  suffocation.  There  is  not  an  unoccu- 
pied chair  or  corner  of  a  table  to  be  found. 

Large  men  half  wet  through— reeking,  smelling 
most  unwholesomely  as  the  rain  steams  up  from 
their  clothes — are  keeping  the  cold  out  of  their 
stomachs  by  various  spirituous  appliances.  The 
room  is  hdf  covered  with  damp  straw,  which 
has  been  kicked  in  from  the  passage  \  the  win- 
dows are  closed,  and  there  is  a  huge  fire  burning 
on  the  other  side  of  that  moist  mass  of  humanity. 
On  entering  the  room  you  feel  that  you  breathe 
nothing  but  second-hand  rain ;  a  sojourn  there 
you  find  to  be  impossible ;  the  porter  drinkers 
are  still  in  your  bed-room,  even  on  your  bed 
upstairs.  What  are  you  to  do  ?  where  are  you 
to  go  ?  Back  home  you  cannot.  You  have  a 
summons  in  your  pocket ;  you  have  been  unfor- 
tunately present  when  Mr,  Terence  O'Flanagan 
squeezed  the  fair  hand  of  Miss  Letitia  Murphy ; 
false  Mr,  Terence  OTlanagan  would  not  come 
to  the  matrimonial  altar  when  required  ;  fair 
Miss  Letitia  Murphy  demands  damages,  and 
you  must  swear  to  the  fact  of  the  hand  having 
been  squeezed  as  aforesaid.  Who  can  tell  when 
the  case  may  come  on  ?  Rumour  comes  from 
the  clerk  of  the  peace,  tcwn  clerk,  or  some 
other  clerk  who  sits  there  in  pride  of  place, 
always  conspicuous  under  the  judge^s  feet,  and 
whispers  that  Letitia  Murphy,  spinster,  is  coming 
pa  next*     Attorneys'  clerks  have  b^^sx  xo^cffw^ 
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"diligently  to  all  witnesses,  especially,  as  it  seems, 
to  yourself,  warning  you  that  the  important  hour 
IS  at  hand — that  on  no  account  may  you  be 
absent,  so  much  as  ten  minutes'  walk  from  the 
court.  Vainly  you  think  to  yourself  that  it  can 
hardly  be  of  such  vital  import  that  you,  her 
father*s  friend,  saw  little  Letiy  Murphy's  hand 
ensconced  one  evening  in  the  brawny  palm  of 
that  false  Lothario  O'Flanaganj  yes,  of  serious 
import  is  it — if  not  to  Letty,  or  to  Terence- 
yet  to  that  facetious  barrister,  Mr,  O' Laugher, 
who,  at  your  expense,  is  going  to  amuse  the  dull 
court  for  a  brief  half-hour,— and  of  importance 
to  yourself,  who  are  about  to  become  the  laugh- 
ing-stock of  your  county  for  the  next  twehe 
months.  It  is,  therefore,  evident  that  you  cannot 
leave  the  filthy  town  with  its  running  gutters — 
I  the  filthy  inn  with  its  steamy  stinking  atmo- 
r  sphere,  and  bed-room  porter  drinkers,  for  good 
and  all,  and  let  Lothario  O' Flanagan,  Spinster 
Letty,  Lawyers  Ailewinde  and  O'Laugher,  with 
Justice  Kilpatrick,  settle  the  matter  by  them- 
selves their  own  w^ay  ;  but  that  you  must,  willy 
nilly,  in  spite  of  rain,  crowd,  and  oifensive  smell, 
stay  and  help  to  settle  it  with  them.  Into  court 
therefore  return,  unfortunate  witness  ;  other 
shelter  have  you  none  j  and  now  being  a  man 
of  strong  nerves, — except  when  put  into  a  chair 
to  be  stared  at  by  judge,  bar,  grand  jury,  little 
jur>^,  attorney,  galleries,  eta,  etc.,  —  you  can 
push  your  w^ay  into  a  seat,  and  listen  with  atten- 
tion to  the  quiddities  of  the  legally  erudite  Mr. 
Ailewinde,  as  on  behalf  of  his  client  he  ingeni- 
ously  attempts — nay,  as  he  himself  afterwards 
boasts  to   the  juTy,  sutcte^'a  m  ts^'aJtmsj,  that 
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disconcerted  young  gentleman  in  the  witness 
chair  coramit  perjury. 

Mr*  Allewinde  is  a  most  erudite  lawyer.  He 
has  been  for  many  years  employed  by  the  crown 
in  its  prosecutions,  and  with  great  success.  He 
knows  well  the  art  of  luring-  on  an  approver,  or 
crown  witness,  to  give  the  information  he  wants 
without  asking  absolutely  leading  questions ;  he 
knows  well  how  to  bully  a  witness  brought  up 
on  the  defence  out  of  his  senses,  and  make  him 
give  evidence  rather  against  than  for  the  pri- 
soner; and  it  is  not  only  witnesses  that  he 
bullies,  but  his  very  brethren  of  the  gown.  The 
barristers  themselves  who  are  opposed  to  him, 
at  any  rate,  the  juniors,  are  doomed  to  bear  the 
withering  force  of  his  caustic  remarks, 

"  No,  really,  1  cannot  suffer  this  ;  witness, 
don^t  answ*er  that  question.  The  learned  gentle- 
man must  be  aware  that  this  is  irregular ;  my 
lord,  I  must  appeal  to  you.  Stop,  stop;  that 
can  never  be  evidence,'*  and  so  on  : — the  un- 
fortunate junior,  who  fondly  thought  that,  with 
the  pet  witness  now  in  the  chair,  he  would  be 
surely  able  to  acquit  his  client,  finds  that  he 
can  hardly  frame  a  question  which  his  knowing 
foe  w^ill  allow  him  to  ask,  and  the  great  Mr. 
Allewinde  convicts  the  prisoner  not  from  the 
strength  of  his  own  case,  but  from  his  vastly 
superior  legal  acquirements. 

How  masterly  is  he  in  all  the  points  of  his 
profession  as  evinced  in  a  criminal  court  With 
what  **  becks,  and  smiles,  and  wreathed  nods," 
he  passes  by  his  brethren  on  the  prosecuting 
side,  and  takes  his  seat  of  honour.  How  charm- 
ingly? he  nods  to  the  judge  w'heiL\vv^\Qi^!^v^\si>i^ 
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down  the  law  on  some  point  in  conformity  with 
the  opinion  expressed  by  himself.  How  rapidly 
he  throws  to  the  wind  the  frivolous  excuses 
of  some  juror  wishing  to  escape  the  foreseen 
long  night's  confinement.  How  great  is  he  on  all 
points  of  panels— admissible  and  inadmissible 
evidence — replying  and  not  replying.  How 
thoroughly  he  knows  the  minute  practice  of  the 
place ;  how  he  withers  any  attorney  who  may  dare 
to  speak  a  word  on  his  own  behalf,  wliilst  asking 
questions  of  a  witness  on  behalf  of  an  otherwise 
undefended  prisoner.  How  unceremoniously  he 
takes  the  word  out  of  the  mouth  of  the,  in  his 
opinion,  hardly  competent  junior  barrister  who 
is  with  him.  How  Demosthenic  is  his  language 
when  addressing  the  jury  on  the  enormity  of  all 
agrarian  offences ;  with  what  frightful,  fearful 
eloquence  does  he  depict  the  miseries  of  anarchy, 
which  are  to  follow  non-payment  of  tithes,  rents, 
and  taxes ;  and  with  wliat  energy  does  he  point 
out  to  a  jury  that  their  own  hearths,  homes, 
and  very  existence  depend  on  their  vindicating 
justice  in  the  instance  before  them. 

Mr,  AUewinde  was  never  greater  tlmn  in  the 
case  now  before  the  court,  A  young  farmer  of 
the  belter  class  had  been  served  with  some  dis- 
agreeably legal  document  on  account  of  his  non- 
payment of  an  arrear  of  rent ;  he  had  at  the 
time  about  twenty  acres  of  unripe  oats  on  the 
ground  for  which  the  arrear  was  due ;  and  he 
also  held  other  ground  for  which  he  owed  no 
arrear.  On  ascertaining  that  a  distraint  was  to 
be  put  on  tlie  ground  which  owed  the  rent,  he 
attended  there* with  a  crowd  of  countrymen,  and 
would  not  allow  tlie  bailiff  to  put  Lis  foot  upon 
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the  lands ;  the  next  day  the  bailiff  came  again 
with  police  in  numbers  at  his  heels,  and  found 
the  twenty  acres  which  had  yesterday  been 
waving  with  green  crops,  utterly  denuded. 
Every  blade  had  been  cut  and  carried  in  the 
night,  and  was  then  s ticked  on  the  ground  on 
which  no  distraint  could  be  levied.  In  twelve 
hours,  and  those  mostly  hours  of  darkness, 
twenty  acres  had  been  reaped,  bound,  carted, 
carried,  uncarted,  and  stacked,  and  the  bailiff 
and  the  policemen  had  tiothing  to  seize  but  the 
long»  green,  uneven  stubble. 

The  whole  country  must  have  been  there-— 
the  field  must  have  been  like  a  fair-green  the 
whole  night— each  acre  must  have  taken  at  least 
SIX  men  to  reap — there  must  have  been  thirty 
head  of  cattle,  of  one  sort  or  other,  dragging  it 
home  ;  and  there  must  have  been  upwards  of  a 
hundred  women  and  children  binding  and  load* 
ing.  There  could,  at  any  rate,  be  no  want  of 
evidence  to  prove  the  fact.  One  would  think 
so,  with  two  or  three  hundred  people  with  their 
tools,  horses,  and  carts.  But  yet,  when  the 
landlord  determined  on  prosecuting  the  tenant, 
there  was  not  a  person  to  be  found  who  had 
seen  the  corn  removed ; — not  one.  In  fact, 
people  who  had  not  seen,  as  the  bailiff  had,  the 
com  covering  the  broad  field  one  day,  and  the 
same  field  bare  the  next,  began  to  think  that 
the  fact  was  not  so;  and  that  the  miraculous 
night's  work  was  a  fable.  It  was  certain  that 
the  bailiff  had  been  deterred  from  entering 
on  the  ground,  but  it  was  also  certain  that 
nothing  but  words  had  been  used  to  deter  him  ; 
be  had  not  been  struck  or  even  pushed ;  he  had 
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only  been  irifrhtened ;  and  it  seemed  somewhat 
plain  that  his  faint  heart  only  had  prevented 
him  from  completing  his  seizure — either  that 
or  some  pecuniary  inducement.  Things  were 
going  badly  with  the  bailiff,  particularly  when,  in 
answer  to  Mr,  O'Laugher,  he  had  been  obliged 
to  confess  that  on  the  morning  on  which  the 
seizure  should  have  been  made  he  had  taken — a 
thriSe  of  sperrits  !  a  glass,  perhaps^yes,  maybe, 
two — yes,  he  had  taken  Uvo;  three,  suggested 
Mr,  0*Laugher,  with  a  merely  raised  eyebrow ; 
he  couldn't  say  that  he  had  not  taken  three ; 
four  ?  again  inquired  Mn  O^Laugher  •  he  didn't 
think  he  had  taken  four.  Could  he  swear  he  had 
not  taken  four  ?  He  would  not  swear  he  hadn*t. 
He  would  not  even  swear  he  had  not  taken  five; 
nor  even  sbt,  so  conscientious  a  bailiif  was  he; 
but  be  was  nearly  sure  he  hadn*t,  and  would  swear 
positively  he  had  not  swallowed  seven.  Where- 
upon Mr.  O'Laugher  most  ill-naturedly  put 
down  his  morning  dram  at  three  quarters  of  a 
pint,  and  asked  the  unhappy  bailiff  whether  that 
quantity  was  not  sufficient  to  make  him  see  a 
crop  of  oats  in  an  empty  field.  It  was  going 
badly  with  the  landlord  and  bailiff,  and  well  with 
the  energetic^  night- working,  fraudulent  tenant; 
— and  would  have  gone  well  with  him^  bad  he 
not  determined  to  mike  assurance  doubly  sure, 
A  young  man  had  been  dining  out,  and  had 
returned  home  at  twelve  o'clock  on  the  night  of 
the  supposed  miraculous  reaping ;  he  had  at 
that  hour  walked  home  along  the  lane  which 
skirted  the  field,  and  had  seen  no  men — heard 
no  noise — nor  perceived  either  reapers,  cars, 
horses,  or  any  signs  ot  -wotV*,  ^^'^\ve.\ia^'^ftaaiEaL 
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the  very  gate  of  the  field  through  which  the 
corn  must  have  come  out,  had  it  come  out  at 
alL  Such  was  the  effect  of  this  youog  gentle* 
man's  evidence,  when  he  was  handed  over  to 
Mn  Allewinde  by  Mr.  O'Laugher,  with  a 
courteous  inquiry  of  his  brother  whether  he 
wished  to  ask  that  gentleman  any  questions. 
Mr.  Allewinde  said  that  he  would  ask  him  a 
few  questions,  and  the  young  gentleman  began 
to  tremble. 

"  Mr.  Green,  I  think  your  name  is,**  began 
Mr.  Allewinde. 

"  Yes,  sir." 

And  then  it  appeared  that  Mr.  Green  abso- 
lutely remembered  the  night  of  the  12  th  Sep- 
tember; had  heard  the  rumour  of  the  com 
having  been  removed,  but  had  not  observed  it 
growing  there  when  he  went  to  dinner ;  had  dined 
at  the  house  of  the  prisoner's  father,  about  a 
mile  beyond  the  field ;  had  certainly  passed  the 
very  field ;  could  positively  swear  he  was  perfectly 
sober  ;  was  certainly  not  carried  by  drunk  i  had 
not  observed  the  field  especially  j  could  not  say 
he  had  looked  at  the  field  as  he  passed;  had 
heard  of  the  bailiflTs  retreat  that  moruing ;  did 
not  think  to  look  at  the  ground  where  the  mob 
had  been  ;  did  not  observe  the  place  ;  will 
positively  swear  he  heard  nothing;  was  not 
walking  in  his  sleep  ;  could  not  swear  whether 
the  oats  were  standing  at  the  time  or  not— 
w^hether  the  gate  was  open  or  shut — whether 
or  no  men  were  in  the  field  ;  only  he  saw  none ; 
he  believed  it  was  moonlight 

"  Why,  man !  what  did  you  ^^ee  ?  "  asked  Mr. 
Allewinde- 
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"  Nothing  particular,** 

"  Had  you  your  eyes  open  ?  " 

No  answer, 

"  Now,  by  virtue  of  your  oath,  were  your  eyes 
open  ?  '* 

No  answer. 

"Come,  sir,  I  must  and  will  have  an  answer; 
on  your  solemn  oath,  were  your  eyes  open  when 
you  walked  by  that  field  ?  " 

At  last,  after  various  renewed  questions,  the 
witness  says,  **  No." 

**  Did  you  shut  thera  by  accident  ?  " 

After  that  question  had  been  sufficiently  often 
repeated,  the  witness  again  said,  "  No ;  he  had 
been  blinded  ; "  and  in  the  same  way  it  was  at 
last  extracted  from  him  that  his  ears  had  been 
stopped  also,  and  that  he  had  been  led  along 
the  road  by  the  field,  that  he  might  be  able  to 
swear  that  he  had  passed  the  place  during  the 
night  without  either  seeing  or  hearing  what  was 
at  the  moment  taking  place  there. 

Oh  that  miserable  witness  !  One  could  swear 
from  the  glassy  look  of  his  eyes  that  then  also, 
during  those  awful  questions,  he  could  see 
nothing.  The  sweat  rolled  down  his  miserable 
face.  That  savage  barrister  appeared  to  him  as 
a  devil  sent  direct  from  the  infemalSj  for  his 
express  behoof;  so  unmercifully  did  he  tear 
him,  and  lacerate  him;  twenty  times  did  he 
make  him  declare  his  own  shame  in  twenQr 
diflferent  ways.  Oh  1  what  a  prize  for  a  clevci, 
sharp,  ingenious,  triumphant  Counsellor  AlJc- 
winde,  that  wicked  false  witness,  with  his 
shalloWf  detected  device.  He  played  with  him 
like  a  cat  does  with  ^  mou^e— "^or^  V-oC^c^^  ^oaassL 
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go  for  a  moment,  with  the  vain  hope  that  he 
was  to  escape — then  again  pouncing  on  him,  and 
giving  him  a  firesh  tear ;  till  at  last,  when  the 
young  man  was  desired  to  leave  the  chair,  one 
was  almost  inclined  to  detest  the  ingenuity  of 
the  ferocious  lawyer  more  than  the  iniquity  of 
the  false  witness. 

This  case  was  now  over ;  the  bailiff  again  held 
up  his  head  ;  the  landlord  gained  his  cause ; 
the  farmer  was  sent  to  prison,  and  the  blind  and 
deaf  witness  sneaked  out  of  town  in  shame  and 
disgrace.     This  came  of  not  letting  well  alone. 

The  Wednesday  was  now  advanced,  and  it 
was  settled  that  there  would  not  be  time  for  the 
great  murder  case,  as  poor  Thady's  affair  was 
called.  Besides,  Mr.  AUewinde  was  also  to 
conduct  that,  and  he  wanted  some  rest  after  his 
exertions ;  and  as  he  walked  out  with  triumph, 
some  minor  cases  were  brought  forward  for 
disposal,  and  Mr.  O'Laugher  rushed  into  the 
other  court  to  defend  Terence  O'Flanagan  before 
Mr.  Justice  Kilpatrick,  against  the  assaults  made 
upon  his  pocket  by  that  willow-wearing  spinster, 
Letitia  Murphy, 

In  rushed  also  all  the  loungers  from  the  other 
court.  In  such  a  place  as  Carrick-on-Shannon, 
a  breach  of  promise  of  marriage  case  is  not  an 
e very-day  treat,  and,  consequently,  men  are 
determined  to  make  the  most  of  it.  Counsellor 
O'Laugher  runs  his  hands  through  his  dark-grey 
hair,  opens  wide  his  light-blue  eye,  pulls  out  the 
needful  papers  from  that  bottomless  bag,  and 
though  but  the  other  moment  so  signally  de- 
feated in  the  other  court,  with  sure  trust  vo.  \2^^ 
own  resources  prepares  for  vlcloty- 
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The  case  is  soon  stated.  Mr,  Terence 
O'Flanagan,  with  five  huodred  a-year,  profit 
rents,  out  of  the  town  and  neighbourhood  of 
Mannhamilton,  has,  to  the  palpable  evidence  of 
the  whole  and  next  baronies,  been  making  up, 
as  the  phrase  goes,  to  Letty  Murphy,  for  the 
last  six  months.  This  has  been  no  case  of 
Bardell  v*  Pickwick,  but  a  real  downright  matter 
of  love-making  on  the  one  side,  and  love  made 
on  the  other.  Letters,  too,  have  been  written, 
and  are  now  to  be  read  in  court,  to  the  great 
edification  of  the  unmarried  jury,  and  amuse- 
ment of  the  whole  assemblage  \  and  the  deceit- 
ful culprit  has  gone  so  far  as  to  inform  the 
father,  Murphy,  that  he  has  a  thousand  pounds 
saved  to  settle,  if  he,  the  father,  has  another  to 
add  to  it.  All  these  things  Mr.  O'Malley  puts 
forward  on  behalf  of  the  injured  Letty,  in  his 
opening  speech,  and  then  proceeds  to  bring 
evidence  to  prove  them. 

In  the  first  place  the  father  gives  his  evidence^ 
and  is  cross-examined  with  great  effect  by  Mr. 
O'Laugher ;  then  the  letters  are  read,  and  are 
agreed  by  all  to  be  very  affectionate,  proper, 
agreeable  love-letters;  there  is  no  cross-ques- 
tioning them,  for  though  answered,  they  will 
not  answer;  and  our  friend,  who  escaped  but 
just  now  melancholy  from  the  porter  drinkers 
in  his  bed-room,  is  brought  forward  to  prove 
the  love-makings  of  the  delinquent 

All  Mr.  O'Malley's  questions  he  answers  with 

great  readiness  and  fluency,  for  it  was  for  the 

purpose  of  answering  them  that  he  came  forward. 

He  states  without  hes\lauon  that  love-making 

to  a  considerable  exi<*xiX  \va&  X^^^:^  %<:ivc\^  ^^v 
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that  to  his  knowledge,  and  in  his  presence, 
raost  particular  attentions  have  been  paid  by 
Mr*  Terence  to  Miss  Letty ;  that  they  have 
sat  together,  talked  together,  walked  together, 
and  whispered  together  to  such  an  extent,  that 
in  his,  the  witness's,  mind,  they  had  for  some 
lime  past  been  considered  to  be  a  regularly 
engaged  couple;  and  that,  moreover,  he  had 
himself  seen  Mr,  Terence  OTlanagan  squeezing 
the  hand  of  Miss  Letty.  Having  declared  so 
much  on  behalf  of  the  lady,  he  also  was  handed 
over  to  Mr.  O'Laugher  to  be  made  to  say  what 
he  could  on  behalf  of  the  gentleman* 

In  answer  to  different  questions,  he  stated  that 
he  himself  was  a  middle-aged  gentleman,  about 
forty — a  bachelor,  moving  in  good  society — 
sufficiently  so  to  be  acquainted  with  its  usages ; 
that  he  was  in  the  habit  of  finding  himself  in 
company  with  ladies — married  ladies  and  single ; 
he  confessed,  after  some  interlocutions,  that  he 
did  prefer  the  company  of  the  latter,  and  that 
he  preferred  the  good-looking  to  the  plain — the 
young  to  the  old ;  he  would  not  state  whether 
he  had  made  up  his  own  mind  on  the  subject 
of  matrimony,  and  had  a  very  strong  objection 
to  inform  the  jury  whether  he  was  engaged. 
Was  his  objection  insurmountable  ?  Yes,  it  was ; 
whereupon  it  was  decided  by  the  court  that  the 
witness  need  not  answer  the  question,  as  he 
could  not  be  called  on  to  criminate  himself. 
He  had,  probably,  however,  been  in  love?  sug- 
gested Mr,  O' Laugher;  but  he  wouldn't  say 
that  he  had.  A  little  smitten,  perhaps  ?  Perhaps 
he  had.  Was,  perhaps,  of  a  susce^Uh\«,  k^^^j^sxl 
No  iinswer.  And  accustomed  \o  CMigi\^^  ^^xsSS.^^ 
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wounds  ?  No  answer.  Hadn^t  he  usually  in  his 
heart  a  prepossession  for  some  young  lady? 
Mr.  O'Laugher  must  insist  on  having  an  answer 
to  this  question ;  as  it  was  absolutely  necessary 
the  jury  should  know  the  nature  of  a  witness's 
temperament,  whose  evidence  was  chiefly  one 
of  opinion,  and  not  of  facts;  how  could  they 
otherwise  know  what  weight  to  give  to  his 
testimony?  Hadn'i  he  usually  a  prepossession 
in  his  heart  for  some  young  lady  ?  There  was 
a  great  deal  of  hesitation  about  this  question, 
but  at  last  he  was  got  to  inform  the  jury  on 
bis  oath  that  he  usually — in  fact,  always---did 
entertain  such  a  prepossession*  Was  he  not 
fond  of  conversing  with  the  lady  who  for  the 
time  might  be  the  object  of  this  feeling?  He 
supposed  he  was.  Of  walking  with  her?  No, 
not  particularly  of  walking  with  her.  Did  he 
never  walk  with  his  loved  one?  He  didn't 
think  he  ever  did,  except  by  accident.  Weren't 
such  happy  accidents  of  frequent  occurrence? 
They  might  be.  Weren't  they  gratifying  acci- 
dents when  they  did  occur?  Why,  yes;  he 
supposed  they  were.  Then  he  was  fond  of 
walking  with  his  loved  one  ?  Why,  taking  it  in 
that  Tvay,  he  supposed  he  was.  Mr.  O'Laugher 
supposed  so  too.  Did  he  never  whisper  to 
this  loved  object?  No,  never.  What,  never? 
Never,  What  I  could  he  swear  that  he  had 
never  whispered  to  the  present  object  of  his 
adoration?  He  had  no  object  of  adoration. 
Well,  then,  object  of  love  ?  He  had  no  object 
of  love;  that  is,  he  wouldn't  say  whether  he 
had  or  not*  He  t\voM^\il  \\.^^^  tvaid  that  he 
should  be  asked  a\\  i\v^^  q^^^^qxv&.    ^^ 
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then,  object  of  prepossession.  Could  he  swear 
that  he  had  never  whispered  with  the  present 
object  of  his  prepossession?  Never — except 
in  church;  that  was  to  say,  he  couldn't  tell. 
Never  except  in  church— never  walk  with  her 
except  by  accident  I  Mr.  O'Laugher  surmised 
that  the  witness  was  a  very  cautious  fellow — quite 
an  old  bird — not  to  be  caught  with  chaff.  Did 
he  never  sit  by  her  ?  Sit  by  who  ?  By  the  object 
of  his  prepossession  ?  He  supposed  he  might, 
at  dinner,  or  at  a  party,  or  a  concert,  or  a  ball, 
^*  What  1  sit  by  the  object  you  love  best  at 
a  concert,  and  not  whisper  to  her  between  the 
tunes — and  you  a  Connaught  man  ! "  said  Mr. 
OXaugher.  "Come,  mend  your  reputation  a 
BKttle;  wasn't  that  a  slip  you  made,  when  you 
Raid  now  you'd  never  whispered  to  her  at  a  con- 
cert?" Perhaps  he  had  at  a  concert.  *'Well, 
now,  I  thought  so*  I  thought  by  your  com- 
plexion you  wouldn't  sit  by  a  pretty  girl,  and 
take  no  notice  of  her.  Did  you  never  squeeze 
a  girFs  hand  while  you  were  whispering  to  her  ?  " 
He  could n*t  remember.  "  Now,  on  your  oath 
did  you  never  squeeze  a  girl's  hand  ?  "  He 
might  have  done  so.  "  Did  you  never  put  your 
arm  round  a  girl's  waist  ?  "  At  last  the  witness 
owned  he  might  have  done  even  that  **  And 
now,  one  question,  and  I've  done.  Did  you 
never  kiss  a  girl  ?  "  No  answer.  **  Come,  that's 
the  last.  After  all  you've  owned  you  needn't 
haggle  at  that ;  out  \^'ith  it,  man,  it  must  come 
at  last.  Did  you  never  kiss  a  girl?"  Alas  for 
the  sake  of  morality,  the  witness  was  at  length 
obliged  to  own  that  he  liad  ^ler^^Xx^v^^  ^Cs^r. 
enormity,     "And,''  asked  Mr.  O'l^a-M^^^*^"*^^^ 
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a  look  of  great  surprise,  "  were  you  never  pro- 
ceeded against  for  damages  ?  Was  an  action 
for  breach  of  promise  of  marriage  never  broujht 
against  you  ?  " 

No,  never;  the  witness  had  never  been  in 
such  a  predicament 

"What,  never?  You  who  have  declared,  I 
won't  say  unblushingly,  for  heaven  knows  you 
have  blushed  enough  about  it,  but  openly  and 
on  your  oath,  that  you  have  always  some  different 
object  of  afTection,  with  whom  you  walk,  sit,  talk, 
and  whisper;  whose  hand  you  squeeze,  round 
whose  waist  you  put  your  arm  (a  crime,  by-lhe* 
by,  never  imputed  to  my  client),  whom  you 
even  confess  that  you  kiss  ;  and  yet  you  sit 
here  secure,  unassailed,  unsolicited  for  damages, 
unengaged,  as  you  lead  us  to  suppose.  What 
are  the  fathers  and  brothers  of  Con  naught  doing 
to  let  such  a  hydra-headed  monster  as  thou  near 
their  doors — such  a  wolf  into  their  sheep-pens? 
Go  down,  thou  false  Lothario*  Go  down,  thou 
amorous  Turk,  and  remember  that  a  day  of 
retribution  may  yet  come  for  yourself*" 

The  unfortunate  witness  hurried  out  of  court 
— ran  through  the  pelting  rain  to  the  inn — 
crammed  his  brushes  and  pantaloons  into  the 
cari>et-bag  in  spite  of  damp,  farmers,  and  burly 
porter  drinkers — paid  a  guinea  for  the  bed  in 
which  he  had  never  slept,  and  hiring  a  post-car, 
hurried  from  the  scene  of  his  disgrace,  regardless 
of  the  torrents  which  were  falling. 

On  the  Wednesday  morning,  for  it  had  been 

forgotten  till  then,  a  summons  was  served  on 

liyacinth  Keegan  to  axiexvd  ^s  a  witness  at 

Thady's  trial,  on  l\ve:  ^T\soxv»e^  \i^^\  -s^tA  -as. 
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he  was  living  in  the  town  the  service  was  quite 
in  sufficient  time,  and  there  was  no  possible 
means  by  which  he  could  avoid  the  disagreeable 
duty  which  was  thus  imposed  upon  hira.  He 
was  much  annoyed,  however,  for  be  felt  that 
there  were  no  questions,  which  he  could  be 
asked  on  the  subject,  which  it  would  not  annoy 
him  to  answer.  He  had  been  out  but  Isttle 
since  the  day  on  which  he  had  been  so  savagely 
jeated  at  Drumleesh — indeed  he  had  not  been 
ble  to  go  out  till  quite  lately ;  and  he  now  most 
boroughly  wished  that  he  was  bad  enough  to 
obtain  a  medical  certificate,  which  would  prevent 
the  necessity  of  his  attending  in  court.  That, 
however,  was  impossible,  and  he,  therefore,  set 
himself  to  consider  what  answers  he  would  give 
to  the  questions  they  would  be  most  likely  to 
ask  him.  Regard  for  his  oath  he  had  none ; 
but  there  were  some  most  disagreeable  questions 
which,  if  asked  hira^  he  would  be  obliged  to 
answer  with  the  truth,  for  on  those  subjects  he 
would  be  unable  to  lie  without  detection.  His 
rancour  against  Thady  was  unabated.  Unless 
young  Macdermot  were  hung  he  would  be 
unable  to  avenge  the  mutilated  stump  which 
crippled  all  his  exertions,  and  now  rendered  his 
existence  miserable. 

He  flattered  himself,  however,  that  Brady*s 
evidence  would  render  that  event  certain ;  and 
whatever  annoying  questions  might  be  put  to- 
himself  on  the  defence,  he  was  determined  that 
Brady  should  swear  to  enough  on  the  direct 
examination  to  insure  his  purpose. 

On  the  Wednesday  evening  it  was  decided 
^At  Thady*s  case  was  to  come  on  ^\^V  ^^  "^^ 
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criminal  court  on  Thursday  morning,  and  ott 
the  same  Wednesday  evening  Keegan  sent  for 
Brady  into  his  office. 

Pdt  was  now  regularly  installed  as  the  attor- 
ney's managing  man  on  the  property,  and  there 
was  therefore  nothing  very  remarkable  in  his 
sending  for  him,  although  he  was  going  to  be 
a  witness  on  the  morrow. 

"  Did  you  hear,  Brady,*'  said  the  master, 
"that  they've  summoned  me  for  the  trial  to- 
morrow ?  ^' 

"  Iss,  yer  honour ;  they  war  telling  me  so  up 
at  the  court ;  there's  Dolan  is  summoned  too." 

"  Who's  Dolan  ?  '' 

**  He's  one  of  the  boys,  Mr.  Keegan,  as  war 
in  it  that  night  at  Mrs,  Mehan's." 

"Well,  and  what  can  he  say?  he  can't  say 
Macdermot  wasn't  there.  He  can't  do  any 
harm,  Patj  for  if  he  was  to  swear  that  he 
wasn't  there,  there's  enough  to  prove  that  he 
was." 

•^  No,  yer  honour,  it  isn't  that  he'll  be  saying, 
but  he'll  be  saying  Captain  Ussher's  name  wasn't 
mentioned,  or  may  be  that  the  boys  were  merely 
taking  their  drink,  innocent  like  j  that's  what  I 
be  afeared — and  that^s  what  Corney'U  say ;  you'll 
see  av  he  don't  j  he's  the  biggest  liar  in  Drum* 
leesh." 

*  Oh,  they'd  soon  knock  all  that  oat  of  him; 
besides,  isn't  he  one  of  these  potheen  boys  ?  " 

"  Faix  he  is  so,  Mr.  Keegan." 

**  Then  they'll  not  believe  him — they'll  believe 
you  a  deal  sooner  than  him  that  way ;  but  you 
must  be  plain  about  this,  Brady,  that  they  were 
talking   about  \3ss\i^  xlwaX.  ti\^V- ^^^  k.^^1 
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Be  d — d  but  if  you  let  them  shake  you  about 
that  you're  lost.  D'ye  hear  ?  Why  don't  you 
answer  me»  eh  ?  " 

"Oh I  sbure,  yotir  honoufj  Til  be  plain 
enough;  certain  sure  the  Captain's  name  war 
mentioned." 

**  Mentioned  I  yes,  and  Iiow  was  it  mentioned  ? 
Didn't  you  tell  me  that  Reynolds  and  young 
Macdermot  were  talking  broadly  about  mur- 
dhering  him  ?  Didn't  they  agree  to  kill  him — - 
to  choke  him  in  a  bog  hole— or  blow  his  brains 
out?'* 

"  It  war  your  honour  they  war  to  put  in  a  bog 
hole/' 

**  D — n  them  I  TU  have  'em  before  I've 
done.  But  don't  you  know  that  Macdermot, 
Reynolds,  and  the  other  fellow  agreed  to  put  an 
end  to  Ussher  ?  Why,  you  told  me  so  twenty 
times/' 

"  I  b'lieve  they  did ;  but  faix,  I  ain't  shure  I 
heard  it  all  rightly  myself,  yer  honour ;  I  warn't 
exactly  one  of  the  party/* 

*'  That  won't  do,  Brady ;   you  told  me  dis- 

Iktinctly   that   Reynolds  and    Macdermot  swore 

'together  to  kili  the  man;  and  you  must  swear 

to  that  in  court.     Why,  the  barrister  has  been 

I  told  that  you  can  prove  it/' 

I      "But,  Mr.  Keegan,  do  you  wish  me  now  to 

go  and  hang  myself?    You  would  not  wish  a 

poor  boy  to  say  anything  as'd  ruin  hisself  ?  " 

**  Be  d — df  but  some  one  has  been  tampering 
with  you.  You  know  you'll  be  in  no  danger,  as 
well  as  I  do ;  and  by  he.ivens  if  you  flinch  now 
it'll  be  worse  for  you.  Mind,  I  want  you  to  say 
nothing  but  the  truth.     But  70M  Vtvo^  \1^^^^ 
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death  was  settled  among  them  ;  and  you  must 
say  it  out  plainly — d^ye  hear  ?  And  I  tell  you 
what,  Brady,  if  you  give  your  evidence  like  a 
man  you'll  never  be  the  worse  of  those  evenings 
you  spent  at  Mohill  at  Mrs.  Mukeady's,  you 
know.  But  if  you  hesitate  or  falter,  as  sure  as 
you  stand  there,  they'll  come  against  you ;  and 
Ihen  I'll  not  be  the  man  to  help  you  out  of  the 
Bcrape/' 

**But,  Mr,  Kcegan,  yer  honour,  they  do  be 
saying  that  iv  I  brings  out  all  that^  it'll  hang  the 
young  masther  out  and  out,  and  then  I'll  have 
his  b!ood  upon  my  conscience.** 

"  Have  the  divil  on  your  conscience.  Isn't 
he  a  murderer  out  and  out  ?  and,  if  so,  shouldn't 
you  lell  the  truth  about  it?  Why,  you  fool, 
it*s  only  the  truth.  What  are  you  afraid  of? 
after  telling  me  so  often  that  you  would  go 
through  with  it  without  caring  a  flash  for  any 
one!'' 

"  But,  you  see,  there's  so  much  more  of  a 
ruction  about  it  now  through  the  counthry  than 
there  war.  Counsellor  Webb  and  all  thim  has 
made  Mr.  Thady's  name  so  great,  that  there'd  be 
no  pace  for  a  boy  at  all  av  he  war  to  say  a  word 
agin  him," 

*'  Then  it's  a  coward  you  are  afther  all, 
Brady?'' 

**  No,  yer  honour,  I'm  no  coward ;  but  it's  a 
bad  thing  living  in  a  counthry,  where  all  the 
boys  is  sworn  to  stretch  you." 

**  Nonsense,  Pat ;  did  they  ever  stretch  mc  ? 

and  haven't  I  done  as  bad  and  worse  to  them 

twenty  times?     They're  trying  to  frighten  you 

out  of  your  duty,  and  ^ou^i^  ^qv^v'^xk^  \^  xJ^^m. 
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Any  way,  I  see  you  are  not  the  man  for  me.  I 
thought  you  had  more  pluck  in  you*" 

'*  Why,  thin,  Mr,  Keegan,  Tve  pluck  enough  ; 
but  faix,  I  don't  like  hanging  the  young  man^ 
thin — and  now  it's  out." 

**Very  well — then  you'll  be  transported  for 
perjury,  that's  all ;  all  the  things  you've  to  swear 
to  have  been  sent  written  out  to  the  Counsellor ; 
and  when  you  contradict  in  court  what  you  have 
already  declared  to  be  the  truth  they'll  prosecute 
you  for  perjury,  and  a  deal  of  good  you'll  do 
young  Macdermot  afther  all  1  ** 

After  a  few  more  arguments  of  a  similar 
natxue,  Brady  was  again  reduced  to  his  allegi- 
ance, and  at  last  was  dismissed,  having  promised 
to  swear  stiffly  both  that  Ussher's  death  had 
been  agreed  on  at  the  meeting  at  Mrs,  Mehan's, 
and  also  that  in  private  conversation  with  him 
(Pat  Brady)  Macdermot  had  frequently  ex- 
pressed his  determination  of  being  revenged 
on  Ussher  for  the  injury  he  was  doing  to  his 
sister.  And  Hyacinth  Keegan  betook  himself 
to  the  company  of  the  fair  partner  of  bis  pros- 
perity and  misfortunes,  comforting  himself  with 
the  idea  that  be  was  sure  of  success  in  his 
attempts  to  secure  Thady's  conviction,  and 
flattering  himself  that  Mr.  O'Malley  could  at 
the  worst  only  ask  him  some  few  teasing  ques* 
tions  about  the  property. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX 

Xhady's  trial  is  commenced 

On  the  same  evenings  namely  that  immediately 
before  the  trial,  Father  John  visited  Thady  in 
prison,  and  it  was  the  last  time  that  they  were  to 
meet  before  the  fate  of  the  latter  was  decided. 
The  priest  had  constantly  visited  the  young 
man  in  his  confinement,  and  bad  done  all  in  his 
power  to  support  and  cheer  his  spirits  under 
the  horrible  circumstances  in  which  he  was 
placed,  and  not  without  success.  Thady  had 
borne  his  incarceration  and  distress  with  the 
greatest  courage.  When  remaining  at  Augha- 
cashel  among  the  lawless  associates  with  whom 
he  had  so  foolishly  looked  for  safety,  he  had 
completely  lost  his  fortitude  and  power  of 
endurance ;  he  was  aware  that  he  was  doing 
what  was  in  every  sense  culpable,  and  be  then 
could  not  but  look  on  himself  as  a  murderer 
flying  from  justice;  but  now  he  had  learned  to 
see  what  was  really  criminal  in  what  he  had 
done,  and  what  was  venial;  and  though  the 
last  five  months  had  been  spent  in  prison,  and 
though  he  felt  by  no  means  sanguine  of  his 
acquittal,  he  had,  nevertheless,  never  regretted 
that  he  had  given  himself  up. 

Father  John    had    again    to-day    seen    Mr. 

0*Malley,   who   now   that    he    had    the   affair 

thoroughly  at  his  ^u%^x^  etids,  seemed  to  be 

almost  sanguine  ot  smcc^^s,  mv.^  Qj;iU'3,^Qjjifia22^^ 
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the  good  priest  himself  was  correspondingly 
elated. 

"  I  trust  in  God,  Thady/*  said  he,  **  I  con- 
fidently trust  you  will  be  with  me  at  the  Cottage 
to-tnorrow  night,  or  at  any  rate  the  next.  The 
Cottage  shall  be  your  home  for  some  time,  my 
boy,  if  they  allow  you  any  home  in  the  country. 
I  don^t  want  to  give  you  false  hopes,  but  I  don't 
think  any  jury  can  convict  you.  I'm  sure  Mr* 
O'Malley  thinks  so  too/* 

**  I  don't  think  so,  Father  John ;  it  may  be 
so,  but  I  don't  think  so ;  it's  a  comfort  to  me 
to  know  I  never  meant  his  death,  although  he 
was  doing  what  might  have  templed  me  to 
shoot  hisn,  av  I'd  had  a  pistol  in  my  hand; 
for  as  I  sit  here  he  was  dragging  her  down  the 
avenue  by  the  waist  But  I  never  thought  to 
kill  him,  and  though  I  think  they  will  hang  me, 
I  feel  that  I  haven't  the  weight  of  murdher  on 
my  hands." 

"  You  haven't,  Thady ;  indeed  you  may  say 
you  haven't.  I  that  should  teach  you  to  repent 
your  sins,  not  to  hide  them  from  your  own 
heart,  tell  you  that  you  haven't.  But  should 
they  condemn  you,  there  are  those  that  will 
have.  But  God  forbid — ^may  God  in  his  great 
mercy  forbid  it" 

**But,  Father  John,  what'll  Feemy  doi*  what 
will  the  owld  man  do  when  I  am— when  I'm 
gone?  Keegan  '11  have  all  now.  She'll  be 
turned  out  to  beg  across  the  world ;  and  what'U 
ever  become  of  her  ?  " 

**  Your  father'll  be  cared  for,  Thady.  Though 
no  one  else  should  see  to  him,  I  will,  for  your 
sake.     He's  very  infirm  \  you'\IL  b^  ^aNjopwi^as^ 


528  The  Macdermots  of  BallycSSn 

when  you  see  him;  but  while  he  lives  and  while 
1  have  a  bit  of  bread  to  share  with  him,  or  a  roof 
to  shelter  him,  for  your  sake,  he  shall  never 
want  it." 

Thady  pressed  the  priest's  hand  between  his 
own. 

**  What  a  thing  it  is  to  have  a  friend  like  you  I 
but  Feemy — who'll  provide  for  Feemy?  she'll 
be  the  only  one  left  of  the  name  when  I'm 
gone]  therein  be  nothing  left  but  her;  house 
and  family '11  be  gone  then,  and  except  for  poor 
Feemy,  there'd  be  an  end  of  the  whole  con- 
cern," 

**  Don't  go  on  that  way/'  said  Father  John, 
with  tears  in  his  eyes,  "  You'll  be  able  to  see 
after  and  live  with  your  own  sister  yet;  and 
who  knows  but  you  may  yet  beat  Keegan  out 
of  Ballycloran?" 

'*  Oh  no,  Father  John  !  av  they  don't  hang 
me  out  and  out — av  they  don't  put  an  end  to 
me  altogether,  I'll  be  transported,  or  sent  back 
here  to  gaoL  111  never  be  at  Ballycloran  again. 
Bad  as  the  place  is,  I  loved  it,  I  think  it's  all 
the  throuble  I  had  with  it,  and  with  the  tinants, 
that  made  me  love  it  so,  God  forgive  me — I 
was  hard  enough  to  some  of  them  !  " 

Father  John  remained  with  him  till  the  even* 
ing  was  far  advanced,  and  then  left  him,  promis- 
ing to  be  in  court  on  the  morrow. 

"  Let  me  see  you  there,  Father  John,*'  said 
he.  "  Stand  near  me  whilst  it's  going  on  ;  it'll 
be  a  comfort  to  me  to  have  one  friend  near  me 
among  so  many  strangers,  and  at  such  a  time." 

"1  will,  my  boy.  I  must  leave  the  court 
when  Feemy  is  to  com^^lox^Ne;  '^iara»E«4.\a 
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be  with  Mrs.  McKeon  when  she  brings  her  in ; 
but  excepting  that,  111  stand  as  near  you  as 
they*ll  let  me." 

The  priest  then  left  his  friend,  and  Thady  was 
once  more  alone  in  his  cell,  about  to  pass  the 
last  of  many  long,  tedious  nights  of  suspense. 
There  he  sat,  on  his  iron  bedstead  in  his  gloomy 
cell,  with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  vacancy,  thinking 
over  the  different  events  of  his  past  life,  and 
trying  to  nerve  himself  for  the  fate  which,  he 
too  truly  believed,  was  in  store  for  him,  Thady's 
disposition  had  not  been  prone  to  hope;  he 
had  never  been  too  sanguine — never  sanguine 
enough.  From  the  years  to  which  his  earliest 
memory  could  fall  back,  he  bad  been  fighting 
an  earnest,  bard  battle  with  the  world's  cares, 
and  though  not  thoroughly  vanquished,  he  had 
always  been  worsted.  He  had  never  experienced 
what  men  called  luck,  and  he  therefore  never 
expected  it  Few  men  in  any  rank  of  life  had 
known  so  little  joy  as  he  had  done,  or  had  so 
little  pleasure ;  his  only  object  in  life  had  been 
to  drive  the  wolf  from  his  father's  door  and  to 
keep  a  roof  over  him  and  his  sister* 

Had  patient  industry  and  constant  toil  been 
able  to  have  effected  this,  he  would  have  been, 
perhaps  not  happy,  but  yet  not  discontented ; 
this,  however,  circumstances  had  put  out  of  his 
power,  and  he  felt  that  the  same  uncontrollable 
circumstances  had  now  brought  him  into  his 
present  position.  He  knew  little  of  the  Grecian's 
doctrine  of  necessity  ;  but  he  had  it  in  his  heart 
that  night,  when  he  felt  himself  innocent,  and 
was  at  the  same  time  assured  that  all  the  kind 
effoits  of  his  friends  wou\d  nol  ^vi^  \iOTk.  V^tsv 
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his  fate— a  hangman's  rope  and  the  county 
gallows. 

There  be  sat  the  greater  part  of  that  night 
alone  on  his  cold  bedside,  not  knowing 
whether  he  was  warm  or  cold — not  perceiving 
whether  it  was  light  or  dark ;  and  no  one  but 
God  might  know  the  thoughts  that  passed 
through  his  untutored  brain,  or  the  feelings 
which  kindled  his  warm,  though  rugged  heart- 
Did  he  complain  that  though  honest,  industrious, 
and  patient,  ignominy  and  death  should  be  his 
probable  doom  ?  Had  he  bitter  hatred  in  his 
heart  for  those  who  had  driven  him  to  his  fate? 
Did  he  still  love  those  who  had  evinced  so  little 
sympathy  with  him  ?  Sympathy!  Ahl  how  could 
he  miss  that  which  be  had  never  felt,  till  Father 
John  had  blessed  him  with  his  kind  words  I  His 
love  had  not  been  that  conscious  love  which 
requires  kindness  to  nurture  it,  and  love  again 
to  keep  it  warm.  He  was  not  aware  himself 
how  well  he  loved  his  father  and  his  sister.  His 
lot  had  been  thrown  with  them ;  he  had  passed 
his  life  with  ihem,  and  the  feelings,  which  in  a 
selfish  man  are  given  up  to  self,  had  with  him 
been  turned  on  those  to  whose  care  it  had 
seemed  that  his  life  should  be  dedicated, 

I  do  not  say  that  he  looked  forward  to  a 
probable  death  without  a  shudder,  or  to  so 
speedy  a  termination  of  his  career,  without  a 
wish  that,  unfortunate  as  it  had  been,  it  might 
be  prolonged ;  but  it  was  the  disgrace,  and  the 
circumstances  of  his  fate,  which  made  by  far 
the  greater  portion  of  his  misery.  Could  he 
be  but  once  quiet  in  his  grave,  and  have  done 
with   it  all — ^be  lid  ol  ^e  caxe,  vmwsvg^  ^md 
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uneasiness,  he  wodd  have  been  content* 
Could  he  have  been  again  unborn — uncreated  t 
He  had  once  repined  to  Father  John,  that 
existence  had  been  for  him  a  necessary  evil; 
and  though  checked  by  the  priest  for  the 
impiety  of  the  thought,  was  it  odd  if  he  often 
thought,  that  he  was  one  of  those  for  whom  it 
would  have  been  better  had  they  never  been 
born  ? 

About  three  or  four  in  the  morning,  he  fell 
asleepj  and  was  awakened  by  Father  John  about 
eight  ',  he  dressed  himself  in  his  best  clothes^ 
those  in  which  he  had  been  accustomed  to 
go  to  mass — ^ate  his  breakfast,  and  about  ten 
o'clock  was  led  out  of  gaol,  handcuffed,  into 
the  court-house.  The  gaol  at  Carrick-on- 
Shannon  is  not  far  from  the  court-house,  and 
as  they  are  both  built  on  a  neck  of  land  running 
into  the  river,  no  portion  of  the  town  has  to  be 
traversed ;  but  yet  there  was  a  great  crowd  col- 
lected to  see  the  poor  fellow  pass  by.  This  was 
the  first  of  the  bitter  moments  to  which  he  had 
so  constantly  looked  forward  for  the  last  few 
months.  At  length,  however,  he  was  in  the 
dock,  and  here  the  high  wooden  palings,  twelve 
feet  above  the  ground  on  which  he  had  to  stand, 
would  screen  him  from  the  view  of  all,  save  the 
miserable  prisoners  beside  him  and  the  police- 
men who  had  brought  him  in, — until  he  should 
be  called  on  to  take  his  place  at  the  bar. 

After  waiting  there  for  about  half  an  hour, 
sitting  on  the  rude  benches  which  surrounded 
the  interior  of  the  dock,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on 
the  red  lappets  of  the  gaoler^s  coat  which  hung 
over  the  palings  as  he  sat  \ipon  \kifc  >ci^x>\!fi:. 
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heard  the  noise  of  steps  in  the  court  suddenly 
increased,  and  the  sound  of  voices  hushed  ;  the 
judge  was  taking  his  seat.  Mr.  Baron  Hamilton, 
accompanied  by  a  fashionably  dressed  young 
gentleman  with  a  white  wand,  entered  the  court 
at  a  side-door,  passed  behind  the  jury-box,  and 
sat  down  on  the  seat  of  judgment,  under 
dusty  red  canopy  which  for  many  years 
nodded  over  the  wisdom  of  Ireland's  soundi 
lawyers. 

Had  that  piece  of  red  moreen  been  gifted 
with  an  ear  to  hear,  and  a  tongue  to  tell,  what 
an  indifferent  account  would  it  give  of  the 
veracity  of  judges  and  of  the  consciences  of 
lawyers  i  How  many  offences  had  it  heard 
stigmarised  by  his  lordship  as  the  most  heinous 
that  had  ever  been  brought  before  him  in  his 
judicial  capacity  !  How  many  murderers,  felons, 
and  robbers,  described  as  poor  harmless,  inno- 
cent, foolish  boys,  brought  into  trouble  by  a 
love  of  frolic  !  How  many  witnesses,  vainly 
endeavouring  to  tell  the  truth,  forced  by  the 
ingenuity  of  lawyers  into  falsehood  and  perjury ! 
What  awful  denunciations  and  what  light  wit, 
almost  in  the  same  breath  !  Of  what  laughter 
hardly  suppressed  by  judicial  authority  would  it 
tell — what  agonizing  sobs  altogether  unsup- 
pressable  would  it  describe — ^how  many  a  clever, 
smiling,  self-sufficient  barrister  would  it,  from 
long  knowledge,  have  learnt  to  laugh  to  scorn — 
of  how  many  a  sharp  attorney  would  it  declare 
the  hidden  w^ays  1  But  yards  of  red  moreen  are 
fitting  witnesses  for  judicial  gravities  and  legal 
exercises.  They  hang  profoundly,  gravely^ — 
nay^  alJ  but  solemuA-y — o\^i  ^^«i.  ^twt^^Ss^ks^  <\i 
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te  criminal.  They  lend  authority  to  the  wrath, 
and  protection  to  the  wit  of  the  wigged*  They 
awe  the  criminal,  repress  the  witnesses,  inspire 
the  juror,  silence  the  spectator,  absorb  the  dust^ 
and  tell  no  tales. 

And  now  the  judge  having  taken  his  place, 
the  lesser  men  in  office  being  duly  seated  be- 
neath him,  and  the  contending  barristers  having 
sufficiently  dived  into  their  blue  bags,  the 
prisoner  is  summoned,  under  various  indict- 
ments, to  take  his  trial  for  the  murder  of  Myles 
ssher;  whereupon  Thady  is  called  upon  by 
lc  gaoler,  and,  rising  from  his  seat,  takes  his 
:and  at  the  bar.  In  his  position  there,  he  is 
St  enabled  to  raise  his  arm  to  the  railing  of 
e  dock,  and  to  rest  his  hand  upon  it  during 
e  ten  long,  horrid,  wasting  hours  which  he  is 
lestined  to  pass  in  his  present  painful  position* 
His  face  is  pale,  and — ^always  thin  and  sad — 
now  thinner  and  sadder  than  ever;  his  eyes 
wander  round  the  court,  and  as  they  at  length 
alight  on  Father  John,  who  is  seated  next  to 
Mr.  McKeon  on  the  attorneys'  benches,  a  kind 
of  gentle  smile  softens  his  features,  and  shows 
how  great  a  relief  he  feels  the  presence  of  a 
fnend  to  be.  In  answer  to  the  clerk  of  the 
crown,  he  declares  himself  not  guilty,  professes 
himself  ready  for  his  trial,  and  the  business  of 
the  day  commences. 

The  first  thing  that  has  to  be  done  is  to  call 
over  the  long  panel,  and  the  names  of  all  com- 
petent persons  in  the  county,  from  whom  the 
jury  is  to  be  selected.  But  even  preparatory  to 
this,  the  counsel  for  the  defence  commence  their 
fight.    Mr,  O'Laugher,  who^  as  th^  ^bii'^'^  ^'t^% 
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is  with  Mr.  O'Malley,  be^ns  by  declaring  that 
the  list  from  which  the  names  are  read  is  an 
illegal  list — a  foolish,  useless,  unauthoritative  Ust 
— nothing  but  balderdash,  moonshine,  and  waste 
paper — ^all  empty  sounds,  and  consisting  of  i 
string  of  names  as  little  to  the  purpose  in  the 
present  case  as  a  regimental  roll-calL  The 
sub-sherifT,  who  with  infinite  clerkly  care,  and 
much  sub*shrieval  experience,  has  made  out  the 
list,  opens  wide  his  disturbed  ears,  and  begins  to 
ieel  somewhat  uncomfortable*  Mr,  O'Laugher 
5;oes  on  to  declare  that  the  present  list,  instead 
of  being  one  properly,  legally,  and  expressly 
drawn  out  for  March,  183^ — ,  is  only  a  copy  of 
the  one  in  use  during  the  summer  assizes  in  the 
last  year,  and  assures  the  judge  with  much  in- 
dignant  emphasis,  that  he  cannot  allow  his  client 
to  submit  to  the  injustice  of  receiving  a  verdict 
from  a  jury  composed  under  such  atrocious 
circumstances. 

The  objection  is  listened  to  with  as  much 
gravity  as  though  a  statement  had  been  made 
that  the  prisoner  had  been  in  Newfoundland  at 
tlie  time  of  Ussher's  death,  and  Mr.  Allewinde*s 
assistant  begins  to  argue  the  case.  The  sub* 
sheriff  and  his  two  clerks  are  put  into  the  chair, 
and  have  to  swear  one  thing  and  another* 
Books  are  lugged  into  court — dirty  papers  over- 
hauled— thick  volumes  quoted  and  consulted — 
precedents  urged — objections  answered — a  great 
deal  of  self-confidence  shown.  At  last,  after  a 
weary  hour*s  talk,  it  seems  somehow  decided 

^that  the  sub-sheriff  was  in  the  right  of  it — that 
he  list  is  correct,  and  that  the  prisoner  may  be 

'triedi    But  Mi.  O'Lan^V^^^  vi  Tici\  \s!t  tke  least 
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chagrined  at  the  victory  of  his  adversary ;  one 
would  say,  from  his  countenance,  that  his  only 
object  had  been  to  delay  the  business  for  an 
hour,  and  that  he  triumphed  in  his  success. 

The  hst  is  accordingly  read  over,  and  the 
householders  of  County  Leitrim  are  summoned 
to  appear  and  answer  to  their  names  under  a 
penalty  of  two  pounds*  A  lamentable  deficiency, 
however,  is  apparent]  one  only  here  and  there 
answers  to  his  name  as  it  is  called  out  In  the 
sonorous  and  practised  voice  of  the  clerk  of  the 
crown.  A  notice  is  then  given  that  they  will  be 
again  invoked  under  a  penalty  of  ten  pounds, 
which,  in  spite  of  the  fear  which  pervades  the 
minds  of  jurymen  that  this  will  be  a  lock-up 
affair,  entailing  a  bedless  night  and  a  meagre 
supper,  surreptitiously  supplied  through  the 
windows  of  the  court-house,  has  the  desired 
effect,  and  Cornelius  O'Reilly,  Patrick  Tierney, 
Anthony  Reynolds,  etc.,  etc*,  reply  to  the  call, 
and  the  court  becomes  sufficiently  full  of  strong, 
thick-set,  comfortable  men. 

This  is  only  the  long  panel  Now  the  jury  has  to 
be  formed.    To  twenty  names  the  prisoner  is  en- 
titled to  object  from  caprice,  and  Mr,  O'Laugher 
is  not  the  man  to  give  up  one  of  the  twenty. 
Then  he  can  object  to  as  many  more  as  he 
chooses,  on  showing  cause,  and   you  may  be 
^«jre  Mr.  O'Laugher  has  a  great  many  causes  to 
^feow«     One  man  has  lived  near  young  Mac- 
^ermot  all  his  life,  has  been  a  friend  of  his, 
must  have  formed  an  opinion  on  the  case,  and 
is  therefore  not  fit ;  another  man  has  been  his 
enemy,  and  is  therefore  not  fit;  a  third  man 
used  to  drive  with   Captain  \]s'a\i^i  Wv::,^  -^ 


536  The  Macdermots  of  Ballycloran 

week ;  a  fourth  lived  in  Mohill ;  a  fifth  at 
Dnimsna ;  a  sixth  did  not  live  in  the  county  at 
all ;  a  seventh  had  not  a  house  of  his  own,  and 
so  on.  Why,  it  appeared  there  was  not  a  proper 
juror  in  the  county  J  On  all  these  objections 
Mr,  O'Laugher  was  beaten ;  and  as  he  was 
beaten  on  each,  he  indefatigably  prepared  for 
the  next 

Then  the  jurors  themselves  objected.  They 
unblushingly  declared  themselves  unfit; — as- 
serted that  they  could  not  depend  upon  them- 
selves to  give  a  true  verdict,  and  assured  the 
judge  that  their  minds  would  be  improperly 
biassed  by  circumstances  on  one  side  or  the 
other*  What  atrocious  characters  ! — what  self- 
condemned  miscreants  !  Why  does  not  the  judge 
instantly,  with  that  stern  look  he  knows  so  well 
how  to  assume,  turn  them  out  of  court,  bid 
them  make  way  for  honest  men,  and  send  them 
home,  disgraced  for  ever,  to  their  sorrowing 
families  ?  Does  he  do  so  ?  No,  indeed  1  he 
picks  his  teeth  while  Mr.  Allewinde  assures  this 
recusant  or  the  other  that  he  has  no  doubt  but 
that  he  will  make  a  most  eligible  juror ;  and  at 
last,  T^'ith  considerable  delay,  a  little  trial  takes 
place  in  each  case,  and  two  other  jurymen  have 
to  decide  on  their  oaths,  whether  Terence 
Murphy  stands  indifferent  between  our  Lord 
and  Sovereign  the  King  and  the  prisoner  at 
the  bar ;  and  to  enable  them  to  decide,  they 
have  to  hear  all  the  evidence  in  the  case. 

The  twelve  are  at  last  sworn — the  proper 
officer  repeating  in  each  case  those  awful  words, 
"Juror,  look  upon  the  prisoner.  Prisoner, 
look  upon  the  iutoi,    Xou  ^"aJC^.  '«'^  ^t^^  vwa?j 
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try,  and  true  deliverance  make,  between  our 
Lord  and  Sovereign  the  King  and  the  prisoner 
at  the  bar — so  help  you  God  ! '' 

As  this    injunction    in    each  case  reached 
Thady's  ear,  he  moved  his  eyes  upon  the  man 
who  was  then  being  sworn,  as  if  demanding 
from  him  that  true  deliverance  to  which  he  felt 
himself  entitled.     And  now  the  prisoner  having 
pleaded,  the  indictments   read,   and   the   jury 
armed  with  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  Mr,  Allewinde, 
full  of  legal  dignity  and   intellectual   warmth, 
rises  to  his  subject     We  will  not  follow  him 
through  the  whole  of  the  long  narrative  which 
he,  with  great  practised  perspicuity,  and  in  the 
clearest  language,  laid  before  the  jury,  for  we 
already  know  the  facts  which  he  had  to  detail 
He  first  of  all  described  the  death  of  Ussher; 
then  stated  that  he  could  prove  that  the  prisoner 
had  killed  him,  and  having  informed  the  jury 
that  doubtless  the  prisoner's  sister  was  in  the 
act  of  eloping  with  the  deceased  when  he  met 
his  death,  launched  out  into  a  powerful  descrip- 
tion of  the  present  dreadful  state  of  the  country. 
He  told  the  jury  that  it  was  in  his  power  to 
prove  to  them  that  the  prisoner  was  one  of  an 
illegal  society  who  had  often  threatened  Ussher, 
and  that  he  had  but  a  day  or  two  previous  to 
the   affray   met  a   sworn    portion   of  his   own 
tenants  for  the  purpose  of  planning  the  murder. 
He  went  on  to  tell  the  jury  that  they  were  not 
to  allow  themselves  to  be  deceived  by  the  idea 
that  the  murder  could  not  have  been  premedi- 
tated, because  there  existed  a  presumption  that 
I  the  prisoner  was  not  aware  of  UssheFs  expected 
bresence  in  the  avenue  3  for  l\\a.l  V\ve  ^^X.  i5fc\^^ 
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murder  having  been  talked  over  deliberately, 
and  then  executed^  afforded  the  strongest 
evidence  that  the  prisoner  was  at  the  time  l>mg 
in  wait  for  the  deceased ;  and  that,  through  the 
servants,  or  from  other  means,  he  had  made 
himself  cognisant  of  the  projected  elopement 
He  then,  preparatory  to  examining  the  witnesses, 
concluded  in  the  following  words  : — 

"Gentlemea  of  the  jury,— You  are  probably 
all  aware  that  the  prisoner  is  from  that  rank  in 
life  to  which  the  greatest  number  of  yourselves 
belong ;  and  you  cannot  but  see  that  the  fact  of 
his  being  so,  greatly  increases  the  magnitude  of 
his  presumed  crime.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  urge 
you  on  this  account  to  come  to  a  conviction, 
should  the  evidence  prove  in  any  way  deficient ; 
but  I  do  implore  you,  if  you  value  the  peace  of 
your  country — the  comfort  of  your  hearths — the 
safety  of  your  houses — and  the  protection  of 
your  property,  not  to  allow  yourselves  to  be  led 
away  by  a  feeling  of  false  sympathy,  or  to  be 
improperly  actuated  by  the  idea  that  the  deed 
was  done  in  legitimate  defence  of  the  prisoner's 
sister,  if  the  evidence  do  not  prove  that  such 
was  the  case,  I  do  implore  you  to  divest  your- 
selves of  any  such  preconceived  notions.  Did 
the  evidence  merely  go  to  show  that  Mr*  Ussher 
was  killed  by  the  brother  whilst  eloping  with 
the  sister,  it  would  doubtless  be  fair  that  the 
circumstance  should  be  taken  into  your  con- 
sideration; but  when  you  shall  have  heard  it 
proved  that  the  death  of  this  unfortunate  maa 
was  deliberately  talked  over,  canvassed,  and 
decided  on  by  the  very  man  by  whom  it  was 
executed,  you  wi^i.  o^^W  i^  \nx^  ^^  ^t^a^^ssii 
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device  by  which  the  prisoner  has  endeavoured 
to  deceive  you,  did  you  not  clearly  perceive  that 
he  has  merely  used  the  fact  of  his  sister's  elope- 
ment as  a  favourable  opportunity  for  the  com- 
pletion of  his  project.  Gentlemen,  I  shall  now 
proceed  to  call  the  different  witnesses,  satisfied 
that  when  you  shall  have  heard  their  evidence, 
you  will  have  no  difl&culty  in  coming  to  a  verdict 
in  the  case." 

The  first  witness  called  was  Dr.  Blake*  He 
stated  that  he  had  examined  the  body  the  day 
after  Ussher  had  met  his  death  ;  that  he  had  no 
doubt  death  had  been  occasioned  by  two  heavy 
blows,  one  of  which  had  fractured  the  skull 
immediately  over  the  temple,  and  which  was 
of  itself  quite  sufficient  to  cause  instantaneous 
death ;  that  he  should  presume  these  blows  to 
have  been  inflicted  with  some  heavy  blunt  instru- 
ment, and  that  he  considered  the  stick  then 
produced  in  court  and  shown  to  him  was  such 
as  had  probably  been  used  on  the  occasion. 
This  witness  was  not  cross-examined* 
Biddy  was  next  called  and  took  her  seat  in 
the  chair  with  mtich  trepidation  ;  but  her  usual 
womanly  volubility  soon  returned  to  her,  and 
she  gave  her  evidence  fluently  enough*  She 
stated  that  her  mistress  had  confided  to  her 
her  intention  of  eloping  with  Ussher  on  the 
morning  of  the  evening  on  which  he  had  been 
killed ;  that  in  obedience  to  her  mistress's  com- 
mands, she  had  walked  down  the  road  towards 
Mohili,  and  had  met  Ussher  in  a  gig,  and  had 
put  a  parcel  for  her  mistress  into  it ;  that  when 
she  returned  to  the  house,  she  beheved  bet 
master — that  was  the  prisoner^ — ^a.s\T\^'t\tfixa.^e^ 
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m  her  mistress's  sitting-room;  that  shortly 
after  her  return  she  saw  him  come  into  the  hall ; 
that  he  then  told  her  to  go  in  to  his  sister,  and 
that  Captain  Ussher  was  dead.  She  did  not 
know  what  became  of  him  after  that,  and  that 
she  had  not  seen  him  from  that  moment  till  the 
present  one. 

Mr<  O'Laugher  then  asked  her,  whether  she 
had  told  any  one  of  her  mistress's  intention  of 
eloping  with  Ussher,  and  she  replied  that  she 
had  not — that  she  had  never  opened  her  lips 
on  the  subject  to  any  one  before  she  heard  the 
prisoner  say  that  Captain  Ussher  was  dead 
She  also  stated  that  it  was  her  young  master's 
habit  to  go  out  to  the  stables  every  night. 

She  also  was  then  allowed  to  go  down, 
and  Frederick  Brown  was  called.  He  proved 
that  Ussher  had  revealed  to  him  his  plan  of 
running  off  with  Feemy,  and  he  stated,  that  not 
thinking  much  about  it,  he  had  told  three  or 
four  friends  of  the  circumstance,  and  that  he 
could  not  tell  whether  or  not  it  might  in  that 
manner  have  got  round  to  the  ears  of  the 
prisoner* 

Mr.  O'Laugher  in  his  cross  *examinatioa 
bothered  this  young  gentleman  considerably, 
but  as  neither  the  questions  nor  the  answers 
are  material  to  the  story,  it  would  be  useless  to 
repeat  them. 

The  next  witness  was  Pat  Brady,  and  as  the 
verdict  to  which  the  jury  came,  depended  in 
a  great  degree  on  his  evidence^  it  wiD  be  given 
as  nearly  as  possible  in  detail. 

Having  given  Ms  name,  he  stated  ihat  at  the 
time  of  Usshei's  dea.l\v\^t^^"^^^^  ^^^^^ixas.'^l 
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of  the  prisoner ;  that  he  had  been  his  ccmfidential 
servant^  and  was  intimate  with  all  his  habits ; 
that  on  the  night  when  the  deceased  was  killed, 
at  some  time,  he  supposed,  about  half-past  nine 
o'clock,  his  master  had  entered  the  kitchen  at 
Ballycloran,  and  had  desired  him,  Brady,  to 
follow  him  out  into  the  avenue ;  that  his  master, 
when  in  the  avenue,  had  told  him  that  he  had 
killed  Captain  Ussher* 

By  this  time  the  counsel  had  ceased  asking 
questions,  and  as  the  witness   was  telling  his 

frn  story,  we  will  leave  it  in  his  words. 
"  I  thought  it  war  poking  his  fun  at  me,  yer 
nours — for  I  knowed  the  Captain  hadn't  been 
at  Eallycloran  that  night,  and  that  the  masther 
had  been  ating  his  dinner  at  home,  so  I  didn't 
be  taking  much  notice  of  what  be  war  saying, 
till  we  war  mostly  half  down  the  avenue,  when 
Mr*  Thady  told  me  the  body  war  there.  Weil, 
yer  honours — what  with  the  night,  and  what 
wid  the  trees,  it  was'a'most  too  dark  to  see ;  but 
I  felt  the  man's  body  with  my  foot,  and  then  I 
know*d  it  war  thrue  enough  what  the  masther 
was  afther  saying.  I  axed  no  questions  thin, 
for  I  knew  there^d  been  ill  blood  betwixt  them, 
and  when  I  corned  to  remember  myself,  I  wasn't 
that  much  surprised  But  Mr.  Thady  axed  me 
what  we'd  be  doing  wid  the  body,  and  I  can't 
exactly  take  upon  myself  to  say  what  I  answered ; 
but,  at  last,  he  said  as  how  we  would  take  it 
down  to  Mrs.  Mehan's  as  keeps  the  shebeen 
shop  beyond  Ballycloran.  He  then  told  me 
something  about  Miss  Feemyand  the  Captain — 
as  how  he  was  carrying  her  off  by  force  like,  and 
that  war  why  he'd   stretclied  h\m.    ^«?^>  i^ 
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honours,  at  the  bottom  of  the  avenue,  at  the 
gate  like, — though  for  the  matter  of  that  there 
ain*t  no  gate  there, — we  discovered  the  Bromi 
Hall  gig,  and  Mr.  Fred*s  crop-tailed  bay  pony 
horse  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  road — ^and 
the  masther  bid  me  take  the  body  away  to  the 
police  at  Carrick,  saying  he  would  be  off  at 
oncet  to  the  mountains  in  AughacasheL  Well, 
yer  honours,  this  I  did — I  left  the  Captain^s 
body  with  the  pohce — I  took  the  gig  to  Brown 
Hall — and  I  brought  home  Miss  Feemy's  bundle 
^as  had  been  left  there  in  the  gig,  when  the 
Captain  came  out  into  the  avenue — and  that*s 
^  the  long  and  the  short  of  what  I  knows  about 
it,  yer  honours^ — at  laste,  all  1  knows  about  the 
murder/' 

**  The  prisoner  then  owned  to  you/'  continued 
Mr.  AUewinde,  "that  it  was  he  who  killed 
Captain  Ussher  ?  " 

"  Shure  he  made  no  bones  about  it  all — but 
told  me  straight  out  that  he'd  killed  him  in  the 
avenue." 

"  Did  he  say  why  he  had  done  so  ?  " 

"  Faix  I  don't  remember  his  saying  thin  why 
he*d  done  it — and  I  didn't  think  to  ask  him. 
He  was  in  a  flurry  like,  as  war  nathural,  and  he 
and  I  carrying  the  dead  man  that*d  been  heaity 
only  a  few  minutes  afore  1  But  shure,  yet 
honour  knows  the  thing  had  been  talked  over/* 

**  What  thing  had  been  talked  over  ?  " 

"  Why,  the  Captain's  death*" 

"  You  mean  to  say  by  that,  that  arrangements 
had  been  made  by  certain  persons  to  kiU  Captain 
Ussher  ?'* 

**1   dotfl  tn.0^  a?CiOMX  ^ttw\'|,^m^c^\  \s^ 
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iere  war  boys  through  the  counthry  detemimed 
to  have  a  fting  at  him." 

"  Now  I  am  going  to  ask  you  a  question 
particularly  affecting  the  prisoner,  and  one  to 
which  you  must  give  me  a  direct  answer.  Have 
you  ever  been  in  the  prisoner's  company  when 
he  and  others  have  expressed  their  determination 
to  murder  Captain  Ussher  ?  " 

**  Faix,  I  don't  know  about  dethermination 
and  murder,  but  Tve  heard  him  threatened." 

"  Have  you  heard  him  threatened  with 
murder  ?  " 

"  I've  heard  the  boys  say  that  he  would  be 
undher  the  sod  that  day  six  months." 

"  Have  you  heard  Captain  Ussher  threatened 
with  death  in  the  prisoner's  presence  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  that  they  ever  said  death  or 
murder ;  they  don't  spake  out  that  way ;  av  they 
war  going  to  hole  a  chap,  it's  givbg  him  his 
quiafis  or  his  grud  they'd  be  talking  about" 

'*  Well,  nowj  on  your  oath,  have  you  ever, 
in  the  prisoner's  presence,  heard  such  language 
used  respecting  Captain  Ussher  as  made  you 
think  that  he  was  to  be  killed  ?" 

**  Didn^t  I  tell  yer  honour  I  thought  all  along 
how  he'd  be  killed." 

"  Were  you  ever  at  Mrs.  Mulready's  in 
Mohill  ?  " 

"  I  war." 

**  Did  you  ever  hear  Captain  Usshefs  name 
mentioned  there  ?  ** 

"  I  did." 

"  Now  tell  the  jury  as  nearly  as  yoti  can  what 
was  said  respecting  him  there." 

I*'  Why,  a  lot  of  boys  swote  \o|,^^i)citx  qn^i.  ^  ' 
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noggin  or  two  of  sperrits»  to  put  him  undher  the 
sod — that's  all;  but  shure,  yer  honour,  Mr. 
Thady,  that's  hira  there,"  and  he  pointed  to  the 
dock*  *' was  niver  at  Mother  Mulready's,'* 

"  Well,  but  when  the  boys  swore  to  put  the 
Captain  under  the  sod  was  the  prisoner's  narac 
mentioned  ?  " 

'*  Oh,  it  war  ofthen." 

"  And  what  was  said  about  him  ?*' 

**  WJiy^  yer  honour  it  was  this  way — and  I'll 
tell  you  all  I  know  about  it  off  hand — and  thio 
you'll  not  be  throubling  yer  honour's  self  wid^ 
these  questions.  The  boys  war  mostly  teni' 
to  Mr.  Thady  here — and  they  did  be  saying 
av  so — av  Mr.  Tbady  would  jine  them  in  putting 
down  the  peelers  and  the  Captain — they'd 
undhertake  Mr.  Keegan  'd  never  put  a  second 
foot  on  the  lands  of  Ballycloran ;  and  they  war 
the  more  hot  about  this,  as  they  knew  Mr,  Thady 
war  agin  the  Captain  about  his  sisther,  for  he 
thought  thim  two  were  too  thick  like ;  and  he 
used  to  be  saying  as  how  Ussher  war  playing 
his  thricks  with  Miss  Feemy.  Well,  along  of 
this — and  knowing  as  how  the  masther  were 
agin  Mn  Keegan  too,  they  thought  he'd  jine  in ; 
and  to  bring  him  rounds  they  swore  niver  to  pay 
the  tint  afore  he  did.  Well,  yer  honour,  I  was 
one  night  at  the  Widdy's,  that's  Mother  Mul- 
ready*s,  for  Fd  gone  there  knowing  as  how  the 
tenants  'd  be  in  it,  and  I  war  noticing  them  to 
be  up  with  the  masther  on  Friday  next  about 
the  rint.  Afther  Td  been  telling  'em  all  to  be 
up  at  Ballycloran,  they  got  swearing  that  divi!  a 
foot  they'd  stir  to  the  place,  or  divil  a  penny 
they'd  pay  any  moxe,\kcaxi^'^x.  Thady  here 
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wav  so  thick  with  the  Captain*  This  war  jist 
afthtrr  the  row  up  to  Loch  Sheen,  when  three 
boys  war  locked  up  about  some  squall — ^and 
this  made  the  rest  more  bitter  agin  the  Captain. 
Well  J  when  they  got  swearing  this  way,  1  axed 
*em^  why  not  go  to  the  masther  like  a  man,  and 
tell  him  what  they  thought.  Wid  that  they 
agreed  to  come  up  to  Mary's  wedding — that's 
Mary  McGovery,  yer  honour,  as  is  my  sisther, 
and  who  war  to  be  married  the  Thursday  ;  and 
so  they  parted,  and  a  lot  on  'em  swore  that 
blessed  night  that  the  Captain  should  be  under 
the  sod  that  day  six  months.  Well,  yer  honour, 
the  next  morning  Mr.  Keegan  called  down  to 
Ballycloran  about  law  business,  and  somehow 
there  war  words  atwixt  him  and  Mr.  Thady,  and 
from  that  they  got  to  blows,  and  I  brieve  some- 
how Mr.  Keegan  got  the  best  of  it,  and  Mr. 
Thady  was  a  little  hurted,  and  this  made  him 
bittherer  nor  iver." 

*'But  that  did  not  make  him  bitterer  against 
Captain  Ussher,  did  it  ?  ^'  asked  a  juror. 

**Faix  thin,  I  think  it  did,  yer  honour,*' 
answered  Pat,  "  It  seemed  to  make  him  bitther 
altogether  agin  everybody ;  when  I  war  talking 
to  him  aftherwards  about  coming  down  to  the 
wedding,  he  seemed  to  be  trating  all  the  world 
alike.  But  the  Captain  and  Mr.  Keegan 
especial  Well,  when  the  supper  war  over,  and 
the  boys  were  begun  dancing,  Mr.  Thady  come 
down  and  immediately  corned  into  the  inside 
room,  where  the  men  war  sitting  dhrinking,  and 
I  war  wid  them  :  thin  one  of  the  men,  a  tinent 
to  Mn  Thady,  up  and  tould  the  masther  all  as 
IVe  tould  yer  honours,  of  what  VoqV  ^\a.c.^  -^ 
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the  Widdy's  in  Mohill,  and  how  av  Mr.  Thadjf 
would  jine  them  to  rid  the  counthry  of  the 
Captain,  they'd  stand  to  him,  and  wouldn't  let 
Mr.  Keegan  on  the  lands  on  Ballycloran,  right 
or  wrong,  Wid  that  there  war  a  dale  of  shilly* 
shallying — but  at  last  the  masther  said  as  how 
he  would  jine  the  boys  in  ridding  the  counthry 
of  the  Captain,  and  he  thin  agreed  to  come 
down  to  the  Widdy^s  the  next  night,  or  that 
afther,  to  get  the  secret  signs  and  the  pass-words, 
and  to  take  the  oaths  they  war  to  swear  him  ta 
Wid  that  he  tuk  an  oath  thio  niver  to  tell  nothin' 
of  what  had  passed  that  night.  After  that,  1 
don't  remember  rightly  how  it  war,  but  he  got 
up  to  look  for  Miss  Feemy,  and  she  war  out 
walking  in  the  road  wid  the  Captain*  Wellj 
Mr.  Thady  went  down  the  road  afther  thim — 
and  there  war  a  ruction  in  the  road  betwixt  thim 
two  J  but  as  I  warn't  there  I  can*t  say  exactly 
what  was  said  one  side  or  the  other.  By  the 
time  they  come  agin  to  Mrs.  Mehan's  door, 
Father  John,  that's  Father  Magrath,  you  know, 
war  there,  and  made  the  pace  betwixt  'em ;  and 
that's  all  I  can  tell  yer  honours  about  it  av  I  war 
to  sit  here  till  doomsday." 

*'You  said  just  now/'  said  Mr,  Allewinde, 
"that  the  prisoner  agreed  to  join  the  men 
assembled  at  Mrs,  Mehan's  in  ridding  the 
country  of  Captain  Ussher;  now  what  wsb 
meant  by  ridding  the  country  of  him  ?  '* 

''Why,  isn't  it  ridding  the  counthry  of  him? 
yer  honour  knows  what  that  means  as  well  as 
ere  a  boy  in  the  barony/' 

"  Perhaps  I  do ;  but  you  must  tell  the  jury 
what  you  mean  ^7  \t J' 
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*^ Is  it  I?  I  didn^t  mane  nothin'  at  all;  it 
warn't  I  as  said  it — or  as  war  ever  a  going  to 
do  iL'* 

"  WTaat  did  you  suppose  was  the  meaning  of 
those  who  did  make  use  of  the  phrase  ?  " 

**  I  ^sposed  the  boys  did  maoe  to  get  rid  of 
the  Captain  out  of  the  counthry ;  jist  that,  yer 
honour/' 

**  But  how  did  you  suppose  they  were  to  get 
rid  of  him  ? "' 

**  Oh,  yer  honour,  I  mver heard  the  particklars ; 
I  niver  knew  nothin'  of  the  plan.  I  wam't  one 
of  them,  you  know*" 

"  But  the  prisoner  agreed  to  join  them  in  any 
plan,  or  in  some  plan  for  ridding  the  country  of 
Captain  Ussher  ?  " 

"  He  did,  yer  honour ;  shure  I  said  that 
before." 

"  Now,  you  said  some  time  ago,  that  when 
you  first  discovered  that  Captain  Ussher  had 
been  killed  by  the  prisoner,  and  that  when  you 
came  to  remember  yourself,  you  weren't  much 
surprised.  Now,  thank  God  I  it  is,  at  any  rate 
in  this  county,  a  very  uncommon  thing  to  find 
that  one  man  has  killed  another.  Can  you  tell 
the  jury  why  you  were  not  surprised  at  such  an 
^event  as  that  ?  '* 

HT  "  Becase  I  knowed  there  war  ill-blood  betwixt 
P^e  two." 

**  But  men  do  not  kill  one  another  whenever 
^^hey  quarrel,  do  they  ?  '* 
^P    **  Faix,  they  do  sometimes.'* 
^^    **  Did  you  ever,  of  your  own  knowledge,  know 

a  man  before  who  killed  another  ?  " 
^L    **  Oh  dear  !  yes ;  sure  I  did," 
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*'  Well,  tell  us  an  instance/' 
**  Why,  there  war  ould  Paddy  Rafferty,  who 
war  in  the  Cavao  Militia  in  the  Rabellion — ^av 
he  didn't  kill  scores  of  the  French  at  Ballina- 
muck,  he's  the  biggest  liar  I  ever  heard;  but 
he's  dead  now,  yer  honour,'* 

"  Supposing  that  the  death  of  Captain  Ussher 
had  happened  a  fortnight  before — that  the 
prisoner  had  killed  him  a  fortnight  before  the 
day  on  which  he  did  kill  him,  would  you  not 
have  been  surprised  then  ?  " 

"  Why,  I  don't  know  that  a  fortnight  makes 
much  difference," 

**  Answer  ray  question.  In  such  a  case  as 
that,  would  you  not  have  felt  more  surprise  than 
you  did  when  the  affair  did  occur?*' 

**Why,  yer  honour,  I  can*t  answer  that— 
becase,  you  see,  it  didn't  happen  then,  and  I 
couldn't  exactly  be  sajring  what  my  feelings 
might  be." 

*'  At  any  rate,  you  were  not  surprised  ?  " 
"  Oh  yes,  I  war  surprised ;  in  course  it  war  a 
surprise  to  me  when  I  kicked  the  dead  body ; 
but  when  I  come  to  think  over  all  about  the 
Captain,  I  warn't  that  much  surprised." 

**  After  what  had  taken  place  at  Mrs.  Mehan's, 
you  did  not  expect  Captain  Ussher  would  be 
very  long  lived  ?  " 

**  Faix,  he  lived  longer  than  I  expected — see- 
ing the  way  he  war  going  on  through  the 
counthry  " 

"Do  you  remember  telling  me  some  time 
ago,  spealdng  of  Captain  Ussher's  death,  that 
the  thing  had  been  talked  over  ?  " 
I  blieve  1  said  as  muOcJ* 
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|g  **  What  did  you  mean  by  that  ?  ** 
H  "  Why,  just  that  the  job  had  been   talked 
about'' 

'^AVhatjob?" 
**  Why,  this  job." 

«  What  job  ?    Tell  the  jury  what  job.'* 
**  Faix,  they  all  know  well  enough  by  this  time," 
and  the  witness  looked  up  to  the  jury,  **  — or 
else  they  oughtn't  to  be  there,  any  way." 

**  Tell  them  what  job  you  mean— never  mind 
what  they  know." 

^  **  'Deed  thin,  youVe  bothering  me  so  entirely 
Hth  yer  jobs,  I  don't  rightly  know  myself  which 
Wm  maniog." 

I  **  Think  a  little,  then,  for  you  must  tell  them ; 
you  said  the  job  had  been  talked  over;  what 
was  it  that  had  been  talked  over  ?  *' 

The  witness  gave  a  stolid  look  at  the  counsel, 
but  answered  nothing. 

*'  Come,"  continued  Mr.  Allewinde,  **  what 
was  the  job  that  had  been  talked  over  ?" 

**  Bad  manners  to  the  likes  of  me  ;  but  I  war 
niver  cute,  and  now  I'm  bothered  inure) y.** 

**  You  mean  to  tell  the  jury,  then,  that  you 
don't  know  what  you  meant  w^hen  you  said  the 
thing  had  been  talked  over,  do  you  ?  " 

**  Why,  I  s'pose  it  was  this  thing  about 
Captain  Ussher.  Weren't  we  talking  of  that, 
then?" 

**That*s  for  you  to  say.  AVas  it  Captain 
Ussher's  death  that  had  been  talked  over?" 

"Witness,  don't  answer  that  question,"  said 
Mr.  O'Malley,  "I'm  sure  my  learned  friend 
wUl  not  press  it ;  it's  very  seldom  he  makes  such 
a  slip  as  that,** 
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Mr.  Allewinde  had  asked  a  leading,  and 
therefore  an  unallowable  qaestion. 

"  Why,  the  witness  had  just  said  that  he  sup- 
posed it  was  this  thing  about  Captain  Ussher/* 
said  Mr.  Allewinde. 

"Til  say  no  more  about  it/*  continued  Mr, 
O'Malley,  "feeling  perfectly  certain  that  you 
will  not  press  the  question." 

"Well,"  said  Mr.  Allewinde  to  the  witness, 
**  tell  the  jury  at  once  what  was  the  thing  that 
had  been  talked  over." 

**  Why,  yer  honour  knows  well  enough.  Shore 
weren't  you  saying  it  yourself^  only  the  gentle- 
man  here  wouldn't  let  you." 

"  Well,  now  do  you  say  it" 

*' Say  what?" 

**  Say  what  was  the  thing  that  had  been  talked 
over." 

"  Talked  over  when,  yer  honour  ?  *' 

**You  told  the  jury  some  time  sinoe  that 
the  prisoner  owned  to  you  in  the  avenue 
that  he  had  killed  Captain  Ussher,  did  you 
not?" 

**Faix,  I  did — and  it  was  thrue  for  m^ 
made  no  bones  about  it  at  all/' 

**And  you  then  added  that  the  thing 
been  talked  over;  what  thing  was  it  that 
been  talked  over  ?  " 

**  Ah,  that*s  what  you're  wanting,  is  it? 
thin  I'm  axing  yer  pardon  for  keeping  yer 
honours  all  this  time  in  suspinse,  Faix  tmn, 
Captain  Ussher  war  the  thing  what  war  talked 
over;  and  divil  a  lie  in  it,  for  he  war  talked 
over  ofthen  enough/' 

"Captain  \Js^\v^i  ^i^^  \i^'i?CL  talked  over  in 
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such  a  manner  as  to  prevent  your  feeling  much 
surprise,  when  you  found  that  the  prisoner  had 
killed  him,  isn*t  that  it?*' 

"  Jist  so — faix,  I'd  have  no  difficulty  in  dis- 
coursing wid  yer  honour,  av  the  other  gentle- 
man wouldn't  put  in  his  say." 

•'You'll  find  by  and  by  he*ll  have  a  great  deal 
more  to  say." 

**  In  course ;  and  no  objection  on  arth  on  my 
part  so  long  as  ii*s  one  at  a  time." 

"  Now  I  think  I  have  only  two  more  questions 
to  ask  you,  if  you  will  give  me  direct  answers  to 
them/' 

"  Twenty,  av  you  plaxe,  yer  honour.*' 

"You  have  said  that  the  tenants  of  the 
prisoner  had  sworn  together  to  put  Captain 
Ussher  under  the  sod,  and  also  that  the  prisoner 
had  agreed  to  join  the  tenants  in  ridding  the 
country  of  him  ;  was  the  former  phrase,  that  of 
ptitting  the  Captain  under  the  sod,  used  in  the 
prisoner's  presence  on  the  evening  of  the 
wedding?" 

**  There  war  a  lot  of  ihim  phrases  used — 
ridding  the  counthry — sodding  him — and  all 
thim  sort  of  disagreeable  sayings;  but  I  can't 
swear  to  any  one  exactly  at  Mrs,  Mehan's — 
thim's  the  sort  of  words." 

**  Very  well  Now,  I  think  you  told  us  that 
when  the  prisoner  desired  you  to  take  the  dead 
body  to  the  police  at  Carrick,  he  told  you  he 
was  going  to  some  place  :  where  did  he  say  he 
was  going  to  ?  " 

"To  Aughacashel/* 

**  Where's  Aughacashel  ?  " 
_  "It's  a  mountain  behind  Dt\ims\vca'aXio?       _ 
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■         '*  And  did  he  tell  you  why  he  was  going  to 
H     Aughacashel  ?  " 

H         **  That  he  mightn't  be  tuk,  I  s*pose.*' 
^P         **  I  don't  want  your  supposition.     Did  the 
prisoner  tell  you  why  he  was  going  to  Augha- 

Icashel?" 
**  There  war  some   of  the   tinants    there,  I 
b'lieve,  and  he  thought  he*d  be  safe  may  be," 
"  Did  the  prisoner  tell  you  that  he  was  going 
to  Aughacashel  because  he  thought  he'd  be  safe 
there  ?^' 
**  rU  tell  you  how  it  war,  thin.     We  were  jist 
talking   together  about   what  he'd   betther  be 
doing,  which  was   nathural,  and  he   with   the 
dead  body  there,  he'd  been  jist  afther  killing 
^      Wid  that,  says  he,  *  Pat,'  says  he,  '  where's  the 
H      stills  mostly  at  work  now  ? '     *  Faith/  says  I,  *  I 
don't  exactly  be  knowing;*  for,  yer  honour,  I 

; niver  turned  a  penny  that  way  mystilf-^*  but,' 

says  I,  *  sich  a  one'U  tell  you,'  and  1  mintioned 
one  of  the  tinants ;  *  and  where's  he?'  said  the 
mastber ;  '  why,  I  heard  tell,'  says  I,  *  that  he's 
in  Aughacashel,  but  av  you^ll  go  down  to  Dnim- 
leesh^  you'll  find  out,'  and  wid  that  he  went  down 
the  road  to  Drumleesh,  and  I  druv  the  body  off 
to  Carrick." 

*' That'll   do,"  said   Mr.  Allewmde.       "  Tve 
done  with  this  witness,  my  lord.'* 
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CHAPTER  XXX 

THE  prisoner's   DEFENCE 

Mr.  O'Malley  then  rose,  but  before  he  began 
to  cross-examine  the  witness,  he  addressed  the 
judge. 

"  There's  a  witness  in  court,  my  lord,  whom  I 
shall  have  to  examine  by  and  by  on  the  defence, 
and  I  must  request  that  he  may  be  directed  to 
absent  himself  during  my  examination  of  the 
witness  now  in  the  chair.  It  is  material  that  he 
should  not  hear  the  answers  which  this  witness 
may  give.  I  mean  Mr.  Hyacinth  Keegan,  my 
lord,  who  is  sitting  beneath  me." 

Keegan  was  sitting  on  the  bench  immediately 
under  that  of  the  barrister,  among  the  attorneys 
employed  in  court  When  he  heard  Mr. 
O'Malley's  request  to  the  judge,  he  rose  up  on 
his  one  leg,  and  the  judge  having  ordered  him 
to  leave  the  court,  he  hobbled  out  with  the 
assistance  of  his  crutch. 

"Your  name  is  Pat  Brady,  I  think,"  com- 
menced Mr.  0*Malley. 

Pat  did  not  reply. 

"  Why  don't  you  answer  my  question,  sir  ?  " 
said  the  counsellor  angrily. 

"  Why,  I  towld  what  my  name  war  afore. 
Thim  gmtlemen  up  there  knows  it  well  enough, 
and  yourself  knows  it ;  why'd  I  be  saying  it 
agin?" 

"WeJi,  my  friend,  I  tell  youlo  \ie^w^^A 
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-shall  ask  you  many  questions  youll  find  con- 
■siderably  more  difficult  to  answer  than  that,  and 
you'd  better  make  up  your  mind  to  answer  them ; 
for  i  mean  to  get  an  answer  to  the  questions  I 
shall  ask,  and  you'll  sit  in  that  chair  till  you  do 
answer  them,  unless  youVe  moved  from  it  into 
gaol/' 

"  Fire  away,  sir ;  I'm  very  well  where  I  am, 
and  I'm  thinking  I  can  howld  out  agin  the 
hunger  longer  nor  yer  honer," 

**  Your  name  is  Pat  Brady  ?  " 

'*  It  is." 

"Whose  servant  are  you  ?  '* 
p     **  Whose  servant  ?  " 
%'    *'  DoD*t  you  understand  what  I  say  ?  whose 
servant  are  you  ?  " 

**Faix  thin,  I  don't  call  myself  a  servant 
at  all." 

"  Who's  your  master,  then? " 

**  Mr»  Macdermot  here  was  my  masther  afore 
this  affair/' 

"  I  didn't  ask  who  was  your  master ;  who  is 
your  master  now  ?  " 

"  Why,  Mr.  Kecgan." 

**Mr,  Hyacinth  Keegan,  that*s  just  gone  out 
of  court ;  he's  your  master,  eh  ?  '* 

**  He  is." 

**  And  a  very  good  master — ^isn't  he  ?  " 

*'  Betther,  maybe,  than  yer  honour'd  be^  tad 
yet  perhaps  none  of  the  best/' 

"  Answer  my  quest  ions,  sir ;  isn't  he  a  good 
master  ?  " 

»*  Faix,  he  is  so/' 

**  How  lon^  Vva.v^  ^ouL  been  in  his  de- 
ployment?'* 
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'How  long!" 

*  YeSj  how  long  ?  ** 
'  Why,  I  can't  jist  say  how  long." 

*  Have  you  been  a  year  ?  " 
» No." 
•Six  months?" 

*  No." 


'  Will  ^ 


that 
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never  were 
Keegan's  pay  before  six  months  ago  ?  " 

"  I  will'' 

"  You  never  received  any  money  from  Mr, 
Keegan  before  six  months  ago  ?  " 

"  I  did  not  say  that," 

"Why,  if  you  received  his  money  weren't  you 
in  his  pay?'* 

"No;  maybe  he  gave  me  a  Christmas-box 
or  so;  he's  very  good  to  a  poor  hoy  like  me 
in  that  way,  is  Mr.  Keegan," 

"  In  whose  employment  were  you  six  months 
ago?" 

"  In  Mr.  Macdermot's  ;  yourself  knows  that 
well  enough." 

"And  Mr.  Macdermot  and  Mr.  Keegan  were 
great  friends  at  that  time ;  weren't  they  ?  " 

Faix  they  were  not;  I  never  seed  much 

indship  betwixt  'em." 

«*  Did  you  ever  see  any  enmity  between  them 

any  quarrelling — or  what  you  very  properly 
call  bad  blood?" 

"  Indeed  I  did,  then." 

"  I  b'lieve  Mr.  Macdermot — that's  the  pri- 
soner— had  great  trust  in  you  ;  hadn't  he  ?  " 

"  I  believe  he  had." 

**  You  knew  all  the  affairs  about  the  ^^taXfc*^" 

"7M/eveIdid/' 
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"  He  told  you  all  his  troubles — all  his  money 
difficulties,  didn't  he  ?  " 

"One  way  or  other,  I  bUieve  I  knew  the 
most  on  'em." 

"  Particularly  as  to  the  money  due  on  his 
father's  property,  which  Keegan  had  to  receive ; 
he  used  to  talk  to  you  confidentially  about  those 
things?" 

•'Well,  and  av  be  did?" 

**But  he  did  so;  didn't  he?" 

"Faix,  but  I  don't  know  what  you're  afther; 
I  blieve  he  towld  me  all  about  everything," 

"  I  believe  he  did  indeed ;  and  now  1*11  teU 
you  what  I'm  after,  Mr,  Macdermot,  unfortu- 
nately believing  you  to  be  an  honest  naan,  told 
you  all  his  plans  and  secrets,  which  you,  in 
consideration  of  certain  pay,  which  you  call 
Christmas-boxes,  sold  to  the  man  whom  you 
knew  to  be  your  master's  enemy ;  isn't  that  the 
fact,  now  ?  " 

"  No,  it  an't," 

"  Ah,  but  I  say  it  is  the  fact ;  and  bow  do 
you  suppose  any  jury  will  believe  a  word  youVe 
said,  after  having  shown  yourself  guilty  of  sucb 
treachery  as  that*  Do  you  expect  the  jury  to 
believe  you  ? '' 

*'  'Deed  I  do — every  word ;  Lord  bless  you, 
they  knows  me." 

"  Now,  then,  tell  me.  Can  you  recall  any 
conversation  between  yourself  and  Mn  Keegan 
since  the  death  of  Captain  Ussher,  relative  to 
this  trial?" 

*'  I  can." 

"  More  than  oixe,  v^\\^v^  ?  ** 

"  Ohj  lor  yes  •,  t^eivX^  m^i^e 
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^Will  you  tell  us  any  particulars  you  may 
remember  of  the  last  ?  " 

A  long  conversation  then  ensued,  but  Mr. 
O'M alley  could  only  elicit  that  Brady  had,  of 
his  own  accord,  informed  his  master  of  all  he 
knew  on  the  subject,  and  that  he  had  done  so 
because  he  thought  it  right.  He  admitted, 
however,  that  Mn  Keegan  had  expressed  a 
desire  that  the  prisoner  might  be  hung.  A 
great  many  questions  were  then  asked  as  to  the 
present  holding  of  Ballycloran,  to  which  Brady 
answered,  staling  with  tolerable  accuracy  the 
manner  in  which  Larry  at  present  lived  on  the 
property,  and  the  hold  which  Keegan  had  upon 
it.  He,  moreover,  stated  that  the  house  was  in 
a  very  bad  state  of  repair,  and  that  most  of  the 
tenants  who  were  left  on  the  properly  were 
unable  to  pay  their  rent.  He  then,  after  much 
hesitation,  owned  that  be  had  overheard  what 
had  taken  place  between  Keegan  and  Thady 
in  the  avenue,  on  the  day  when  the  attorney 
had  called  at  Ballycloran — that  he  had  heard 
the  name  which  Keegan  had  applied  to  Feemy, 
and  that  he  had  seen  the  manner  in  which 
Thady  had  been  struck. 

He  was  then  asked  whether  he  himself  had 
not  cautioned  Thady  against  Ussher,  telling  him 
the  reports  that  were  going  through  the  country 
as  to  Ussher^s  treatment  of  his  sister.  This  he 
denied,  stating  that  it  wasn't  probable  that  "  the 
likes  of  him  should  go  to  speak  to  his  raasther 
about  such  things  as  that."  He  was  repeatedly 
questioned  on  this  point,  but  Mr.  O'Malley 
could  not  shake  his  evidence.  Brady,  howevet^ 
ovmed  that  \xi  talking  to  ThgA^  ^^\i.v\i^i^^^ 
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he  had  called  the  latter  *'  a  black  Protestant," 
and  that  he  had  always  spoken  ill  of  him; 
"and  now,"  continued  Mr.  0*Malley,/*I  don't 
wish  to  ask  you  any  questions  by  answering 
which  you  will  criminate  yourself;  but  you  have 
already  said  that  you  have  been  a  visitor  at  Mrs. 
Mulready's  shop  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  Tve  been  there/* 

"  And  you  have  been  there  when  certain 
persons  swore  that  before  twelve  months  were 
passed,  Captain  Ussher  should  be  under  the 
sod?" 

"  Yes ;  I  swear  I  heard  thim  words,  and  saw 
the  boys  take  the  oath.'* 

"  But  to  the  best  of  your  belief  the  prisoner 
was  never  at  this  house  when  such  an  oath  was 
taken?'' 

"  Is  it  Mr*  Thady  ?  He  was  niver  at  mother 
Mulready's  at  all.'* 

**  But  he  met  the  party  who  had  taken  this 
oath  at  your  sister's  wedding  ?  ^' 

"He  did." 

*' And  the  same  subject  was  spoken  of  there; 
was  it  ? " 

"What  subject?" 

** The  propriety  of  sodding  Captain  Ussher?** 

**  I  don't  know  about  propriety." 

**Well,  then,  the  advisability  of  doing 
so?" 

"  Oh,  yer  honer,  I  ain't  no  scollard,  I  can*t 
make  nothin'  of  thim  long  words," 

"  At  any  rate,  they  talked  of  sodding  Captain 
Ussher  at  the  wedding^ — didn*t  they  ?  " 

"  I  niver  said  so.'* 
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**  Talk  of  sodding  him  1  Faix  I  don't  know ; 
I  don't  think  they  said  sodding." 

"  Did  they  say  killing  ?  " 

"I  won't  say  they  did." 

"Or  murdering?" 

**  No ;  they  did  not  say  no  thin*  about 
murdher." 

*'  Oh  ;  they  did  not  say  anything  about  mur- 
der,— or  doing  for  htm  ?  perhaps  the  prisoner 
and  the  other  boys  agreed  to  do  for  him  ?  " 

"Maybe  they  did^-raaybe  you  were  there; 
only  if  so  I  dis  re  member  you ;  but  thim*s  not 
the  words  I  swore  to," 

**  Wellj  they  didn't  agree  to  sod  him,  or  kill 
him,  or  murder  him,  or  do  for  him;  what  was 
it  they  were  to  do  for  him  ?  " 

"  They  w^ere  to  rid  the  counthry  of  him." 

"  What — ^make  the  country  too  hot  to  hold 
him  ?  eh,  is  that  what  you  mean  ?  " 

"  It  don*t  matter  what  I  mean ;  that  warn^t 
what  they  meant." 

**  And  how  do  you  know  what  they  meant  ?  '^ 

"  Why,  they  meant  to  kill  the  man ;  you 
know  that  as  well  as  I." 

"But  I  don't  know  it— nor  do  I  think  it; 
nor,  what  is  more,  do  you  think  it ;  for  you  are 
sharp  enough  to  know  that  where  there  are  so 
many  figurative  terras  in  use  to  signify  murder, 
it  is  not  probable  that  had  they,  on  this  occa- 
sion, wished  to  signify  murder,  they  would  have 
used  a  phrase  which  every  one  knows  expresses 
an  intention  to  drive  a  man  out  of  the  country. 
Yes,  sir,  you  know  that  not  one  of  the  party 
w^ould  have  dared  to  propose  to  Mr,  Macdermot 
to  have  a  share  in  murder,  Yo\i  ^wcv'^vV^^^aii^s^  j 
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of  murder  at  Mrs.  Mulready's,  but  you  know 
that  for  your  life  you  would  not  have  dared  to 
mention  it  before  Mr.  Macdermot.  Now  tell 
me,  bow  long  was  the  prisoner  at  the  wedding 
party?"  — 

"  Maybe  three  hours." 

**  Was  he  sober  when  he  came  in  ?  *' 

'*  He  war."' 

**  Was  he  sober  when  he  went  out  ?  " 

"  Sober  when  he  went  out  ?  '* 

**  YeSj  sir  J  was  he  sober  when  he  went  outl 

**  I  don't  think  he  war — not  to  say  sober." 

"  Wasn't  be  mad  drunk  ?  *' 

"Maddhrunk?^' 

'*  Don't  repeat  my  words,  sir ;  wasn't  he 
drunk  ?'^ 

"  Faix,  that's  thrue  for  you,  sir— they're  not 
worth  repeating  ;  no,  he  war  not  mad  dhrunk." 

**  Was  he  drunk  ?  and  mind,  sir,  you  are  on 
your  oath — and  there  were  many  others  present 
there  who  will  prove  whether  you  answer  this 
question  truly  or  falsely  ;  was  he  dnmk  when  he 
left  the  wedding  party  ?  *' 

"  'Deed  then  I  don't  know ;  you  can  ask  thim 
as  war  there  besides  me.'' 

*'  But  I  choose  to  ask  you,  and  I  choose  that 
you  should  answer  me  ;  was  he  dmnk  ?  "         ^m 

**  Don't  I  tell  you  that  I  don't  know  ?  '*        JHl 

**  On  your  oath  you  don't  know  whether  Be 
was  drunk  or  not  ?  '* 

**He  war  screwed;  divil  a  doubt  of  that; 
but  thin,  he  could  walk — ^I  wouldn't  call  him 
dhrunk/* 

•*  Wasn't  he  nearer  being  so  than  you'd  b 
him  for  many  moTil\v&"t'' 
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"Faix,  he  war.  I  didn't  see  him  so  bad 
since  Leitrim  fair,  two  years  back." 

"And  now  you  say,  that  at  the  wedding,  the 
prisoner  promised  in  a  day  or  two  to  meet  the 
same  boys  at  Mrs.  Mulready's,  to  settle  their 
plans  of  ridding  the  country  of  Ussher  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  about  that  and  other  things." 

"And  the  prisoner  never  kept  that  appoint- 
ment?" 

"  No,  Mr.  Thady  niver  went  there." 

"  Did  you  ever  say  anything  to  him  about  not 
going  there  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  did ;  we  were  discoursing  about  it." 

"  And  what  did  you  say  to  him  on  the  subject?" 

"Why,  I  towld  him  av  he  guv  the  boys  a 
promise,  he  ought  never  to  go  back  from  his 
word." 

"  That  is  to  say,  you  endeavoured  to  persuade 
him  to  go  ?  " 

"  By-dad,  I  don't  know  about  persuading ;  it 
wam't  for  the  likes  of  me  to  persuade  him." 

"  On  your  oath,  sir,  didn't  you  endeavour  to 
induce  the  prisoner  to  go  to  Mrs.  Mulready's  ?  " 

"  I  towld  him  he  ought  to  be  as  good  as  his 
word." 

"  Yes,  you  did ;  and  you  think  he  ought  to 
have  gone  ?  " 

"  May  be  av  he'd  gone  there,  he'd  never  have 
stood  here  this  day." 

"  You  wanted  him  to  go  to  Mrs.  Mulready's, 
then?" 

"  Wanted  I  No,  I  didn't  want  nothing  about 
it" 

"  You  only  asked  him  to  go  ?  " 

"  Jist  as  I  towld  you  \  1  said  2ln  >afc  ^k:^  "^^ 
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boys  his  word,  as  a  man  he  shouldn't  go  froi 
it" 

**Did  you  say  anything  to  him  about 
Jonas  Brown  ?  " 

**  Jonas  Brown  ?  ^' 

**  Yes,  Mr*  Jonas  Brown,  the  magistrate?" 

**  FaiXi  I  don't  know*     I  can*t  rightly  say." 

"  Think  now,  my  man  ;  when  you  were  tryi 
to  persuade  your  master  to  go  to   the  widow 
Mulready*s,  did  you  mention  Mr.  Jonas  Brown's 
name  ?  " 

"  D'ye  think  I  do  be  counting  my  words  tl 
way ;  how  am  I  to  say  all  tbe  names  I  mintioni 
four  or  five  months  back  ?  " 

"On  your  solemn  oath  don't  you  remember 
mentioning  that  gentleman's  name  to  the  prisoner 
with  reference  to  his  visit  to  Mrs*  Mulready's?'* 

**  Wiiat,  Jonas  Brown's  name  ?  " 

**Yes;' 

**  Falx  I  may." 

"  Don't  you  know  you  did  ?  " 

"  Faix  I  don't" 

**  Didn't  you  threaten  your  master,  that  if  he 
did  not  attend  tbe  meeting,  some  of  the  boys 
would  swear  against  hinij  before  Mr.  Brown,  for 
having  joined  the  party  and  taken  the  oath  at 
the  wedding  ?  " 

*'  What  av  I  did  ? '' 

'*  But  did  you  ?  " 

"Maybe  I  did — maybe  I  didn't;  I  dis- 
remember  thim  little  things." 

The  cross-examination  continued  for  a  con* 
siderable  time;  but  nothing  further  that  was 
material  could  be  drawn  from  Brady.  He 
seemed  even  moi^  \rci^'i^x\%,  xk*  ^^^^«:l  Mt. 
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IP'Malley,  than  he  had  been  in  replying  to  Mr. 
^Uewinde,  and  at  last  he  was  sent  off  the  table, 
[  The  next  witness  called  was  McGoveryj  who 
pad  been  summoned  on  behalf  of  the  prosecti- 
pon.  He  was  asked  whether  he  had  not  sus- 
tpected  that  some  foul  play  was  intended  against 
TJssher,  and  he  stated  in  what  manner  he  had, 
(in  the  first  place,  cautioned  Ussher  himself — 
then  that  he  had  told  the  same  thing  to  Father 
John — and  that  after  overhearing  a  portion  of 
the  conversation  at  Mrs.  Mehan's  he  had  gone 
to  Father  Cullen,  for  the  purpose  of  informing 
him  that  he  feared  there  was  a  conspiracy 
against  Mn  Keegan.  Little,  however,  could 
be  learnt  from  him,  for  he  owned  that  he  had 
no  substantial  grounds  for  his  suspicions  in  the 
first  case,  and  that  he  had  chiefly  been  led  to 
fear  an  attack  upon  Ussher,  from  knowing  his 
unpopularity  and  the  bad  character  of  many 
of  the  guests  expected  at  the  wedding.  Mr. 
OXaugher  tried  to  make  him  say  that  the  con- 
versation at  Mrs»  Mehan^s  had  been  confined 
to  Keegan,  and  the  threats  which  he  had  heard 
uttered  against  him ;  but  McGovery  would  not 
say  as  much  as  this  ;  he  stated  positively  that 
he  had  never  heard  Ussher's  name  mentioned, 
w  but  that  during  a  considerable  portion  of  the 
^m  evening  he  had  been  entirely  unable  to  hear  a 
^"  word  that  the  men  said ;  he  declared,  however, 
positively  that  Thady  was  drunk  when  he  left 
the  room,  and  that  it  appeared  to  hira  that  he, 
Thady,  had  taken  very  little  part  in  the  conver- 
sation before  he  was  drunk. 

When  this  witness  went  off  the  table ^ Mr.  Mle^ 
wiade  declared  that  the  case  fot  l\ve  ^TCi^^c?aic*s>ro. 
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was  fioished^ — stating  at  the  saitie  time  that  he 
abstained  from  feelings  of  delicacy  and  respect 
from  putting  the  prisoner's  sister  into  the 
witness  box;   and  that  he  should  trouble  her 

I  with  no  questions  unless  she  were  placed  there 

f%Y  the  counsel  for  the  defence, 

Mr,  O'Malley  then  rose  to  address  the  jury 
on  behalf  of  the  prisoner,  and  spoke  to  the 
following  effect : — 

*'  Gentlemen  of  the  jury,  it  now  beconaes  my 
duty  to  address  to  you  such  words  as  may  best 
suit  to  point  out  to  you  the  weakness  of  the 
evidence  against  the  prisoner — to  explain  to  you 

I  the  diflerent  objects  we  had  in  our  lengthened 
cross-examination  of  the  witnesses— to  inform 
you  what  we  intend  to  prove  on  behalf  of  the 
prisoner  from  further  witnesses — and,  in  fact,  to 
put  the  case  before  you  in  a  light,  and  point 
of  view,  differing  as  widely  as  I  can  make  it  do 
from  that  in  which  my  learned  friend  has  pre- 
sented it  to  you.  This  you  are  aware  is  the 
general  duty  and  constant  object  of  a  counsel 
endeavouring  to  obtain  a  verdict  of  acquittal 
from  a  jury.  It  is  a  duty  in  which  long  practice 
has  made  me  familiar,  if  not  skilful ;  and  I 
never  undertook  that  duty  with  the  same  assur- 
ance of  its  facility,  as  that  which  I  now  feel, 
after  having  heard  the  evidence  which  has 
been  brought  forward  on  the  prosecution.  I 
knew  beforehand,  as  surely  as  one  can  trust  to 
human  knowledge,  that  the  evidence  would  fail  ; 
but  knowing  the  acute  legal  abilities  of  my 
learned  friend,  and  the  extraordinary  avidity 
which  exists  among  a  large  class  of  men  for 

a  verdict  against  l\\e  ^fao^^x  vo.  ^Ccic^  ^a^s^s— 


The  Prisoner's  Defence     565 

remembering,  I  say,  these  things,  I  did  not 
expect  such  a  total  break  down»  such  an  ex* 
posure  of  weakness  as  that  which  has  been  just 
made  before  you.  Were  my  object  merely  to 
rescue  the  prisoner  from  an  ignominious  death 
— had  it  been  my  mere  duty  on  this  occasion 
to  obtain  an  acquittal,  I  should  feel  no  hesita- 
tion in  requesting  his  lordship  at  once  to  send 
the  case  before  you,  with  such  remarks  as  the 
evidence  would  call  forth  from  him;  and  I 
should  consider  that  I  was  only  wasting  the 
time  of  the  court  in  pointing  out  to  you  the 
insufficiency  of  tlie  evidence,  in  which  each  of 
you  must  perceive  that  nothing  whatever  is 
proved  against  the  prisoner;  but  I  have  been 
employed  with  another  object ;  and  I  must  own 
to  you  that  so  great  is  my  own  personal  anxiety 
— so  terrible  and  so  undeserved  the  present 
position  of  that  unfortunate  young  man,  and  so 
essentially  necessary  is  it  for  his  future  happi- 
ness, that  I  should  effect  my  present  object ; — 
I  must  own  to  you,  I  say,  for  these  reasons,  that 
from  the  time  when  I  first  found  myself  standing 

Ka  crowded  court  to  address  a  jury,  up  to  the 
•sent  moment,  I  have  never  felt  so  little  self- 
ifidence,  or  experienced  so  total  a  prostra- 
tion of  that  assurance,  which  is  a  lawyer's  first 
requisite,  as  I  do  at  present. 

**  I  have  said  my  object  in  addressing  you  is 

^Mt  merely  that  of  obtaining  an  acquittal ;  and 

PHeaid  so  because  a  mere  acquittal  will  serve 

"  that  unfortunate  young  man  but  little.     Unless 

he  can  walk  out  of  this  court  with  such  a  verdict 

as,  damning  as  it  may  be  to  others,  will  altogether 

leanse  his  name  from  the  stain  of  guilt  in  this 
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matter ;  unless  he  can,  not  only  save  his  neck 
from  the  halter,  but  also  entirely  clear  his 
character  from  the  gross  charges  which  have 
been  brought  against  him, — he  would  as  lief 
go  back  to  the  cell  whence  he  has  come,  as 
return  to  his  father's  house  acquitted  by  the 
voice  of  law,  but  condemned  by  that  of  opinion. 

**  On  this  account  I  am  debarred  from  many 
of  the  usual  resources  of  counsel  pleading  for  a 
prisoner ;  I  am  forbidden  to  make  use  of  legal 
points  in  his  favour ;  I  am  forbidden  to  effect 
an  escape  by  the  numerous  weak  points  in  the 
enemy's  plan  of  attack  ;  I  am  desired  to  meet 
him  face  to  face  in  the  open  field — to  fight 
under  no  banner  but  that  of  truth,  and  not  to 
strike  my  adversary  below  the  belt.  You  are 
aware  that  this  is  a  line  of  conduct  as  rare 
as  it  is  difficult  in  a  criminal  court — when  an 
advocate  has  to  contend  for  his  client  against 
the  law — where  every  possible  means  of  success 
which  legal  ingenuity  can  devise  is  taken  in 
the  prosecution,  and  where  you  are  accustomed 
to  hear  every  legal  technicality  used  in  the 
defence. 

"  Had  I  not  received  instructions  of  so 
peculiar  a  nature,  I  should  point  out  to  the  jury 
that  no  proof  has  been  given  direct  or  clrcum* 
stantial,  that  the  prisoner  was  the  person  by 
whose  hands  Ussher  fell ;  instead  of  doing  so 
I  am  to  declare  that  he  did,  as  he  is  supposed 
to  have  done,  kill  the  deceased  in  the  avenue  of 
Ballycloran,  by  striking  him  twice  with  his  stick, 
I  am  to  justify  that  deed,  and  disprove  the 
charge  of  his  ha.v\n^  ewtered  into  a  conspiracy 
to  murder  the  man^  vi\iom\v^  ^i^x^Nsl^, 
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**The  prisoner,  you  have  been  told,  and  are 
probably  all  aware,  is  above  the  rank  of  men 
whom  you  are  mostly  accustomed  to  see  placed 
in  that  dock.  He  is  the  only  son  of  a  gentle- 
man, living  on  his  own  small  estate,  and  has  for 
some  years  past  acted  as  his  father's  sole  agent 
and  manager, 

'*  I  must  now  tell  you  a  few  particulars  re- 
specting that  estate  ;  and  though,  of  course,  you 
cannot  receive  as  evidence  what  I  tell  you,  still 
this  course  will  be  necessary,  as  I  shall  thereby 
be  enabled  to  explain  to  you  my  object  in 
obtaining  answers  to  certain  questions  which  I 
have  asked,  or  shall  ask,  the  answers  to  which 
you  will  take  as  evidence. 

**  In  the  time  of  the  prisoner's  grandfather,  a 
house  was  built  on  this  estate  by  a  Mr.  Flannelly, 
of  this  town,  and  the  price  of  the  building  not 
having  been  paid,  this  man,  the  builder,  obtained 
a  mortgage  on  the  estate  for  the  amount  of  the 
debt.  This  is  still  due,  though  the  house,  as 
you  have  heard,  is  falling  to  the  ground ;  and  it 
has  so  been  increased  by  interest  not  paid  up 
and  by  legal  charges,  that  it  has  completely 
embarrassed  the  present  proprietor,  who  is  even 
now  unable  to  leave  his  house  for  fear  of  arrest. 
Mr.  Keegan,  whose  name  has  often  come  before 
you  in  the  evidence,  and  who,  by-and-by,  will 
be  examined  himself,  is  the  son-in-law  of  this 
Mr,  Flannelly,  and  owns,  as  I  have  no  doubt  I 
shall  be  able  to  prove  to  you,  the  whole  interest 
in  the  estate  of  Baliycloran  arising  from  this 
mortgage. 

**  The  prisoner's  time,  since  he  ceased  to  be  a 
boy,  has  been  employed  in  IviUYe  eiL^^^'^NQ'^^'^ 
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satisfy  the  legal  claims  of  this  man  ;  and  I  shall 
prove  to  you  by  most  undoubtable  evidence 
that  his  industry  in  this  object  has  been  un- 
ceasing, and  that  his  conduct  as  a  son  and  a 
brother  has  been  beyond  all  praise.  But  he  has 
failed— times  have  been  against  him — legal  costs 
have  so  swelled  the  legal  interest  as  to  consume 
the  whole  rents^those  rents  he  had  been  un- 
able to  collect,  and  his  life  has  been  one  manful 
struggle  against  poverty  and  Mr,  Kcegan ; — and  1 
could  not  wish  my  worst  foe  two  more  inveterate 
enemies. 

'*  Some  few  days  before  Ussher*s  death — and 
now  I  am  going  to  confine  myself  to  that  which  I 
am  in  a  position  to  prove— Mr.  Keegan  called  on 
the  Macdermots  for  the  purpose  of  proposing 
certain  terms  for  the  adjustment  of  the  debt, 
which  were  neither  more  nor  less  than  that 
he  should  have  the  whole  estate,  paying  a 
small  weekly  stipend  for  life  to  the  prisoner's 
father.  The  prisoner  was  willing  to  agree,  pro- 
viding some  provision  should  be  made  for  his 
sister;  but  the  father  indignantly  spurned  the 
offer,  and  turned  Mr,  Keegan  out  of  the  house  in 
no  very  gentle  manner*  The  prisoner  foliowed 
him  into  the  avenue —  still  wishing  to  come  to 
some  arrangement;  but  the  attorney  was  so 
enraged  at  the  conduct  of  the  father,  that 
instead  of  listening  to  the  son,  he  began  abusing 
the  whole  family,  and,  as  you  have  heard, 
applied  the  most  shameful  epithet  to  the  sister 
with  which  the  tongue  of  a  man  can  defile  the 
name  of  a  woman.  He  afterwards  struck  the 
prisoner,  who  was  unarmed,  heavily  with  his 
stick  ;  and  1  have  no  \Yes\l'ax\OTi  m  xj^vcv^^^^j^ 
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that  that  quarrel,  in  which  no  blame  appears  to 
have  been  attributable  to  the  young  man,  placed 
him  in  that  dock, 

**  Brady  p  tlie  coo  fide  ntial  servant  of  the 
prisoner,  both  saw  and  overheard  what  took 
place  at  this  interview,  as  he  has  told  you,  and 
he  afterwards, — as  he  will  not  deny,  though  he 
will  not  confess  it, — incited  his  master,  during 
the  period  of  his  natural  irritation,  to  go  down 
to  the  wedding  party,  to  meet  a  number  of  his 
tenants  who  would  be  willing  to  assist  him  in 
revenging  himself  against  his  enemy  Keegan, 
the  attorney,  if  he  would  assist  them  against 
their  ecemy,  Ussher,  the  Revenue  officer.  And 
here  my  client  made  the  one  false  step^and 
the  only  one  which  I  can  trace  to  him — and 
committed  that  folly  from  which  this  bitter  foe 
has  thought  to  ruin  him.  Irritated  by  the  blow 
— his  ear  still  ringing  with  the  infamous  name^H 
applied  to  his  loved  sister — full  of  his  father '^H 
wrong,  and  his  own  hard  conditions,  he  con-^ 
sented  to  meet  men  whose  object  he  knew  was 
illegal^  though  what  their  plans  were  he  was 
entirely  ignorant, 

*'With  reference  to  what  took  place  at  the 
wedding,  I  have,  in  the  first  place,  to  remark 
that  from  the  character  of  tliis  man  Brady,  I 
could  confidently  call  upon  you  to  reject  every 
word  of  his  evidence;  and  I  shall  presently 
show  you  in  what  respects  and  why  you  are 
bound  to  do  so.  But,  in  the  present  instance, 
I  am  satisfied  to  tell  you  that  my  client  did 
attend  that  meeting.  But  mind,  that  was  no 
illegal  meeting^it  was  not  secret  ;  the  door 
was  not  locked,  nor  even  dos«id  v  \V  >«^&  ^  ^^?»3^;| 
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of  men  met  at  the  wedding  of  one  of  their  own 
station.  The  woman  to  be  married  was  a  sister 
|of  the  prisoner's  servant,  and  it  was  natural  that 
Phe  should  be  present.  He  directs  me  positively 
to  tell  you  that  he  did  attend  that  meeting; 
though  I  also  tell  you,  with  confidence,  that  he 
committed  no  crime  in  doing  so,  and  his  lord- 
ship will  corroborate  what  I  tell  you, 

"  It  was,  however,  a  part  of  the  plan  organised 

against  the  prisoner  that  he  should  be  induced 

to  commit  an  illegal  act^  and  he  was,  as  you 

rtave  heard,  brought  when  drunk  to  promise  that 

mhe  would  go  down  to  Mrs.  Mulready's,  to  take 

upon  himself  illegal  oaths  and  obligations. 

**  On  the  following  day  he  was  invited  by  this 
same  Brady  to  come  on  a  certain  evening ;  but 
Macdermot  was  no  longer  drunk;  he  was  no 
longer  infuriated  by  the  gross  outrages  he  had 
received  j  and  what  did  he  do  then  ?  Did  he 
go  to  Mrs.  Mulready's  to  settle  the  particulars 
_  of  this  murder  which  he  is  said  to  have  pre- 
■meditated  ?  Did  he  join  these  outlaws  of  whom 
'^he  is  represented  to  have  been  the  leader  ?  Did 
he  even  send  them  an  encouraging  message — 
a  word  of  fellowship?  No  f  Even  by  the 
testimony  of  this  man,  now  so  anxious  to  hang 
his  benefactor — this  man,  who  by  his  own 
showing  was  at  the  same  time  in  the  pay  of 
the  prisoner  and  of  his  enemy  Keegan — he 
indignantly  repudiated  the  idea;  he  at  onoc 
informed  this  wretch — equally  a  traitor  to  his 
confederates  and  to  his  master — that  he  would 
have  nothing  in  common  with  them  or  their 
schemes  ;  and  although  threatened  with  the 
vengeance  of  ibe  p3jv^i  ^^^  "^vs:^  ^t>c^  *^d3\\]i«3t%£f 
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a  magistrate,  steadily  refused  even  to  enter 
tbe  house  in  which  they  were  accustomed  to 
assemble.  Why,  from  what  I  can  learn  of  the 
young  man  and  of  his  daily  habits,  I  do  not 
conceive  that  there  is  one  of  yourselves  who 
would  not  be  as  likely  to  join  an  illegal  society 
as  he  would.  Patient  under  poverty— industrious 
under  accumulated  sufferings — he  has  led  a  hfe 
which  would  not  have  disgraced  a  priest;  he 
has  beeu  ever  found  sincere  in  his  thoughts, 
moral  in  his  conduct,  and  most  unselfish  in  his 
actions.  Is  tliis  the  man  to  join  a  set  of  sense- 
less rioters,  furious  at  the  imprisonment  of  their 
relatives,  and  anxious  only  to  protect  their  illicit 
stills?  And  this  is  no  empty  praise.  That 
what  I  have  said  of  the  prisoner  is  no  more 
than  is  his  due,  will  be  proved  to  you  by 
evidence  which  I  defy  yon  to  doubt.  Well, 
he  did  not  go  to  Mrs.  Mulready*s ;  but  he  did 
go  to  his  friend  and  priest,  Mr.  McGrath  ;  and 
not  as  a  penitent  to  liis  confessor,  but  as  a 
friend  to  a  friend,  told  him  exactly  what  had 

issed,  lamented  his  indiscretion,  and  declared 
determination  never  to  put  himself  in  the 

pty  of  repeating  it. 

■  **  Up  to  this  time  my  chief  object  has  been  to 
3W  to  you  the  enmity  existing  between  Keegan 
and  the  prisoner, — the  object  which  the  former 
in  view  in  ruining  the  prisoner,  and  that 

|ady  was  a  paid   spy  employed    to   entrap 

[  *'  I  shall  now  come  to  the  deed  itself,  and  I 
ball  afterwards  refer  to  what  absolutely  did 
take  place  at  the  meeting  at  the  wedding.  I 
ta^ve  told  you  that  young  Macd^toxov  ^4  V^ 
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,the  deceased.  He  struck  him  with  the  stick 
vhich  has  been  shown  to  you  in  court,  and  as 

^he  was  rising  from  the  blowr  he  struck  him 
again ;  and  no  doubt  the  medical  witness  was 
right  in  his  opinion  that  the  second  blow 
occasioned  instant  death. 

**  You  are,  however,  aware  that  circumstances 
might  exist  which  would  justify  any  man  in 
taking  the  life  of  another.  If  a  man  were 
violently  to  attack  you,  and  you  were  to  strike 
him  on  the  head  and  kill  him,  you  would  be 
justified.  If  you  were  to  kill  a  man  in  a  fray, 
in  fair  defence  of  a  third  party,  you  would  be 
justified.  If  you  were  to  kill  a  man  by  a  blow 
m  the  quarrel  of  a  moment,  you  would  not  be 
guilty  of  mm*der.  But  I  can  fancy  no  case  in 
which  death,  however  much  it  may  be  lamented^ 
can  lay  less  of  the  murderer's  stain  upon  the 
hand  that  inflicts  it,  than  one  in  which  a  brother 
interferes  to  rescue  a  sister  from  the  vi< 
grasp  of  a  seducer.  Such  was  precisely 
case  in  the  instance  now  before  us.  My  leanJ 
friend  on  the  other  side  has  truly  told  you  thai 
Miss  Macdermotj  the  prisoner's  sister,  had  con- 
sented to  elope  with  Captain  XJssher  on  the 
evening  on  which  that  man  was  killedL  You 
have  learnt,  from  evidence  which  you  have  HO 
reason  to  doubt,  that  she  had  prepared  to  do 
sa.  In  fact,  you  cannot  doubt  that  she  left  the 
house  of  Ballycloran  for  that  purpose  ;  this  has 
been  proved— but  there  are  circumstances  be- 
yond this  on  which  it  is  csseDtially  necessary 
that  you  should  have  evidence,  and  this  evideooc 
can  only  be  given  by  the  young  lady  herselt  1 
shall  therefore  bave  Vo  Vtt\^  \v«.  Wfote  yo^. 
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When  ray  learned  friend  told  you  that  he  would 
not  call  upon  her,  nor  question  her  unless 
placed  in  that  chair  by  me,  he  forgot  his  usual 
candour,  and  assumed  to  himself  credit  for 
humanity  to  which  he  has  no  title.  He  himself 
has  nothing  to  learn  from  her,  as  he  will  prove  to 
you  if  he  attempts  to  cross-examine  hen  More- 
over, he  was  as  fully  aware  as  I  am  myself,  that 
the  prisoner  must  rely  on  her  alone  for  anything 
like  a  true  account  of  the  affray. 

"  The  brother  and  the  sister  are  the  only 
hving  witnesses  of  that  scene.  He  has  within 
H^m  that  high  consciousness  of  innocence  and 
^rectitude  of  intention  which  has  enabled  him  to 
bear  his  sufferings,  his  imprisonment,  and  the 
misery  of  his  position,  with  a  fortitude  which  I 
not  only  admire,  but  envy.  But  that  can  avail 
nothing  with  you  ;  from  the  sister^s  lips  you 
must  hear  the  only  account  which  you  can 
receive,  and  if  we  find  that  she  has  been  unable 
to  recall  the  dreadful  circumstances  of  that 
night,  that  fact  will  bear  rae  out  in  the  history 
of  the  occurrence  which  I  am  now  going  to  give 
you.*' 

Mr,  0*Malley  then  gave  as  exact  an  account 
of  the  occurrence  as  he  had  been  able  to  collect 
from  Thady,  from  Feemy's  evidence  before  the 
coroner,  and  from  such  words  as  Mrs.  McKeoa 
had  been  able  to  extract  from  Feemy  on  the 
subject.     He  then  continued — 

**  Wlien  the  prisoner  si  nick  Ussher,  he  had 
come  to  the  knowledge  of  what  the  burden  was 
which  this  man  was  dragging,  sokly  from  the 
Tvords  which  the  man  had  used.  Miss  Mac- 
dermot  was  lying  senseless  vn  \v\s  ^Ttci'^^  -axi.?!^ 
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supporting  her  by  her  waist,  he  was  forcinj 
down  the  avenue.  The  words  he  used 
'  This  is  damned  nonsense, — you  must 
now*'  Then  the  brother  perceived  the  fate  to 
wluch  this  man  was — ^not  alluring — but  forcing' 
his  sister.  At  that  moment — and  it  was  the  oii!j| 
one  in  which  the  prisoner  had  to  judge  of 
circumstances  of  the  case — she  was  not  ia 
act  of  eloping  willingly]  she  had  seen, 
brother's  form^  and  had  refused,  or  been  uni 
to  rise  from  the  timber  on  which  she  was  seated? 
She  was  forced  from  thence  by  this  man,  whose 
death  protects  him  from  the  language  in  which 
his  name  would  otherwise  be  mentioned.  She 
fainted  in  his  arms,  and  only  came  to  her  senses 
to  find  her  lover  dead,  and  her  brother  standing 
beside  her,  red  with  his  blood.  Yes  ;  he  had 
avenged  her  1 — he  had  punished  the  ruffian  for 
his  barbarity  towards  her,  and  saved  his  sister 
froiu  the  ignominy  to  which  Mr.  Frederick 
Brown  told  you  with  so  much  flippancy  that 
she  had  been  doomed. 

"  If  this  was  the  young  man's  conduct,  was 
there  anything  in  it  that  you  can  even  blame  ? 
Which  of  you  would  have  done  otherwise? 
Which  of  you  will  tell  me  that  in  avenging  the 
wrongs  of  a  sister,  or  of  a  daughter,  he  would 
pause  to  measure  the  weight  of  liis  stick,  or  the 
number  of  his  blows  ?  Fancy  each  of  you  that 
you  see  the  form  of  her  you  love  best  in  the 
rough  grasp  of  a  violent  seducer  1  Endeavour 
to  bring  home  to  yourselves  the  feelings  to 
which  such  a  sight  would  give  rise  within  you  I 
and  then,  if  you  can,  find  that  young  man  guiUy 
of  murder,  because  \m  \i^^it  ^as  warm  to  fed 
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s  sister*s  wrongs  and  his  hand  was  strong  to 
avenge  them. 

**  But  you  have  been  told  that  as  the  prisoner 
had  met  certain  persons  for  the  purpose  of 
entering  into  a  conspiracy  of  murdering  Ussher 
— and  that  that  fact  would  be  proved  to  you — 
you  are  bound  to  consider  that  his  coming  across 
Ussher  was  not  accidental,  and  that  the  manner 
in  which  he  attacked  that  man  whilst  carrying 
off  his  sister  was  a  part  of  his  preconcerted  plan. 
I  first  of  all  deny  that  any  credible  evidence, 
any  evidence  worthy  of  the  slightest  belief,  has 
been  brought  before  you  to  induce  you  to  sup- 
pose that  the  prisoner  had  even  joined  any  such 
conspiracy ;  instead  of  which  you  have  strong 
circumstantial  evidence  that  he  had  never  done 
so. 

**  You  have  most  of  you,  no  doubt,  heard,  on 
various  occasions,  from  different  learned  judges 
seated  on  that  bench,  that  a  crown  approver's 
evidence  is  to  be  taken  with  the  greatest  caution, 
and  only  to  be  believed  in  detail,  when  corrobo- 
rated by  other  evidence  or  by  circumstances. 
Now  this  man,  Brady,  on  whose  sole  evidence 
you  are  desired  to  convict  the  prisoner,  has  shown 
himself  an  approver  of  the  very  worst  description. 
You  are  aware  that  he  was  the  prisoner's  servant ; 
that  he  is  now  Mr»  Keegan's ;  that  there  has 
been  long  enmity  between  these  men  ;  that  the 
former  has  been  an  oppressed  debtor — the  latter 
a  most  oppressive  creditor.  Mr.  Keegan's  spirit 
towards  the  prisoner's  family  you  may  learn  from 
the  scandalous  and  unwarrantable  language  which 
has  been  proved  to  you  to  have  been  used  by 
him  towards  them,     Mr,  Keegan's  3lC«:^\\:^  N^aa 
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been  increased  by  the  mutilation  he  has  under- 
goncj  and  which  he  conceives  he  owes  to  his 
interference  with  the  Ballycloran  property.  This 
man  and  the  witness  Brady  have,  as  you.  have 
heard,  constantly  been  talking  over  this  trial, 
and  the  attorney,  it  seems,  has  repeatedly 
expressed  to  his  servant  his  ardent  wish  that 
the  prisoner  might  be  hung.  This  is  his  ex- 
pressed eager  desire ;  and  then  this  new  servant, 
but  long-used  spy,  comes  forward  boldly  to  swear 
away  the  prisoner*s  life !  Why,  it  would  be 
ridiculing  you  to  suppose  you  could  believe 
him.  Then  look  at  the  man*s  character.  He 
was  a  constant  attendant  at  that  scene  of 
villany  into  which  he  vainly  endeavoured  to 
seduce  the  prisoner  at  Mrs,  Mulready*s,  It  is 
plain  enough  that  XJssher^s  death  was  a  constant 
theme  of  discourse  at  that  haunt  j  it  is  plain 
enough  that  a  project  did  exist  there  to  accom- 
plish his  murder;  and  is  it  not  plain  enough 
I  that  this  man  was  one  of  the  conspirators — 
one  of  the  murderers  ?  Would  he  have  been 
admitted  to  their  counsels — to  their  dangerous 
secrets^unless  he  had  been  an  active  partici* 
pator  in  their  plans  ?  Would  they  have  taken 
in  his  presence  a  solemn  oath  to  put  this  un- 
fortunate Revenue  officer  under  the  sod,  unless 
he  had  joined  in  that  oath?  Of  course  they 
would  not !  And  this  is  the  man  whom  they 
expect  you  to  believe  with  such  confidence, 
that  on  his  unsupported  evidence  you  should 
condemn  the  prisoner  I  What  I  have  said  to 
you  respecting  this  respectable  witness,  and  his 
not  less   respectable   master,  will  perhaps   be 
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lave  heard  the  evidence  which  I  hope  to  extract 
rom  the  latter.  Now,  as  to  the  meeting  at  Mrs. 
)^ehan*s,  even  were  you  to  believe  Brady,  I 
naintain  that  nothing  whatever  has  been  proved 
against  the  prisoner.  Brady  states  that  at  Mrs, 
Mulready's  certain  men  swore  together  that  at  a 
certain  period  Captain  Ussher  should  be  under 
|he  sod.  This  phrase  brings  to  the  mind  of 
jvery  one  the  conviction  that  they  meant  to 
express  murder,  The  man  could  not  be  under 
she  sod  unless  he  were  dead, 

"  But  at  the  wedding,  when  young  Macdermot 
ras  present,  even  by  the  showing  of  Brady  him- 
self^ the  men  were  afraid  to  use  any  such  phrase. 
They  implored  their  landlord's  assistance  to  help 
them  to  rid  the  country  of  him ;  to  frighten  him 
jff ;  to  make  the  place  too  hot  to  hold  him.  As 
■  told  that  wretched  reptile,  whilst  in  the  chair, 
iiey  would  have  no  more  dared  to  propose  a 
cheme  of  murder  to  young  Macdermot,  even  in 
lis  drunkenness,  than  they  would  have  to  you 
or  to  me. 

**  Now  as  to  the  probability  of  the  prisoner's 
laving  been  aware  of  his  sister's  project  for 
►loping,  and  having  made  use  of  that  opportunity 
or  the  safe  execution  of  a  scheme  of  murder, — 
md  this  perhaps  is  the  most  material  point  of 
ill;  for  were  there  good  grounds  to  suppose 
ihat  he  knew  that  this  elopement  was  to  take 
)lace — that  he  took  no  precautionary  steps  to 
)revent  it — but  that  having  this  previous  know- 
edge,  he  rushed  out  at  the  time,  and  killed  the 
taan,  I  should  be  very  far  from  teUing  you  that 
le  was  perfectly  justified,  as  I  do  now.  But  I 
oiust  positively  maintain  that  you  cannot  come 
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to  such  a  conclusion.  It  has,  to  a  degree,  been 
proved  to  you,'  and  will  be  so  more  clearly, 
that  the  pnsoner  had  all  along  shown  himself 
averse  to  the  intimacy  which  existed  between 
Ussher  and  his  sister ;  it  is  therefore  to  be  pre- 
sumed that  both  of  them  took  every  means  in 
their  power  to  prevent  the  prisoner  from  learn- 
ing their  intention  i  and  there  is  every  reason  to 
suppose  they  were  successful. 

**  Two  persons  appear  to  have  been  told,  as 
their  services  were  required,  both  of  whom  have 
been  examined  before  you — the  servant  girl  and 
Mr.  Frederick  Erown.  The  former  has  swora 
that  she  mentioned  it  to  no  one,  and  there  is 
no  reason  to  disbelieve  her.  The  latter  proved 
himself  not  so  trustworthy.  It  seems  that  with 
that  foolish  flippancy  which  distinguishes  him 
he  told  his  friend's  secret  to  other  friends  of  his 
as  a  good  joke.  But  you  must  remember  that 
Mr.  Brown's  friends  were  not  the  prisoner's 
friends — that  they  rather  were  in  such  different 
circles,  that  what  was  said  in  one,  would  be 
very  little  likely  to  find  its  way  into  the  other ; 
and  above  all,  that  those  to  whom  Mr.  Brown 
or  his  friends  communicated  it,  would  think  thai 
the  brother  was  the  last  person  who  should  be 
told  of  it.  Again,  had  the  pnsoner  known  the 
projected  elopement,  and  intended  to  make 
use  of  it  for  the  perpetration  of  a  preconcerted 
murder,  w^ould  he — could  he  have  acted  as  he 
did?  Could  he  have  waited  for  such  an  un- 
expected accident  as  his  sister's  fainting  before 
he  drew  near  to  his  victim.  His  sister  had 
walked  down  the  avenue,  and  after  waiting  some 
time  in  the  toad,  t^tmn^^  ^.u4  %^.i  dowu  upon 
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fallen  tree ;  it  was  whilst  so  seated  that  she 
heard  the  brother  open  the  hall  door ;  had  she, 
as  she  expected,  met  her  lover  at  the  hour 
appointed,  they  would  have  been  far  beyond 

(le  prisoner's  reach  before  he  had    left  the 
ouse ; — would  he  have  allowed  this  to  be  the 
case,  had  it  been  his  intention  to  take  advantage 
of  the  opportunity  ?    It  is  absurd  to  argue  on 
such  a  point.     It  is  unnecessary  almost  to  call 
your  attention  to  things  which  must  so  mani- 
festly present  themselves  to  you.     The  whole 
>f  this  case  has  received  additional  weight  and 
portance  firom  official  auihoriiy.     It  has  been 
nsidered  worthy  of  especial  government  inter- 
'ence.    My  learned  friend  has  come  express 
X>m  the  metropolis  for  the  purpose  of  conduct- 
ing it ; — a  rumour  has  been  spread  abroad  that 
tost  conclusive  evidence  would  be  produced  to 
rove  that  a  prisoner  from  the  better  orders  of 
E>ciety  had  joined,  and  headed  one  of  those 
legal  bodies  of  men  whose  existence  is  sup- 
osed  to  be  the  cause  of  the  troubles  of  this 
istracted  country  ;  and  that  he  had,  in  unison 
ith  these    schemes,    committed   a    foul    and 
cliberate  murder ;  and  my  learned  friend  has 
not  hesitated  to  tell  you  that  it  is  essentially 
icessary  to  use   the  utmost  extent  of  legal 
verity,  that  an  end  may  be  put  to  the  agrarian 
trages  which  are  now  becoming  so  frightfully 
evalent  in  the  country.     Has  anything  been 
proved  to  warrant  this  official  zeal — this  govern- 
ment interference  ?  No,  nothing ;  not  one  iota  ; 
but  still  these  paraphernalia  of  office,  this  more 
than  ordinary  anxiety  to  obtain  a  verdict,  may 
have  an  effect  upon  your  tnmd:a  lao^X  ^\€\w^^\!a^ 
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to  my  client  I  have  no  doubt  as  to  your  actual 
verdict.  I  have  no  doubt  that  you  will — nay,  I 
know  that  you  must — acquit  that  young  man  of 
murder.  But  I  beseech  you  to  remember  that, 
though  in  the  indictment  he  has  been  charged 
with  murder  only,  he  has  been  by  the  servant 
of  government,  by  my  learned  friend  on  the 
other  side,  accused  of  other  grievous  crimes; 
and  I  implore  you  by  your  verdict,  to  purge  his 
character  of  the  stain  which  has  been  so  unjustly 
attached  to  it,  if  you  find,  on  examination  of  the 
evidence,  no  cause  to  suppose  that  he  had  beea 
a  participator  in  the  councils  of  such  societies, 
I  beseech  you  to  do  him  that  justice,  which  catt 
now  only  be  done  by  the  strong  expression  of  your 
unanimous  assurance  of  absolute  innocence.  I 
beseech  you  to  reject  from  your  minds  those  pre- 
conceived opinions  so  injurious  to  the  prisoner, 
with  which  the  present  unfortunate  state  of  your 
country  may  so  naturally  have  influenced  you^ 
and  to  remember  that  it  is  your  duty,  as  jurors, 
to  confine  yourself  to  the  individual  case  before 
you;  and  that  the  doctrine  laid  down  by  my 
learned  friend,  that  you  should  make  an  example 
in  one  case  for  the  sake  of  prevention  of  crimes 
in  others,  is  most  unconstitutional,  and  would 
imply,  that  whilst  the  solemn  oath  you  have 
taken  is  still  vibrating  in  your  ears,  your  object 
should  be  far  wide  from  that  for  which  you  have 
been  assembled — that  of  making  a  fair  and  true 
trial  between  your  sovereign  and  the  prisoner. 
I  shall  now  call  a  few  witnesses,  and  then  leav$ 
the  case,  with  confidence,  in  your  hands/' 
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Mr.  O'Malleyhad  finished  his  address  to 
the  jury,  it  was  past  seven  o-clock,  and  the  judge 
suggested  that  as  it  would  be  evidently  im- 
practicable to  finish  the  case  that  night,  so  as 
to  release  the  jury,  they  might  as  well  at  this 
point  adjourn  it  till  the  morrow.  To  this  Mr, 
Allewinde  readily  assented  ;  but  Mr,  O'Malley 
declared  that  though  he  was  most  unwilling  to 
detain  his  lordship  and  the  court  at  that  late 
hour,  he  must  request  permission  to  be  allowed 
to  examine  one  of  his  witnesses,  as  otherwise 
his  caution  in  having  had  him  ordered  out  of 
court  would  have  been  in  vain.  It  was  most 
essential,  he  said,  that  his  examination  of  Mr. 
Keegan  should  take  place  before  that  man  could 
have  an  opportunity  of  conversing  with  his 
servant,  Brady ;  whereupon  the  judge  consented 
to  hearing  Keegan's  evidence  that  evening,  and 
forthwith  the  name  of  Hyacinth  Keegan  was 
caUed  out  in  a  loud  voice  by  the  crier,  and  was 
repeated  by  every  policeman  in  court,  till  a 
stranger  to  the  proceedings  would  have  thought 
that  Hyacinth  Keegan's  society  was  the  one 
thing  desirable  in  Carrick-on-Shannon. 

It  would  be  drawing  this  trial  out  to  a  weary 
length  to  give  the  whole  of  his  evidence ;  but 
Mr.  0'Malley*s  questions  were  such  as  the 
attorney  found  it  almost  impossible  to  answer. 
He  was  asked  in  the  first  p\a.c^  \5\v^\^^x*\n& -ax 
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present  received  the  rents  from  Ballycloran,  and 
then  whether  he  received  them  on  his  own 
behalf ;  the  latter  he  denied,  but  when  told  that 
if  he  denied  the  fact  Mr»  Flannelly  would  be 
brought  forward  to  prove  it,  he  at  last  owned 
that  Mr.  Flannelly  had  promised  to  make  over 
that  property  to  him ;  he  then  denied  that  any 
conversation  had  passed  between  him  and  Brady 
as  to  the  nature  of  the  evidence  the  latter  was 
to  give  at  the  trial,  or  that  he  had  expressed 
any  anxiety  on  any  occasion  that  a  verdict  might 
be  given  against  the  prisoner ;  he  confessed  that 
he  might,  in  conversation,  have  attributed  the 
loss  of  his  foot  to  the  influence  of  the  prisoner; 
but  he  could  not  remember  that  he  had  ever 
said  that  Macdermot  should  pay  for  it  with  his 
Ufe.  In  answering  the  different  questions  put 
to  him,  he  hesitated  and  blundered  so  much — 
stammered  so  often,  and  spoke  so  low,  that 
every  one  in  court  was  convinced  that  he  was 
perjuring  himself;  but  still  he  persisted  in 
denying  everything.  The  only  good  effect  Mr, 
O'Malley  could  get  from  his  evidence  was,  that 
the  master  frequently  contradicted  what  had 
been  said  by  the  servant.  But  then  Brady  had 
shown  so  much  confidence  and  self-assurance  in 
his  replies,  and  Keegan  so  much  hesitation  and 
confusion,  that  it  was  much  more  probable  that 
the  jury  would  believe  the  former,  than  the 
latter;  and  if  so,  Keegan's  contradicting  the  state- 
ments made  by  Brady,  would  not  serve  to  invali- 
date the  material  evidence  given  by  that  man. 

When  Mr,  Keegan  came  down  from  the  chair, 
the  court  broke  up  for  the  night,  and  the  jury 
were  informed  that  t\v^  s\v^nS  ^wSN.^^^ofi^^iEisaBfc, 
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all  the  accommodation  in  his  power; — and 
with  long  faces  they  were  marched  away  to 
durance  vile. 

The  court,  which^  during  the  trials  had  been 
so  densely  crowded,  again  became  desolate  and 
silent,  Earon  Hamilton,  with  his  brother  Kil- 
patrickj  retired  to  their  dinner,  which  they  had 
well  earned ;  and  the  coffee-rooms  at  the  hotels 
again  became  crammed  with  hungry  guests, 
clamorous  for  food;  and  the  evening  was  passed 
rin  speculations  as  to  what  would  be  the  verdict 

rthe  case  to  which  they  had  all  been  listening. 
In  the  banisters*  mess-room  all  the  feuds  of 
the  day  were  forgotten,  and  a  most  jovial  party 
was  assembled.  As  each  bottle  of  claret  suc- 
ceeded the  other,  fresh  anecdotes  were  told,  and 
innumerable  puns  were  made.  Mr.  Allewinde 
was  quite  great ;  his  forensic  dignity  was  all  laid 
aside,  and  he  chatted  to  the  juniors  with  most  ^M 
condescending  familiarity,  ^| 

■  Mr.   OXaugher    became    the    originator  of    ^B 
■bcessant  peals  of  laughter ;  all  that  had  taken 

place  during  the  day  he  turned  into  food  for 
merriment ;  not  for  one  moment  did  he  hold 
his  tongue,  nor  once  did  he  say  a  foolish  thing* 
He  was  the  pet  of  the  bar-room.     The  Con- 

iteught  bar  was  famous  for  Mr.  OXaugher;  and 

Biey  knew  it,  and  were  proud  of  him, 

■  Of  all  of  them  assembled  there  but  one  seemed 
mo  have  any  memory  of  the  sadness  of  the  scene 

that  they  had  that  day  witnessed.     How  should 

they?    Or  rather  how  miserable  would  be  a 

barrister's  life,  were  he  to  be  affected  by  the 

^isery   which   he   is  so  coastaatlY  o\iV\%<i'^  Vi 

fcYi3^5s  ia  a  criminal  court     On  X^V^  Qcc-aix^^^ 
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however,  the  anxiety  which  Mn  0*Malley  bad 
expressed  when  addressing  the  jury  had  not 
been  feigned,  and  the  doubt  which  he  felt  as  te 
the  fate  of  his  client  lay  heavy  on  him.  He  was 
faware  that  he  had  failed  in  shaking  Brady's 
testimony,  and  he  feared  that  in  spite  of  all  he 
had  done  to  prove  the  depravity  of  that  man's 
character,  the  jury  would  be  too  rauch  inclind 
to  believe  him. 

It  had  been  decided  that  Feemy  was  not  to 
be  brought  into  Carrick  from  Drurasna  till  such 
time  as  Mr.  0*Malley  sent  out  word  that  she 
would  be  required;  and  when  he  found  bo? 
late  it  was  before  he  began  his  speech,  he  had 
told  Father  John  in  court  that  she  w^ould  not  be 
wanted  on  that  day.  She  had,  therefore,  been 
left  tranquilly  at  Mrs.  McKeon's,  who  had 
fetched  her  to  her  own  house  from  Ballycloraji 
on  the  morning  of  the  trial. 

When  Larry  Macdermot  saw  the  car  at  the 
door,  in  which  Feemy  was  to  go  away^  he  was 
dreadfully  wrath.  He  first  of  all  declared  that 
his  daughter  should  not  be  taken  away  to  Mr. 
Keegan's — that  his  own  son  had  deserted  him 
and  tried  to  sell  the  estate,  and  that  now 

meant  to  rob  him  of  his  daughter  !     Am  

wept  like  a  child,  when  he  was  told  that  unless 
she  went  of  her  own  accord,  the  house  would  be 
broken  open,  and  she  would  be  taken  away  by 
force.  It  was  in  vain  that  Mary  McGoveiy 
endeavoured  to  make  him  understand  that 
Feemy's  presence  was  necessary  in  Carrick,  and 
that  she  had  to  appear  as  a  witness  at  her 
brother's  trial. 

Whenever  Tlaac^y^  XxvaJk^s^  ^s^^^xi  sAv-^w^! 
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Mary,  by  continually  recnrriDg  to  the  subject, 
had  made  the  old  man  at  last  comprehend  that 
his  son  was  to  be  tried ; — but  whenever  it  was 
spoken  of  now>  he  merely  expressed  his  appro- 
bation, and  a  wish  that  Thady  might  be  punished 
for  making  friends  with  such  a  reptile  as  Keega 
— for  deserting  his  father,  and  planning  to  cheaf 
him  out  of  his  house  and  his  property.  Mary 
took  great  pains  to  set  him  right,  and  bellowed 
into  his  ear  as  if  he  were  deaf  instead  of  stupid, 
twenty  times  a  day,  that  Thady  was  to  be  tried 
for  Ussher's  death ;  but  Larry  couldn't  be  got 
to  remember  that  Ussher  was  dead,  and  would 
continually  ask  his  daughter  when  her  lover  was 
coming  back  to  live  with  them,  and  defend 
them  and  the  property  against  the  machinations^ 
of  Keegan  and  her  brother.  ^M 

All  the  Thursday  Feemy  remained  at  Drumsna^* 
every  moment  expecting  that  she  would  be  im- 
mediately called  on  to  go  to  Carrick.     She  sat 
the  whole  day  in  the  drawing-room,  close  by  the 
fire,  with  her  friend's  doak  around  her,  without 
speaking  to  any  one.     The  girls  had  come  and 
spoken  kindly  to  her  when  she  first  arrived ;  but 
their  mother  had  told  them  that  they  had  better 
not  attempt  to  converse  with  her.    Mrs.  McKeou 
herself  sat  with  her  the  whole  day,  and  spoke  to 
her  a  gende  word  now  and  again  *  but  she  pur- 
posely abstained  from  troubling   her,  and  sh^_ 
made  no  allusion  whatever  to  the  subject  oijH 
which  she  liad  thought  so  much,  and  on  whicl^* 
her  own  suspicions  had  been  corroborated  by 
Mary's  information.     Necessary  as  it  was  that 
the  poor  girl  should  tell  some  one,  this  was  not 
the  time  to  press  her. 
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There  sat  Feemy.  Ah  I  how  different  from 
ihe  girl  described  in  the  opening  of  this  tale. 
Her  cheek  was  pale  and  wan,  and  the  flesh  had 
gone,  and  the  yellow  skin  fell  in  frora  her  cheek- 
bone to  her  mouth,  giving  her  almost  a  ghastly 
appearance ;  her  eyes  appeared  larger  than  ever, 
but  they  were  quenched  with  weeping,  and  dull 
with  grief;  her  hair  was  drawn  back  carelessly 
behind  her  ears,  and  her  lips  were  thin  and 
bloodless.  Two  or  three  times  during  the  day 
Mrs.  McKeon  had  given  her  half  a  glass  of 
wine,  which  she  had  drank  on  being  told  to  do 
so,  and  she  had  once  tried  to  eat  a  bit  of  bread* 
But  she  had  soon  put  it  down  again,  for  it 
seemed  to  choke  her. 

About  five  o* clock  Mrs.  McKeon  leamt  that 
Peemy  would  not  be  called  for  that  day,  and  the 
poor  girl  was  then  induced  to  go  to  bed ;  but 
nothing  could  persuade  her  to  allow  any  one  to 
assist  her.  It  was  wonderful  how  she  could 
have  undressed  herself,  and  dressed  herself  the 
next  morning,  she  seemed  so  weak  and  power- 
less ! 

Tony  and  Father  John  got  home  to  dinner 
about  eight.  They  were  both  in  good  spirits, 
for  Mr.  O'Malley's  speech  had  been  so  con- 
vincing to  tbi;m,  that  they  conceived  it  could 
not  but  be  equally  so  to  the  jury.  They  forgot 
that  they  had  previously  assured  themselves  of 
Thady's  evidence,  and  that  therefore  they  were 
prepared  to  believe  every  word  said  on  his 
behalf;  but  that  this  would  by  no  means  be  the 
case  with  the  jury.  They  were  very  sanguine, 
and  Tony  insisted  that  Counsellor  O'Malley's 
health  should  be  di\ick  mv\i  ^  xK^  texvouts* 
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Oft  the  morning  they  went  early  into  town ; 
they  had  obtained  from  the  clerk  of  the  peace 
permission  to  make  use  of  a  small  room  within 
the  court,  and  here  Feemy  and  Mrs.  McKeon 
were  to  remain  undisturbed  till  the  former  was 
called  for ;  then  that  lady  was  to  bring  her  into 
court,  and  even  undertook  to  go  upon  the  table 
with  her,  and  repeat  to  the  jury,  if  she  would  be 
allowed  to  do  so,  the  evidence,  which  they  were 
all  sure  Feemy  herself  would  not  be  able  to  give 
in  a  voice  loud  enough  to  be  heard  by  any  one. 
When  the  car  stopped  at  the  court-house  in 
Carrick-on-Shannon,  it  was  found  absolutely 
necessary  to  carry  her  into  the  room,  for  she 
had  apparently  lost  all  power  of  action.  She 
neither  cried  nor  sobbed  now;  but  gazed  list- 
lessly before  her,  with  her  eyes  fixed  upon 
vacancy,  as  the  two  strong  men  lifted  her  from 
the  car,  and  supported  her  between  them  by  her 
arms  up  the  steps  into  the  court-house. 

"  This  will  never  do,"  said  Tony  to  his  friend 
after  leaving  her  in  the  room  ;  **  this  will  never 
do ;  she'll  never  be  able  to  say  a  word  on  the 
table;  it's  only  cruelty,  Father  John,  bringing 
her  here/' 

"  But  O'Malley  says  she  must  come,**  said 
ather  John  ;  *^  he  says,  if  she  can  take  the 
oath,  and  speak  but  three  or  four  words  to  Mrs. 
McKeon,  that  will  do/' 

*'  She'll  never  do  it ;  she'll  never  be  able  to 
take  the  oath ;  she*U  have  to  be  carried  on  the 
table,  and  when  there,  she'll  faint.  Poor  Thady  1 
if  he's  acquitted/ the  first  thing  he'll  have  to 
learn  will  be  her  disgrace.  You  must  tell  him 
of  that,  Father  John ;  no  one  else  ozxd* 
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**  Poor  fellow ;  it  will  be  worse  to  him  than 
all.  But  she  brought  him  to  this,  and  she  roust 
save  him  if  she  can," 

"I  tell  you,**  said  Tony,  "  she*U  never  speak 
a  word  upon  that  table ;  we'd  better  tell  O'Malley 
at  once;  't  would  be  only  cruelty  to  put  her 
there," 

They  both  accordingly  went  to  O'M alley,  who 
was  now  in  court,  and  told  him  that  they  thought 
Feemy  Macdermot  could  not  be  safely  brought 
there.  He,  however^  still  declared  that  it  was 
imperative  for  her  broLher's  safety  that  she 
should  appear,  even  if  it  were  utterly  impossible 
to  get  her  to  speak;  and  that  as  she  had  been 
the  person  in  fault,  and  as  he  had  had  all  the 
suffering,  the  cruelty  would  be  to  biro,  tt  she 
were  not  brought  forward* 

Father  John  returned  to  the  private  room, 
and  tried  to  make  her  speak.  He  kneeled  down 
before  her,  and  again  began  explaining  to  her 
the  purpose  for  which  she  was  there,  and  im- 
plored her  to  exert  herself  to  save  her  brother. 
She  once  or  twice  opened  her  mouth,  as  if 
speaking,  but  uttered  no  sound.  She  under- 
stood, however,  what  the  priest  said  to  her,  for 
she  gently  pressed  his  hand  when  he  took  hold 
of  hers,  and  nodded  her  head  to  him,  when  he 
begged  her  to  exert  herself. 

In  the  mean  time  Mr.  O'Malley  was  con- 
tinuing the  examination  of  his  witnesses.  The 
first  who  appeared  on  this  the  second  mornuag 
of  the  trial  was  Corney  Dolan,  who  unfortu* 
nately  came  prepared  to  swear  anything  which 
he  thought  might  benefit  the  prisoner.  He  said 
he  remembered  t\i^  evetim^  til  nJ^s.  ii^dAliiig,  he 
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emembered  the  conversation  at  which  the  pri- 
Ssoner  had  been  present,  that  he  was  quite  sure 
Ussher's  name  wasn't  mentioned^ — or  at  any 
rate  that  if  mentioned,  it  was  not  accompanied 
by  any  threat — ^that  the  only  plan  of  violence 
ialluded  to  during  the  evening  was  that  one  or 
two  of  the  boys  said  that  they  would  duck 
Keegan  in  a  bog  hole  if  he  came  to  receive 
rents  at  Bally cloran. 

This  was  all  very  well,  as  long  as  the  ques- 
tions were  put  to  him  by  Mr.  O'Malley ;  but  he 
was  forced  to  tell  a  somewhat  different  tale 
when  examined  by  Mn  Allewinde,  by  whom  he 
was  made  to  own  that  there  had  been  projects  ^ 

broad  for  murdering  Ussher,  though  he  still  fl 
maintained  that  none  of  them  had  been  alluded  ^ 
to  by  the  party  at  Mrs.  Mehan's.  He  was  also 
made  to  give  himself  so  bad  a  character  that  it 
pras  more  than  probable  that  the  jury  would  not 
believe  a  word  he  had  said. 

Father  John  was  the  next ;  he  was  only  called 
on  to  prove  that  Thady  had  beeD  intoxicated 
when  he  left  the  party  at  Mrs.  Mehan's,  and  to 
speak  as  to  character.     With  tears  in  his  eyes 

be  corroborated  all  that  the  barrister  had  said 

n  his  speech  in  praise  of  his  poor  young  friend  • 

)e  described  him  as  honest,  industrious,  and 
unanly — patient    under    his    own   wrongs,    but 
Unable  to  endure  quietly  those  inflicted  on  his  ^ 
femily.  H 

Tony  McKeon  was  the  next  and,  with  the  " 

sxception  of  Feemy,  the  last ;  and  he  too  had 

>nly  to  speak  as  to  character. 
Just  as  Father  John  bad  been  gettmg  into 

;he  chair,  a  policeman  had  cota^  m\iCi  ^^is^ts.  ^ssS:^ ' 
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whispered  to  Doctor  Blake,  who  was  sittitig  in 
one  of  the  lower  benches;  and  the  Doctor 
immediately  got  up  from  his  seat  and  weal 
away  with  the  man. 

Father  John  had  not  observed  the  occur- 
rence ;  but  when  he  was  leaving  the  table,  and 
as  Tony  was  getting  up,  the  latter  whispered  lo 
him — 

"Blake  has  been  called  out.  Just  look  to 
Feemy.'* 

And  at  the  same  moment  Mr,  0*Malley  said 
out  aloud— 

**  Mr.  McGrath,  if  I  might  trouble  you  so  far, 
would  you  have  the  kindness  to  bring  Miss 
Macdermot  into  court?  I  do  not  anticipate 
that  we  shall  have  much  delay  with  Mr* 
McKeon's  evidence*" 

Father  John  immediately  hurried  into  the 
room  where  Mis.  McKeon  had  been  left  with 
her  charge ;  and  his  heart  trembled  within  him 
as  he  remembered  the  death-like  look  the  poor 
girl  had  when  he  left  her  but  an  hour  since,  and 
reflected  that  it  was  too  probably  to  her  aid 
that  Doctor  Blake  had  been  called. 

And  so  it  was.  When  he  entered  the  rooai» 
round  the  door  of  which  a  lot  of  frieze  coats 
had  crowded,  but  which  was  kept  shut,  he  found 
Feemy  on  the  ground,  with  her  head  supported 
on  Mrs.  McKeon's  lap,  and  Blake  kneeling 
beside  her,  endeavouring  to  pour  something 
into  her  mouth.  There  was  another  woman 
standing  in  the  room,  and  an  apothecary,  whom 
the  doctor  had  sent  for;  but  Father  John  was 
soon  made  to  understand  that  medical  skiU 
could  avail  but  \kt\e,  2xA  ^slXiax  ^*^^  ?^^\oda. 
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Feemy  could  now  receive  from  her  fellow- 
creatures  was  to  come  from  him. 

To  describe  the  scene  which  immediately 
followed  would  be  to  treat  so  sacred  a  subject 
much  too  lightly.  The  priest,  however,  found 
that  neither  life  nor  reason  was  extinct ;  she 
acknowledged  the  symbol  of  salvation  in  which 
she  trusted,  and  received  that  absolution  for  her 
sins  which  her  church  considers  necessary.  Who 
can  say  how  deeply  she  had  repented  of  her 
misdeeds  during  the  many  hours  of  silent  agony 
which  she  had  endured  I 

Her  arm  was  stretched  out  from  her  body, 
and  her  hand  was  clasped  tightly  in  that  of 
Mrs,  McKeon's.  The  moment  before  she  drew 
her  final  breath,  she  felt  and  tried  to  return  the 
pressure ;  she  made  one  great  struggle  to  speak. 
"Myles"  was  the  single  word  which  her  lips 
had  strength  to  form ;  and  with  that  last  effort 
poor  Feemy  died* 

In  the  mean  time  McKeon  had  given  his 
evidence  in  the  court  and  had  left  the  table — 
Mr.  Allewinde  having  declined  to  cross-examine 
either  him  or  Father  John,  There  was  then  a 
pause  of  some  little  duration  in  court,  during 
which  Mr,  0*Malley,  addressing  the  judge,  said 
that  Miss  Macdermot,  the  witness  now  about 
to  be  brought  forward,  was  unfortunately  in  a 
very  weak  state  of  health,  so  much  so,  that  had 
her  evidence  not  been  essential  to  her  brother, 
he  should  be  most  unwilling  to  have  troubled 
her  ;  he  then  apologised  for  the  delay,  and 
asked  for  and  obtained  permission  for  Mrs. 
McKeon  to  be  on  the  table  and  repeat  the 
answers  of  the  witness  to  \Vv^  \uvj  *;  "^t^  V^^ 
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meTely  premising  that  it  would  be    ne< 
that  that  lady  should  be  sworn  to  repeat 
true  answers. 

There  was  still  some  further  delay  after 
0' Mai  ley  had  sat  down.  Mr.  McKeon  goi 
to  go  and  help  to  bring  her  into  courts  but  josl 
in  the  doorway  he  met  a  man  who  whispered  to 
him  ;  he  did  not  return,  however^  but  hurried 
on  to  the  room  where  he  had  left  his  wife,  and 
reached  it  just  as  the  breath  left  the  poor  girl's 
body.  In  spite  of  their  distress  it  was  apparent 
to  all  that  the  truth  must  be  immediately  made 
known  in  the  court,  and  Mr,  McKeon  was 
leaving  for  the  purpose  of  telling  Mr.  O'Malley, 
when  Father  John  laid  his  hand  upon  Iu6 
friend's  shoulder,  and  said— 

"  Poor  Thady,  it  will  break  his  heart  to  hear 
it.  It  must  be  kept  from  him.  But  heaven 
only  knows  what's  best ;  he  must  hear  it  at  last 
Go,  McKeon,  and  tell  O'Malley ;  he'll  know 
what's  best  to  do*" 

McKeon  returned  into  court,  and  making  his 
way  with  difficulty  close   up   to   the  barristeii 
whispered  in  his  ear  that   his  witness  was 
more, 

Mn  O'Malley,  who  had  been  standing, 
stantly  sat  down,  as  if  appalled  by  the  sudd< 
ness  of  the  event.  Every  one  in  the  court  who 
had  seen  McKeon's  face  as  he  entered,  felt 
aware  that  something  had  happened  to  Feemy, 

The  judge   leaned    forward    over   his    desk, 
addressing  himself  particularly  to  Mr.  0'Mall& 
and  said — 

"Is    Miss    Macderraot     too     unwell» 
O'Malley,  to  be  bTO^J%V^^.  v^Vo  ^^v\i"%'* 
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**My  lord/'  said  he  again,  rising  froni  his 
seat,  '*she  has  already  gone  before  another 
judgment-seat.  Macdermot,"  and  he  turned 
round  to  the  prisoner  in  the  dock,  **  you  have 
borne  your  sorrows  hitherto  like  a  man  ;  you 
must  try  and  bear  this  also — your  sister  is  dead. 
She  has  fallen  the  first  victim — God  forbid  that 
another  should  be  sacrificed.  My  lord,  my 
cause  is  now  done ;  there  is  now  no  living  wit- 
ness, but  the  prisoner,  of  that  scene  which  I 
described  to  you.  The  case  must  go  to  the 
jury  as  it  is." 

During  the  rime  of  the  whole  trial,  Thady 
had  stood  upright  at  the  bar,  with  his  elbow 
leaning  on  the  wooden  rail,  and  his  face  resting 
on  his  arm.  He  had  almost  constantly  kept 
his  eye  upon  the  speakers,  occasionally  turning 
his  gaze  to  the  place  where  Father  John  had 
sat  during  the  trial,  to  see  that  he  had  not 
deserted  him.  During  the  speech  which  Mr. 
O'Malley  had  made  on  his  behalf,  he  had 
brightened  up,  and  looked  more  cheerful  than 
he  had  done  for  many  months.  When  that  was 
finished  he  had  felt  more  sanguine  as  to  his 
acquittal  than  he  had  done  at  any  time  since  he 
had  first  given  himself  up  as  a  prisoner.  During 
the  short  pause  which  occurred  in  court  imme- 
diately after  McKeon  left  the  table,  he  had  once 
or  twice  looked  round  to  learn  if  Feemy  were 
coming,  though  the  high  woodwork  of  the  dock 
would  effectually  prevent  hira  from  seeing  her 
till  she  was  at  the  table. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  Feemy's  extreme 
illness  had  never  been  made  known  to  her 
tarpther, — ^much  less  her  UmetvlaXA^  i\vviax\^^^ 


coming,  it  never  occurred  to  Thad 
delay  in  his  sister's  appearance  was 
by  ill  health.  It  was  only  when  he  sa 
sit  down,  after  hearing  some  whispei 
from  McKeon,  that  he  felt  alarmed, 
barrister  told  the  judge  that  his  wi 
gone  before  another  judgment-seat,  i\ 
evident  from  his  face  that  he  did  no 
comprehend  what  had  happened ;  bm 
no  misunderstanding  the  language  in 
tidings  were  immediately  afterwards 
cated  to  himself*  He  seemed  to 
attempt  as  if  to  say  something ;  but 
of  his  situation  and  the  paraphemali 
court  awed  him  into  silence,  and  be 
within  the  dock  to  hide  his  sorrow, 
crowd  that  were  gazing  at  him 

There  was  some  considerable  del^, 
court  after  tliis,  as  though  all  the  p; 
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e  could  regret  more  than  himself  the  dread- 
Illy  tragical  manner  in  which  the  prisoner  had 
>st  the  benefit  of  the  evidence,  which  it  was 
Kpected  his  sister  would  have  been  able  to  give 
n  his  behalf;  that  he  conceived  that  it  would 
B  anything  but  mercy  to  the  prisoner  to  delay 
le  proceedings  in  their  present  stage  on  account 
f  what  had  happened;  moreover,  he  considered 
lat  doing  so  would  be  illegal.  He  would 
iggest  to  the  judge,  to  his  learned  friend  on 
le  other  side,  and  to  the  jury,  whether  any 
(gal  and  available  use  could  be  made  of  the 
ridence  which  had  been  given  by  the  prisoner's 
fiter  before  the  coroner. 

This,  however,  Mr.  O'Malley  declined,  alleging 
Ut  the  questions  put  to  Miss  Macdermot  by 
i€  coroner,  were  merely  intended  to  elicit 
vidence  that  Captain  Ussher  had  been  killed 
y  her  brother,  and  that  the  answers  she  then 
ive  were  of  course  not  such  as  would  be 
ivourable  to  the  prisoner ;  nor  were  such  as 
luld  prove  those  facts  which  Mr,  O'Malley 
id  intended  to  prove.  Mr.  O'Malley  finished 
jr  stating  that  as  far  as  he  was  concerned  the 

se  was  ready  to  be  submitted  by  his  lordship 

the  jury. 

Mr,  AUewinde,  however,  still  had  the  right  of 
iply,  and  he  was  not  the  man  to  allow  any 
lance  circumstance  to  prevent  him  making 
le  of  it.  He  accordingly  again  got  up  to 
idress  the  jury.  He  told  them  that  what  he 
id  to  say  would  not  keep  them  long,  and 
wsidering  that  he  was  a  lawyer  and  a  barrister, 
!  kept  his  word  with  tolerable  fidelity.  He 
remarked  that  the  evidence  ol  ^x'a*^^  \a.\\si. 
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no  degree  been  shaken*  That  the  subjects  in 
which  Keegan  had  been  examined  had  had  no 
reference  to  the  case;  and  that  it  was  quite 
plain  that  Dolan  had  come  forward  to  sAvear  to 
anything  which  he  thought  might  tend  to  the 

^prisoner's  acquittal.  He  made  no  alJusion 
whatever  to  Father  John  and  Tony  McKeon, 
and  then  ended  by  saying,  that  "the  unexpected 
and  melancholy  death  of  Miss  Macdermot 
an   occurrence   which   could   not    but    fill 

ibreast  of  every  one  present  with  most  profound 
sympathy  for  the  prisoner,— that  he  should 
abstain  from  saying  a  word  which  might  be 
unnecessarily  disagreeable  or  painful  to  the 
feelings  of  any  one — but  that  the  jury  must  fed 
that  the  prisoner  would  lose  nothing  from  the 
loss  of  her  evidence.  Of  course,"  he  continued; 
*'  in  a  point  of  law  you  are  bound  to  look  on 
the  case  as  if  Miss  Macdermot  had  died  at  the 
same  moment  with  her  betrothed  husbandi  for 
you  are  aware  that  you  cannot  allow  anything 
which  my  learned  friend  has  told  you  to  be 
taken  into  consideration  by  you  in  finding  your 
verdict.  Bat  it  will  lessen  the  pain  which  more 
or  less  you  must  suffer  in  this  sad  case,  to  reflect 
what  strong  grounds  you  have  for  supposing 
that  the  sister,  had  she  Uved,  could  have  proved 
nothing  favourable  to  the  brother ;  for  had  she 
been  able  to  do  so,  she  would  have  done  it 
when  examined  before  the  coroner,  I  shall 
now  trouble  you  no  further.  His  lordship  in 
submitting  the  case  to  you  will  give  you  doubt- 
less the  necessary  caution  against  allowing 
excited  feelings  to  have  any  influence  over  ti>t 

verdict  to  whicYi  ^ou  &\^2iJ^  c/a^^aa:' 
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Mr.  Allewinde  then  sat  down,  and  after  the 
lapse  of  one  or  two  mmutes  the  judge  turned 
to  the  jury,  and  spoke  his  charge  to  them  upon 
the  question.  He  went  deliberately  through  the 
whole  evidence — dwelt  upon  various  minor 
points  in  the  prisoner's  favour — told  them  that 
the  prisoner  could  not  be  considered  as  guilty  of 
murder,  if  there  was  ground  to  believe  that  he 
had  committed  the  act  whilst  the  deceased  was 
forcibly  carrying  off  his  sister ;  and  that  if  they 
believed  that  the  prisoner  had  never  before  pre- 
meditated the  death  of  the  man  he  killed,  he 
could  not  be  considered  to  have  been  guilty  of 
the  crime  for  which  he  was  now  tried.  He  then 
went  at  length  into  all  the  points ;  he  showed 
the  jury  that  no  evidence  whatever  had  been 
-  brought  up  to  prove  that  the  girl  was  in  a  sense- 
less state  when  Ussher  was  attacked;  and  that  for 
anything  they  had  heard  proved,  she  might  have 
been  walking  quietly  with  him.  He  then  went 
into  the  evidence  given  by  Brady,  and  he  stated 
it  as  his  own  opinion,  that  the  man  was  in  the 
main  to  be  believed ;  he  argued  that  his  whole 
evidence,  both  on  direct  and  cross  examination, 
had  been  given  in  a  manner  which  seemed  to 
him  to  show  an  unwillingness  to  give  more 
information  than  he  could  possibly  help  on 
either  side — ^but  still  with  a  determination  not 
to  forswear  himself.  But  at  the  same  time  he 
told  them  that  this  was  a  question  on  which 
each  juror  should  form  his  own  opinion ;  in 
fact,  that  it  was  to  judge  of  the  value  and  credi- 
bility of  evidence  that  they  were  summoned.  It 
was,  also,  he  said,  for  them  to  decide  whether  the 
death  of  the  revenue  officei  yjas  -^x^tcia^xax^^ 
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by  the  party  at  Mrs.  Mehan's  when 
talked  of  ridding  the  country  of  him. 
passed  very  slightly  over  the  remaining  evi< 
merely  saying  that  this  was  a  case  in 
character  could  not  weigh  with  them,  as,  if 
prisoner  were  guilty,  his  former  apparent  good 
character  only  aggravated  his  sin.  He  tha 
concluded  by  telling  the  jurors  that  they  we» 
bound  by  solemn  oaths  to  allow  nothing  to 
interfere  with  the  truth  of  their  verdict — thit 
they  must  all  deplore  the  untimely  death  of  the 
young  woman  who  was  to  have  appeared  befoic 
them,  and  sympathise  with  the  brother  for  tk 
loss  of  his  sister — but  that  his  misfortune  in  this 
respect  could  not  lighten  his  guilt  if  he  wcie 
guilty,  or  diminish  the  sacredness  of  the  datf 
which  each  juror  owed  to  his  country. 

When  the  judge  had  finished,  the  jury  ^^ 
tired  to  consider  their  verdict ;  and  the  other 
business  of  the  assizes  was  proceeded  with  as  if 
nothing  peculiar  had  happened  to  check  the 
regular  routine  duties  of  the  court. 


CHAPTER   XXXII 

THE   VERDICT 

It  was  not  very  late  in  tlie  day  when  the  jury 
retired,  and  it  was  generally  thought  that  ti^y 
would  come  to  a  verdict  in  time  to  e 
being  immured  for  a  second  night;  but 
iid  not. 
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Immediately  after  heariog  the  judge's  charge, 
Father  John,  McKeon,  and  Webb  agreed 
among  them  that  it  was  absolutely  necessary 
that  old  Macdermot  should  be  acquainted  with 
his  daughter's  death ;  but  who  was  to  take  upon 
himself  the  sad  errand !  Father  John  had  for 
the  last  few  days  been  so  harassed,  so  worn 
down  by  anxiety,  and  was  now  so  depressed  by, 
as  he  conceived,  the  unfavourable  tone  of  the 
judge's  charge,  that  he  looked  like  the  ghost 
of  himself  j  and  yet  the  duty  of  seeing  old 
Macdermot  could  fall  on  no  one  but  himself. 
Neither  Webb  nor  McKeon  knew  the  ways  of 
the  old  man,  and  it  was  more  than  probable 
that  neither  of  them  would  be  admitted  into 
the  house.  Father  John  therefore  put  himself 
on  a  car  and  hurried  off  to  Ballycloran,  making 
his  friend  promise  that  he  would  wait  in  Carrick 
for  him  till  his  return. 

Father  John  soon  found  himself  in  the 
presence  of  Larry;  hut  he  could  with  difficulty 
find  words  to  tell  him  of  his  bereavement  The 
old  man  was  seated  on  his  bed — he  always 
slept  now  in  the  parlour — he  had  his  legs  thrust 
into  a  tattered  pair  of  breeches,  and  had  worn- 
out  slippers  on  his  feet ;  and  an  old  and  ragged 
coat,  into  which  he  had  been  unable  or  unwilling 
to  thrust  his  arms,  hung  over  his  shoulder ;  but 
he  had  no  stockings  on— no  cravat  round  his 
throat;  his  long-worn  shirt  was  unbuttoned  over 
his  breast ;  and  his  face  was  not  only  unshorn, 
but  was  also,  as  well  as  his  hands  and  feet,  un- 
washed and  filthy.  When  Father  John  entered 
the  room  he  was  seated  on  his  bed,  which  had 
not  been  made  since  he  rose  from  vU    VL^  \^^ 
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a  pipe  in  his  mouth,  and  a  glass  of  grog  in 
his  hand.  The  smell  of  the  room  was  most 
offensive,  and  it  seemed  from  the  dreadfully 
close  atmosphere,  that  no  window  had  been 
opened  in  it  for  weeks  past,  Mary  McGovery 
followed  the  priest*s  steps  into  the  room,  run- 
ning through  numerous  apologies  as  to  the 
state  in  which  the  old  man  was  found,  and 
assuring  him  that  Macdermot  was  so  stupid  and 
so  obstinate  that  it  was  impossible  to  get  him 
to  do  or  to  understand  anything ;  and  she  forth- 
with took  hold  of  his  shoulders,  and  began 
shaking  him,  and  scolding  him — bawling  into 
his  ear,  till  the  poor  idiot  shook  in  her  grasp. 

Father  John  at  last  succeeded  in  rescubg 
him  from  her  hands,  and,  seating  himself  in  a 
chair  immediately  opposite  to  him,  he  began 
his  sad  tale*  He  told  him  by  degrees  that  his 
daughter  had  been  taken  very  ill — that  she  had 
Lgot  worse  and  worse— that  Doctor  Blake  had 
•been  sent  for — that  she  was  found  to  be  in 
imminent  danger.  But  it  had  no  effect  on 
Larry ;  he  kept  on  continually  thanking  Father 
John  for  his  friendly  visit,  saying  how  kind  it 
was  of  him,  to  come  and  sit  with  an  old  man 
like  him — how  hard  it  was  to  be  shut  up  alone 
with  such  a  d — d  old  jade  as  Mary  j  and  then 
he  began  telling  Father  John  a  history  of  the 
ill-treatment  and  cnielty  he  received  from  her, 
— which,  to  do  Mary  justice,  was  in  the  main 
^ false;  for,  excepting  that  she  shook  him  and 
tbawled  to  him,  by  way  of  rousing  his  dormant 
intellect,  she  had  always  endeavoured  to  be  as 
kind  to  him  as  the  nature  of  her  disposition 
would  allow.    He  \i^^^«A  ol  ^^Wx  \ohn  to 
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tell  him  when  Ussher  and  Feemy  would  come 
back  to  take  care  of  him;  asked  if  Feemy 
hadn*t  gone  away  to  marry  her  lover;  and  com- 
plained that  it  was  cruel  in  his  own  dear  girl  not 
ito  let  her  old  father  be  present  at  her  wedding. 

At  last  the  priest  saw  it  was  no  good  trying 
to  break  this  bad  news,  by  degrees,  to  such  a 
man  as  Larry ;  and  he  told  him  that  his  daughter 
■was  dead.  The  old  man  remained  silent  for  a 
few  minutes  staring  him  in  the  face,  and  Father 
John  continued^ — 

*'Yes,  Ml,  Macdermot,  your  poor  daughter 
^died  in  Mrs*  McKeon's  arms  J* 

"  Is    it    Feemy  ? "   said    Larry.     **  My   o»m  | 
Feemy  ?  " 

**  It  is  too  trucj  Mr.  Macdermot;  and  indeed,  ' 
indeed,  1  feel  for  you/' 

**  But  it  ain't  true,  Father  John,'*  said  the 
idiot,  grinning,  "Shure  didn't  I  see  her  myself, 
when  she  went  away  on  the  car  to  the  wedding  ?  " 
pAnd  then  the  old  man  paused  as  if  thinking, 
and  the  stupid  smile  passed  off  from  his  face, 
^nd  the  saddest  cloud  one  could  conceive  came 
over  it,  and  he  said,  "  Ah,  they're  gone  away 
■from  me;  theyVe  gone  away  to  Tliady,  and 
sHow  I'll  never  see  them  agin."  He  then  paused 
for  a  moment,  but  after  a  while  a  fire  came  into 
his  eyes  and  he  began  again,  "but  curse  her — 
«urse " 

This  was  too  horrid  ;  Father  John  got  up  and 
Jheld  his  hand  before  the  father's  face,  as  if  to 
forbid  him  to  finish  the  curse  which  he  was 
about  to  utter ;  and  the  old  man  trembled  like 
a  frightened  child  upon  his  seat,  and  sat  silem 
With  his  eye  fixed  on  the  ptiesX,  i 
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Mary  had  not  been  present  at  this  interview; 
Father  John,  however,  now  found  it  necessary 
to  call  her,  and  to  commission  her  if  possible  to 
make  the  father  understand  that  he  had  been 
bereaved  of  his  daughter.  Poor  Mary  was 
dreadfully  distressed  herself,  and  for  a  long 
time  sat  sobbing  and  weeping.  But  by  degrees 
she  recovered  her  tone,  and  comnaenced  the 
duty  which  Father  John  had  enjoined  her  ta 
perform  ;  but  nothing  could  convince  Larry  of 
Feemy's  death;  he  felt  assured  that  they  were 
aU  trying  to  deceive  him,  and  that  Feemy 
her  lover  had  now  deserted  him  as  well  as  TJ 

When    Father    John    returned    to    Cami 
anxious,  yet   fearing   to   hear   the   verdict,  he 
found  that  the  jury  had  not  yet  agreed.     Even 
this  was  some  comfort,  for  it  made  it  evident 
that  there  was  doubt  on  the  subject ;  and  surely, 
thought  he,  if  a  man  doubts  on  such  a  subject 
as  this,  he  must  ultimately  lean  to  the  side  of 
mercy.     He  remained  with  Tony  McKeon  * 
court  till  about  eight,  when  they  went  to 
hotel  and  got  their  dinner — for  they  w^ould 
leave  the  town  till  the  jury  were  locked  up  for 
the  night. 

Soon  afterwards  Webb  joined  them,  and  thr 
three  sat  together  till  eleven  o'clock,  when  it 
was  signified  to  them  that  the  judge  wotdd  noi 
receive  the  verdict  that  night ;  and  that  the  jury 
^ere,  therefore,  again  to  be  locked  up»  Webb 
then  went  home,  and  the  priest  and  his  friend 
both  returned  to  Drumsna  to  sleep. 

Thady  had  remained  in  the  dock  that  he 
might  be  ready  \.c>  \i^^x  tV.^  verdict^  till  the 
judge  left  the  beivdw.    ^^^^SiftR.Ti^  ^^ocAvii^*^ 
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back  into  the  prison,  and  it  was  so  late  that  the 
prison  regulations  did  not  allow  him  to  see  any 
friend  or  visitor  3  he  was,  therefore,  debarred 
from  the  comfort  which  a  few  kind  words  from 
Father  John  would  have  afforded  him.  After 
he  had  heard  the  news  of  his  sister's  death  he 
never  once  raised  himself  from  the  position  into 
which  he  almost  fell  rather  than  sank.  During 
the  whole  of  the  long  afternoon  he  remained 
crouched  down  in  one  comer  of  the  benches 
within  the  dock.  When  the  judge  commenced 
his  charge  to  the  jury,  he  had  once  attempted  to 
rise ;  but  he  felt  that  he  could  no  longer  endure 
the  gaze  of  those  around  him,  and  he  remained 
on  his  seat  till  he  was  taken  back  to  gaoL 

Father  John  and  McKeon  agreed  that  the 
cause  of  Feemy's  death  should  not  be  told  to 
Thady — at  any  rate,  till  after  the  verdict  had 
been  given.  If  he  should  be  condemned  it 
would  only  be  a  useless  cruelty  to  increase  his 
sufferings  by  telling  him  of  his  sister's  disgrace. 
Should  he  be  acquitted,  it  would  then  become 
a  question  whether  or  no  he  might  still  be 
suffered  to  live  in  ignorance  of  that  which,  if 
known,  would  so  deeply  embitter  the  remainder 
of  his  Hfe. 

On  the  Friday  morning  the  two  friends  again 
took  their  seat  in  court,  waiting  anxiously  till 
the  jury  should  send  in  word  that  they  had 
come  10  a  unanimous  decision* 

Thady  was  again  in  the  dock,  and  Father 
John  was  just  enabled  to  say  one  word  to  him 
over  ihe  wooden  paling ; — to  bid  him  still  keep 
up  his  courage,  and  to  press  his  hand  closely 
his  own. 


^thin  '. 
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Hour  after  hour  passed  on,  and  the  dull 
stupid  work  of  the  week  went  on,  Mr.  Alle- 
winde*s  eloquence,  Mr.  O'Malley's  energy,  and 
Mr.  0*Laugher's  wit,  sounded  equally  monoto- 
nous to  the  anxious  priest  and  his  good-natured 
friend.  Though  they  seemed  to  listen,  ami 
indeed  endeavoured  to  do  so,  yet  at  the  dose 
of  each  trivial  case  that  was  tried,  they  had  no 
idea  impressed  upon  them  of  w^hat  had  just 
been  going  on.  One  o'clock  struck — two— 
ihree^ — four- — five — and  yet  they  remained  in  the 
same  position ;  and  still  the  jury  who  had  beea 
considering  the  subject  remained  undecided. 

The  business  in  the  Record  Court  had  beeo 
closed  on  the  Thursday,  and  therefore  both  the 
judges  heard  criminal  cases  during  the  whole 
of  Friday;  and  by  six  o'clock  the  business  of 
the  assizes  was  finish ed^  and  the  prisoners  aie 
all  disposed  of  with  the  exception  of  poor  Thady. 
It  was  absolutely  necessary  that  the  judges 
should  commence  their  business  at  Sligo  on  the 
following  Saturday,  and  if  the  jury  did  not  agree 
to  a  verdict  before  eleven  on  that  mornings  they 
would  have  to  be  discharged,  and  the  case  musi 
stand  over  for  a  fresh  trial  at  the  summer 
assizes.  This  now  seemed  almost  desirable 
to  Father  John  and  McKeon.  Immediately 
after  hearing  Mr.  O'Malley's  defence  they  had 
felt  sure  of  success  ;  but  the  judge's  charge  had 
dreadfully  robbed  them  of  their  hopes,  and  they 
began  to  fear  the  arrival  of  the  foreman. 

At  six  Baron  Hamilton  left  the  court,  saying 
that  either  he  or  his  brother  would  be  within 
call  till  tweWe  o'clock  to  receive  the  verdict, 
and  that  he  vjo\i\^te.tc^mm\^^wi.^oK!L€«L>q^x^ 


morning,  should  the  Jury  not  have  decided 
e  then.  Thady  was  yet  once  raore  taken 
to  prison  in  doubt,  and  whilst  McKeon 
^nt  to  the  inn  again  to  get  some  dinner  ready, 
^ther  John  went  up  to  the  prisoa  to  visit  the 
■isoner  in  his  cell. 

The  young  man  had  to  a  great  degree  re- 
^vered  his  self-possession.  He  told  Father  John 
iat  he  had  given  up  all  hope  for  htmself — that 
f  believed  he  had  made  up  his  mind  perfectly 
i  face  death  like  a  brave  man.  He  then 
Jked  about  his  sister,  and  lamented  grievously 
(at  she  J  ill  as  she  was,  should  have  been  dragged 
rto  court  with  the  vain  object  of  saving  his  life, 
J[e  asked  many  questions  about  the  manner 
her  death — her  disease — the  state  of  her 
lelings  towards  himself — all  which  Father  John 
Hind  it  most  difficult  to  answer ;  and  he  was 

St  beginning  to  inquire  how  his  father  had 

me   all   the  griefs  which   had   accumulated 
lemselves  upon  him,  when  one  of  the  turnkeys 

fcned  the  door  of  the  cell,  and  told  him  that 
was  to  return  immediately  into  court — that 
lie  jury  had  agreed — and  that  the  judge  was 
ow  going  into  court  to  receive  the  verdict. 
^  Father  John  turned  deadly  pale,  and  leant 

Eainst  the  wall  for  support.  A  hectic  red 
rtially  suffused  the  prisoner's  face,  and  his 
es  became  somewhat  brighter  than  before. 
i  slight  shudder  passed  over  his  whole  frame  • 
I  spite  of  all  that  he  had  suffered — all  that  he 
lade  up  his  mind  to  suffer — it  was  evident 
lat  there  was  a  fearful  degree  of  anxiety  in 
is  bosom,  a  painful  hope  still  clinging  to  K\& 
cart. 
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The  fetters  were  again  fixed  on  to  his  leg?, 
and  he  was  led  away  ia  the  midst  of  a  body  ol 
policemen  into  court.  Father  John  hurried  M 
tlie  same  place,  where  he  found  Mr.  McKeon 
already  seated  on  one  of  the  dark  benches: 
There  were  but  very  few  there,  as  every  one 
had  left  it  after  the  business  of  the  day  had 
been  concluded;  some  of  those  who  were 
town  and  had  heard  that  the  jury  were  at  lasC 
unanimous,  had  hurried  down  ;  but  the  generality 
of  the  strangers  who  were  still  remaining  ill 
Carrick,  preferred  the  warmth  of  the  hotel  fir€^ 
to  paddling  down  through  the  rain,  dirt,  acd 
dark,  even  to  hear  the  verdict  in  a  case  m 
which  every  one  was  so  much  interested. 

The  barristers'  and  attorneys'  seats  were  whollj 
deserted  by  their  customaiy  learned  occupantsj- 
there  was  but  one  lawyer  present,  and  he,  prob- 
ably thinking  it  unprofessional  to  appear  to  take 
more  than  a  lawyer's  interest  in  any  case,  was 
standing  by  himself  in  the  dark  obscurity  be- 
tween the  dock  and  the  bottom  of  one  of  the 
galleries.  This  was  Mr.  O'Malley — ^and  thougb 
he  would  not  be  seen  in  court  after  his  busines 
there  was  really  over,  he  felt  so  truly  anxious  in 
the  matter  that  he  could  not  wait  to  hear  the 
verdict  from  a  third  party. 

At  length  the  judge  took  his  sea%  and  the 
clerk  of  the  crown  sat  beneath  him  t> 
record  the  decision  of  the  jury.  A  few  _  ^ 
candles  were  stuck  about  in  different  paits  erf 
the  court ;  but  they  were  lost  in  the  obscuriij 
of  the  large,  dark,  dismal  building.  The  i(x^ 
man  stood  le^^d^  mtK  a  written  and  sigud 
paper.    The  "^ud^^  ^V^d  \i\m  \l  Sic«>^  ^s^A  € 
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come  to  a  unanimous  verdict,  and  he  answered 
in  the  affirmative  ;  and  handed  the  paper  to  the 
clerk  of  the  peace,  who  glancing  his  eye  upon 
it,  and  half  turning  round  to  the  judge  said  in 
his  peculiar,  sonorous  voice — 

**  My  lord,  the  prisoner  has  been  found  guilty." 

"  Gentlemen,  is  that  your  verdict  ?  *'  said  the 
judge  ;  and  they  said  it  was. 

The  prisoner  stood  up  at  the  bar  erect  without 
moving.  He  neither  shook  nor  trembled  now. 
If  it  were  not  that  his  lips  were  pressed  quite 
close  together,  he  would  have  appeared  to  have 
heard  the  verdict  without  emotion.  Not  so 
Patber  John;  he  had  been  leaning  back, 
anxiously  waiting  till  the  one  fatal  word  met 
his  ear ;  and  then  his  head  fell  forward  on  the 
desk,  and  he  sobbed  like  a  woman. 

Baron  Hamilton  immediately  placed  the 
black  cap  on  his  head,  and  proceeiled  to  pro- 
nounce the  dreadful  sentence  of  death.  As 
he  did  so,  his  voice  seemed  like  some  awful, 
measured  tone  proceeding  from  an  immovable 
figure  or  statue  placed  beneath  the  dusky 
canopy ;  so  dark  was  it — and  so  cold  and  stern  j 
so  slow  and  clear  were  his  words  and  manner  j 
he  must  have  felt,  and  felt  strongly,  as  he 
doomed  that  young  man  to  a  sudden  and 
ignominious  death,  for  he  was  no  heartless  man  ; 
but  so  powerfully  had  he  schooled  his  emotions, 
so  entirely  had  he  learnt  to  lay  aside  the  man 
in  assuming  the  judge,  that  had  he  been  the 
stone  he  looked  like,  he  could  not  have  betrayed 
less  of  the  heart  within  him. 

He  dwelt  at  considerable  length  on  the 
ity  of  the  offence  of  which  the  prisoner 
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had  been  found  guilty  ;  he  stated  his  own  coft 
viction  that  the  verdict  was  a  just  and 
one  ;    alluded   to  the   irreparable    injury 
illegal  societies  as  that  to  which  the  pr 
too  evidently  belonged,  must  do  in  the  coq 
assured  him  that  he  had  no  hope  for  nie 
look  for  in  this  world,  and  recommended 
to  seek  it  from  Him  who  could  always  recq 
it  with  his  justice  to  extend  it  to  the  rep€ 
sinner.      He   concluded   by  ordering    tha 
should  be  taken  back  to  the  place  from  when 
he  came,  and  be  brought  from  thence  to  \h 
place  of  execution  on  the  Monday  week  follot 
ing,  and  then  and  there  be  hong  by  his  neck  I 
he  should  be  dead. 

The   assizes   were  then  finished — the  judi 
immediately  left  the  court — the   prisoner 
taken  back   to   his   cell — the   lights   we 
tinguished — and    when    the    servants 
sheriff  came  to  lock  the  door,  they  found 
McKeon   still   vainly   endeavouring   to   aroti 
the  broken-hearted  priest  from  his  ecstasy 
sorrow. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII 

THE  END 


On  Saturday  morning  the  little  town  of  Canid 
on-Shannon    again    became   quiet    and, 
paratively  speaking,  empty.     The  judges^ 
very  early  ,  most  of  the  lawyers  had  take 
and  flown  loYiax^a  ^%'a^  ^^vci%\xs-&^cv  ^i£uinl 
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on  the  previous  evening.  The  jury  were  re- 
leased, and  had  returned  weary  to  their  homes ; 
the  crowds  of  litigants  and  witnesses  who  had 
filled  the  Record  Court  had  also  left  on  the 
Thursday  evening;  and  now  those  who  had 
been  wanted  in  the  criminal  court  were  gone, 
and  peace  and  quiet  were  restored.  At  eleven 
o'clock  neither  of  the  hotels  were  open;  the 
waiters  and  servants  who,  during  the  last  week, 
had  literally  not  known  what  a  bed  was,  and 
who,  during  that  week,  had  snatched  their  only 
disturbed  naps  before  the  kitchen  fires,  or  under 
the  kitchen  dressers,  were  taking  their  sleep  out 
for  the  past  week.  It  was  still  raining  hard,  and 
the  long,  narrow,  untidy  street  was  still  as  dirty 
and  disagreeable  as  ever;  otherwise  there  was 
no  resemblance  in  it  to  the  street  of  the  last  few 
days.  There  was  no  crowd  around  the  court 
house,  nor  poHcemen  with  cross  chains  on  their 
caps,  nor  sheriff's  servants  with  dirty,  tawdry 
liveries.  The  assizes  were  over ;  and  till  next 
July — when  the  judges,  barristers,  jury,  etc., 
would  all  return,  Carrick  was  doomed  to  fall 
back  to  its  usual  insignificance  as  a  most  un- 
interesting county  town. 

As  Father  John  left  the  town  on  the  previous 
evening,  he  sent  word  up  to  the  governor  of  the 
gaol  that  he  would  see  young  Macdermot  early  on 
the  following  morning.  He  did  not  go  home  to 
the  Cottage,  but  again  passed  the  night  at  Mr. 
McKeon's,  at  Drumsna;  and  a  most  sad  and 
melancholy  night  it  was.  After  witnessing 
Feemy's  death,  and  seeing  that  the  body  had 
been  decently  and  properly  disposed^  Mxs« 
McKeon  had  returned  home,  atidk  Viex  V\3l^^».^ 
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had  found  her  quite  ill  from  the  effects  of  Uie 
scene  she  had  gone  through. 

Soon  after  the  two  men  had  made  their 
apology  for  a  dinner,  Mr.  Webb,  who  had  had 
the  verdict  brought  to  his  own  house,  called, 
and  the  three  sat  for  some  time  talking  ovei 
what  possible  means  there  might  be  still  left  for 
saving  the  young  man's  life.  It  was  at  hsi 
agreed  that  Webb  should  go  up  to  Dublin  on 
the  morrow,  and  make  what  interest  he  could  to 
see  the  Lord-Lieutenant  himself,  as  well  as  the 
Under  Secretary  ;  and  endeavour,  by  eveiy 
means  in  his  power,  to  obtain  a  pardon. 

After  what  had  been  said  by  the  judge  whilst 
pronouncing  the  sentence,  they  all  felt  that 
there  could  be  no  reasonable  ground  for  hope; 
but  still  they  w^ould  leave  no  chance  untried,  and 
it  was  therefore  settled  that  the  counsellot 
should  start  by  the  morning  coach. 

Early  the  next  morning  the  priest  left  Drumsna 
for  Carrick,  to  see  Thady  for  the  first  time  since 
his  condemnation,  McKeon  offered  to  go 
him ;  but  he  declined  the  offer,  saying  that 
morning  he  would  sooner  be  left  alone  nath 
his  doomed  friend  He  refused,  too,  the  loan 
of  McKeon's  car.  He  wanted  to  collect  hii 
thoughts  and  his  energy  by  the  walk,  for  he  fell 
that  he  had  much  to  do  to  school  his  own  feeU 
ings  before  he  could  make  his  visit  a  comfort 
instead  of  a  cause  of  additional  distress  to 
Macdermot, 

About  ten  o'clock  he  passed  through  the 
town,  and  rang  the  governor's  bell  at  the  gaol 
door.  He  was  a  well-known  visitor  there  now, 
and  when  llie  doox  ^^^  o^^^  V^  ^Tt^^octed 


I 


The  End 

a^iicej  as  usual,  to  be  shown   the  prisoner's 
cell ;  but  instead  of  that  he  was  taken  into  the 

rvernor's  house. 
This  officer  had  always  been  extremely  civil 
to  Father  John;  and  had  shown  all  the  kind- 
ness in  his  power,  and  that  was  no  little,  to  the 
prisoner.  He  expressed  himself  to  the  priest 
greatly  distressed  at  the  verdict,  and  the  con- 
sequent fate  of  Macdermot. 

"  It's  four  years,  Father  John,"  said  he,  "  since 
had  a  prisoner  in  my  charge  condemned  to 
[ie.  It's  four  years  since  there  was  an  execu- 
tion here,  and  then  the  victim  was  a  criminal  of 
the  blackest  dye — a  man  who  had  undoubtedly 
» committed  a  cold-blooded,  long-premeditated 
murder.  And  then  his  death  weighed  heavy  on 
me ;  but  I  cannot  but  believe  tliat  this  young 

tan  is  innocent, — at  any  rate,  so  much  more 
nocent  than  he  was,— my  heart  has  failed  me 
since    he  was   brought   back    last  night  con- 
em  ned," 

**  More  innocent  than  he  was  !  "  said  Father 
_  ohn.  **  Aht  indeed  he  is  I  If  we  were  all  as 
innocent  of  guilt  as  this  poor  fellow  is,  it  would 
be  well  for  most  of  us.  I  promised  to  see  hira 
early  this  morning*  Will  you  let  me  go  up  to 
m  now  ?  though  God  knows  I  know  not  what 
say  to  him  !  " 

"Yes,   of  course.      You   shall   go   up   now 
mediately;  and  God  grant  you  may  be  able 
to  comfort  him  !     But  you  know  you  cannot  see 
him  as  you  have  done  always.     That  is,  you 
ly  see  hira  as  often  as  you  please,  but  you 
not  see  him  alone." 
"Not  alone  i*'  said  Fathet  "Jo^tcl, 
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**  Not  BOW,"  said  the  governor.  **  When 
brought  back  capitally  condemned,  he  was  of 
necessity  put  into  the  condemned  cell ;  and 
when  once  there,  no  visitor  may  be  left  alone 
with  him*" 

'*  How  is  he  to  receive — ^how  am  I  to  perfonn 
the  sacred  duties  of  my  profession  ?  ** 

"  When  the  prisoner  is  about  to  confess,  the 
turnkey  will  step  outside  the  door,  which  you 
can  close.  You  know,  Father  John,"  continued 
the  governor,  **  it  is  not  from  my  own  heart  I 
give  these  orders ;  you  know  I  would  give  him 
every  indulgence  I  could;  but  you  also  kno^ 
that  I  must  obey  the  rules  of  my  office,  and 
they  imperatively  forbid  that  any  visitor  shall 
be  left  alone  with  a  condemned  prisoner," 

"  1  know  it  isn't  your  fault ;  and  if  it  must  be 
so,  it  must.  But  will  you  desire  the  man  to  be 
sent  for,  for  Macdermot  will  be  expecting  roe?" 
In  a  minute  or  two  the  gaoler  arrived  with 
his  huge  keys,  and,  with  a  palpitating  heart, 
Father  John  followed  him  to  the  condemned 
cell. 

The  priest,  during  his  walk  from  Drumsna, 
had  made  up  his  mind  exactly  as  to  what  he 
would  say  on  seeing  Thady  ;  how  he  would  mix 
pity  with  condolence ;  how  he  would  use  such 
words  as  might  strengthen  him  in  his  determi- 
nation  to  bear  his  sufferings  with  resignation; 
how  he  would  teach  him  to  forget  the  present 
in  the  thoughts  of  his  future  prospects.  But 
when  the  iron  door  was  opened,  and  he  saw 
Macdermot  seated  on  the  one  small  stone 
seat  in  the  wall  b^TieaXk  the  high,  iron-barred 
ivindow ;  when  Vv\s  e^^  t^^v^^  wx  \i!x^  ^^^3K|^ 
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tnan's  pale  and  worn  face,  he  forgot  all  his 
studied  phrases  and  premeditated  conduct,  his 
acute  grief  overcame  his  ideas  of  duty,  and  fall- 
ing on  the  prisoner's  bosom,  he  sobbed  out, 
**  My  boy — ray  boy — my  poor  murdered  boy  !  '* 

It  would  be  useless  to  attempt  to  describe  at 
length  the  scene  between  them.  Father  John 
remained  with  him  nearly  the  whole  of  that  day, 
— ^the  patient,  silent  turnkey  leaning  up  against 
the  corner  of  the  cell  during  the  whole  time.  For 
a  long  time  Thady  was  the  most  tranquil  of  the 
two  ;  but  at  length  the  priest  regained  his  com- 
posure, and  was  able  to  listen  to  the  various 
requests  of  his  friend,  and  to  say  all  that  could 
be  said  to  comfort  and  strengthen  him. 

Thady *s  first  request  was  that  he  might  see 
his  father.  Thisj  Father  John  felt,  would  be 
impracticable,  and  if  accomplished  would  only 
be  in  the  highest  degree  painful,  Larry  was 
now  so  perfectly  a  lunatic,  and  at  the  same  time 
so  resolute  in  his  determination  not  to  put  him- 
self in  the  way  of  being  arrested  by  Keegan, 
that  it  would  be  impossible  either  to  make  him 
understand  the  fate  which  awaited  his  son,  or 
to  induce  him,  by  any  means  short  of  force,  to 
leave  his  own  room.  Besides,  were  a  meeting 
to  be  effected,  the  idiotical  father  would  probably 
not  cease  to  abuse  his  son,  and  wouUI  certainly 
not  comprehend  his  tenderness  and  affection. 
It  was  dililicult  to  tell  the  son  that  his  father 
had  so  utterly  lost  his  intellects  as  to  be  unable 
to  be  brought  to  see  him ;  but  even  this  was 
better  than  allowing  him  to  think  that  he  was  to 
see  him,  and  then  deceive  hira. 

Thady  bore  this  blow  evenviots?t\)cv'asv^*a^«2t 
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John  had  expected  that  he  would  do ;  it  made 
him  feel  so  desolate — ^so  alone  in  the  world! 
Stupid  and  cross  as  his  father  had  been  for  yean 
past^ — cruel  and  unjust  as  he  had  been  on  the 
last  time  they  met, — still,  the  long  time  which 
had  passed  since  that  meeting,  and  the  manner 
in  which  the  interriew  had  been  passed  by 
Thady,  made  him  forget  his  father's  treatment, 
and  only  remember  that  he  was  his  last  surviving 
relative.  He  submitted,  however,  to  Father 
John's  advice,  and  consented  not  to  urge  bis 

t  request, 

P  He  then  talked  of  his  sister,  and  began  to 
speak  more  feelingly  of  Ussher,  and  to  allude 
to  the  deed  which  had  brought  him  to  hii 
dreadful  doom,  with  more  freedom  than  he 
had  ever  done  before.  The  facts  of  his  last 
month's  residence  at  Ballycloran  seemed  to  be 
made  less  obscure  than  they  had  been,  to  bis 
mind's  eye,  by  the  distance  through  which  he 
looked  at  them.  He  appeared  to  comprehend 
more  clearly  both  Feemy's  conduct  and  that 
of  her  lover,  and  he  spoke  with  the  greatest 
affection  of  the  former,  and  with  justice  to  the 
latter, 

"  Oh  !  Father  John,"  he  continued,  after  they 
had  been  talking  together  for  hours,  and  when 
they  had  become  so  habituated  to  the  presence 
of  the  turnkey  as  almost  to  forget  it,  •*  no  one 
but  yourself  can  ever  know  how  far  murder  was 
from  my  thoughts  that  day  ! — nor  all  that  I  bad 
suffered  for  having  listened  for  one  moment  t^ 
the  plots  which  them  boys  were  making  for  his 
death.  But  v^ho  c^ccv  ^ot^^^  *Owi.\.  \  Wted  him  1 
God  knows  1 1aave  toT^vj^ii  V\m  ^cix  ;i^\  ^CcnsbxNs^ 
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has  brought  on  us — both  me  and  Feemy ;  bat 
who  can  wonder  that  I  didn't  love  him  then? 
I  knew  in  my  heart  he  never  meant  to  marry 
her.  And  oh  I  Father  John,  av  I  hadn't  seen 
her  that  night,  what  would  she  have  been  now  ? 
I  did  hate  him  then ; — and  hadn't  I  cause  ?  And 
for  that  one  night  at  the  wedding,  when  I  was 
mad  with  the  name  they  had  called  my  sisther ; 
I  did  think  I*d  be  glad  av  the  boys  that  hated 
him  so  should  murther  him  at  last.  But  when 
I  woke  in  the  morning  and  remembered  that 
the  sounds  of  murther  had  been  in  my  ears,  I 
felt  as  though  I  could  never  more  be  quiet  or 
at  ase  in  this  world.  And  I  never  was ;  every 
man's  hand  was  against  me  since  then^  Father 
John,  except  yours,  I  felt,  as  I  walked  through 
the  fields  that  morning,  that  it  was  here  I  should 
spend  my  last  days,  and  here  T  am*  And  I  was 
warned  of  it  too;  I  was  warned  of  what  would 
come  of  it,  av  I  meddled  with  them  boys  that 
night  at  Mrs,  Mehan's.  He  himself  called  me 
out  that  night  when  I  first  got  there,  and  tould 
me  what  it  was  Brady  was  afther.  And  I  believed 
him,  and  yet  I  went ;  for  my  heart  was  full  of 
hatred  for  the  man  who  warned  me.  Oh  !  why, 
Father  John,  could  he  not  let  us  alone?  We 
were  poor,  but  we  were  no  worse  •  but  there^s 
an  end  of  us  now  altogether,  and  perhaps  it*3 
for  the  hetther  as  it  is  1  ** 

He  then  earnestly  begged  Father  John  to 
attend  to  his  sister's  burial,  and  to  take  some 
little  heed  of  his  father  during  his  few  remaining 
years;  and  all  this  the  priest  promised.  He 
spoke  of  the  property,  and  of  the  chance  tive^e^ 
^igbt  be  of  saving  something  omI  q^  M  VRi\  ^^ 
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old  man's  support.  Father  John,  however,  told 
him  that  for  his,  Thady's  sake,  and  for  the  love 
he  bore  him,  his  father  should  never  want  rill 
he  wanted  himself;  and  though  this  promise, 
for  many  long  months,  entailed  a  heav^  burden 
on  the  priest,  he  most  religiously  kept  his  word. 
Thady  then  spoke  of  his  own  coming  death; 
aqd  though  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  die, 
and  could  think,  without  regret,  of  leaving  the 
world  where  he  had  known  so  many  sorrows 
and  so  few  joys,  still  he  shuddered  when  he 
remembered  the  gaping  crowd  which  would  be 
assembled  to  see  his  expiring  convulsions,  and 
the  horror  which  he  could  not  but  feel,  when 
the  executioner's  hands  should  touch  his  neck, 
and  the  dreadful  cap  should  be  drawn  over  his 
eyes.  Oh  I  that  that  horrid  moment  might  he 
over— when  he  would  still  be  alive— still  sensible 
to  the  thoughts  of  life^but  when  the  light  of 
the  sun  would  have  been  for  ever  excluded,  and 
his  last  thoughts  would  be  wandering  between 
doubtful  hopes  of  Heaven's  mercy,  and  awful 
fears  of  his  coming  agony. 

The  cold  sweat  stood  upon  his  brow  as  he 
endeavoured  to  explain  his  feelings  to  the  priest 
And  assiduously,  patiently,  warmly,  and  kindly, 
did  that  friend  endeavour  to  allay  his  sufferings, 
and  make  him  feel  as  confident  of  God's  pardon 
for  his  sins  as  he  was  of  the  executioner's  doom. 
He  told  him  also  that,  if  possible,  no  crowd 
should  be  assembled  to  gaze  at  his  death  ;  and 
he  promised  himself  to  stand  by  him,  and  hold 
his  hand  to  the  last  moment  of  his  life. 

At  six  the  priest  left  hira,  promising  to  sec 
him  again  on  the  Sxitvd^^i  ^tA  ^xt  «t:^*<ep|  ^^^ 
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it  was  all  over.  He  then  returned  to  McKeon's, 
where  he  dined. 

At  about  ten  they  were  sitting  together  with 
Mrs.  McKeon  by  the  fire  talking  over  the  affairs 
of  Ballycloran,  and  consulting  as  to  what  had 
better  be  done  with  Larry  after  the  execution  1 
when  the  girl  entered  and  said  a  man  was  wait- 
ing outside  wishing  to  speak  to  Mr.  McKeoD, 
Tony  accordingly  went  out ;  and  standing  at  the 
back  door,  for  he  would  not  enter  the  kitchen, 
with  his  hat  slouched  over  his  face,  he  found 
Pat  Brady.  He  was  very  much  astonished  al 
seeing  this  man ;  more  especially  so,  as  sirce 
the  trial  Brady *s  name  had  been  mentioned  with 
execration  by  almost  every  one,  and  particularly 
by  those  who,  like  McKeon»  had  taken  every 
opportunity  of  showing  tliemselves  Macdermot's 
friends ;  and  it  would  have  been  thought  there- 
fore that  McKeon's  house  was  one  of  the  last 
places  to  which  he  would  be  likely  to  come, 

Pat  was  the  first  to  speak. 

**  There's  a  word  or  two  I  want  to  spake  to 
you,  Mr.  McKeon/' 

'*  To  speak  to  me,"  said  Mr.  McKeon ;  **  well 
what  is  it  ?  " 

**  I  couldn't  just  be  telling  you  here ;  av  you 
wouldn't  rnind  stepping  out,  a  minute  or  so — 
it's  not  five  minutes  Fd  be  keeping  you," 

McKeon  accordingly  went  out  into  the  dark 
yard,  about  thirty  paces  from  the  house,  and 
Brady  continued— 

**  lt*s  about  the  young  masther,  yer  honor." 

**  You've  said  enough  about  him  ;  youVe 
hanged  him  ;  now,  what  more  have  you  ?  ** 

**  May  I  niver  see  the  Blessed  Virgin  in  glory 
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av  I  towld  a  word  of  a  lie  agin  the  mastber* 
Av  I  iver  towld  the  truth  it  was  that  day ;  an' 
worse  luck — av  Td  lied  then  maybe  it'd  been 
betther  for  Mr.  Thady." 

**  It  wa5n*t  to  tell  me  that,  you  came  here  ^ 
if  you've  anything  to  say,  let  me  hear  what  it  is," 

**  Why,  then,  yer  honor,  is  Mr.  Larry,  the  owld 
man,  a  going  to  see  the  young  masther  ? '' 

"  And  what  if  he  is  ?  " 

'*  Why  jist  this  thin  ;  av  he  do^  Keegan's  bop 
is  to  saze  him  as  he  comes  out  on  the  road  from 
Ballycloran." 

"  Gracious  God  t  would  he  arrest  the  man 
coming  to  see  his  own  son  for  the  last  time ! " 

**  Faix,  he  will,  Mr.  McKeon ;  so  don't  let 
him  do  it;  I  heard  him  telling  the  bailiff/' 

McKeon  seemed  lost  in  astonishment,  at  this 
fresh  instance  of  the  attorney's  relentless  bar- 
barity, and  Brady  turned  round  to  go  a: 
But  after  having  walked  a  few  yards,  he 
back,  and  said,  in  a  hesitating  whisper- — 

"  You'll  be  seeing  Mr.  Thady  afore  it's  2!! 
over,  Mr.  McKeon?" 

"Well;  I  shall  see  him;' 

"  Would  you  mind  axing  him  to   pardon 
poor  boy,  Mr.  McKeon  ?  " 

"  May  God  pardon  you,  Brady,    Your  mi 
that  was,  has  been  taught  before  this  to  ft 
all  his  enemies ;  but  I  wouldn't  dirty  my  mouth 
with  your  name  the  last  time  I  see  him,'* 

"  Sorrow  a  word  of  a  lie  thin  I  towld,  Ife 
McKeon/' 

"Never  mind;  truth  or  lies  it*s  much  tk 
same."  hvA  IjJVcKeL^aTL  x^\.MXT;i^d  to  the  haus^, 
and  told  ¥at\\^t  'io>AU^Y^'iX.V^V'a.\\,i5a3L\%i5. 


ii 


I 


u 


rady;  and  the  priest  and  he  agreed  together 
that  it  would  he  by  far  the  best  course  to  make 
Thady  understand  that  his  father  could  not 
leave  his  home  to  see  him,  for  fear  of  falling 
into  the  bands  of  the  attorneyp 

On  the  next  day,  Sunday,  Father  John  per- 
formed mass  and  preached  as  usual  in  the 
parish  chapeL  When  the  sendee  was  over, 
he  addressed  his  congregation  from  the  altar 
on  the  subject  of  Thad/s  approaching  execu- 
tion, and  he  begged  them  all,  as  they  valued 
his  good  opinion,  not  only  not  to  be  present 
at  it  themselves,  but  also  to  do  all  in  their 
power  to  prevent  others  from  being  so.  The 
same  thing  was  done  in  Carrick,  where  th© 
priest,  moreover,  begged  his  parishioners  ^ot 
to  open  their  shops  on  that  morning  until  the 
execution  should  be  over. 

The  ensuing  week  passed  slowly  away.  Father 
John  was  with  the  doomed  man  constantly,  and 
McKeon  saw  him  two  or  three  times.  On  the 
Wednesday  Mr,  Webb  returned  from  Dublin, 
but  his  journey  had  been  a  fruitless  one;  he 
had  seen  the  Lord- Lieu  ten  ant,  and  had  been 
kindly  received  by  him ;  but  at  the  same  time 
he  was  informed  that  he  could  not  exercise  bis 
privilege  of  mercy  in  this  case,  as  he  had  been 
strongly  advised  not  to  do  so,  both  by  those 
in  office  under  him  and  by  the  judge. 

Macderroot  kept  up  his  heart  wonderfully 
through  the  whole  week.  He  never  repined, 
nor  once  even  alluded  to  Keegan.  Father 
John  spent  the  whole  of  Sunday  with  him.  It 
was  to  be  his  last  in  this  world ;  the  last  time 
he  was  to  watch  the  light  growing  out  of  the 
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darkness — and  the  darkness  following  the  light 
As  the  nainutes  flew  by,  his  face  became  gradu- 
ally  paler,  and  his  hand  occasionally  trembled 
The  brave  soldier  goes  to  meet  Death,  and 
meets  him  without  a  shudder  when  he  coraes^ 
The  suffering  woman  patiently  awaits  him  on 
her  bed  of  sickness,  and  conscious  of  her 
malady  dies  slowly  without  a  struggle,  A  BOi 
uncommon  fortitude  enables  men  and  women 
to  leave  their  mortal  coil,  and  take  the  dread 
leap  in  the  dark  with  apparent  readiness  and 
ease.  But  to  wait  in  full  health  and  strength 
for  the  arrival  of  the  fixed  hour  of  certiin 
death — to  feel  the  moments  sink  from  u 
you  which  are  fast  bringing  you  to  the  e: 
tioner's  hand ; — to  know  that  in  twelve^ — ten- 
eight — six  hours  by  the  clock,  which  hurries 
through  the  rapid  minutes,  you  are  to  becoroa 
— not  by  God's  accomplished  visitation — not  in 
any  gallant  struggle  of  your  own — ^but  through 
the  stern  will  of  certain  powerful  men— a 
hideous,  foul,  and  dislocated  corse* — to  know 
that  at  one  certain  ordained  moment  you 
to  be  made  extinct — ^to  be  violently  put  an 
to; — to  be  fully  aware  that  this  is  your  fi±\ 
fate,  and  that  though  strong  as  a  lion,  you  must 
at  that  moment  die  like  a  dog ; — to  await  the 
doom  without  fear — without  feeling  the  blood 
jrow  cold  round  the  heart,-^without  a  quick- 
fened  pulse  and  shaking  muscles,  exceeds  the 
bounds  of  mortal  courage,  and  requires  either 
the  ignorant  unimaginative  indifference  of  a  brute, 
or  the  superhuman  endurance  of  an  enthusiastic 
martyr. 
Thady  was  T\e\X\\ei  ^e  ofti^  xvojt  >5s\?l  qsCso^v 
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Hbid  the  blood  did  grow  cold  round  his  heart 
— his  pulse  quickened,  and  his  nerves  shook 
within  him;  but  these  were  involuntary  signs 
of  his  human  nature.  He  spent  the  day  in  the 
performance  of  his  religious  duties,  and  made 
continual  efiforts  to  fix  his  mind  on  those  sub- 
jects to  which  it  was  directed  by  the  priest; 
and  at  last  he  received  frona  him  final  absolution 
for  his  sins,  with  a  full  assurance  in  its  efficacy. 
And  if  true  and  deep  repentance  can  make 
absolution  available,  the  priest* s  assurance  was 
not  ill  grounded. 

Father  Cullen,  at  Drumsna,  and  different 
priests  in  the  neighbouring  parishes  again  de- 
sired their  congregations  to  absent  themselves 
from  tlie  execution,  and  on  the  Sunday  evening 
before  the  fatal  day  it  was  thoroughly  under- 
stood through  the  country,  that  it  was  the  wish 
of  the  priest  that  no  one  should  be  present 

The  Monday  morning  came.  Though  Father 
John  had  not  been  allowed  to  remain  all  night 
in  the  prisoner's  cell,  he  did  not  leave  it  till 
eleven,  and  was  with  him  again  at  six.  When 
the  gaoler  turned  the  key  in  the  door,  Father 
John  found  the  prisoner  stiil  sleeping  on  his 
pallet.  Even  the  loud  noise  of  the  key  in  the 
lock  and  the  dropping  back  of  the  heavy  bolt 
had  failed  to  awaken  hira.  Before  he  left  him 
on  the  previous  evening  he  had  insisted  on  his 
partially  undressing,  and  he  now  found  hira 
exactly  in  the  position  in  which  he  had  left 
him* 

Eight  was  the  hour  fixed  for  the  execution, 
and  though  it  seemed  cruel  to  rob  him  of  his 
last  human  comfort,  stilV  as  so  ie^  tcaxvNiX^^  ^j 
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life  remained,  the  priest  thought  it  better  to 
rouse  him.  He  laid  his  hand  on  his  shouldei,  | 
and  calling  out  his  christian  name,  gently  shook 
him.  It  was  wonderful  how  soundly  the  poor ' 
Xellow  slept ;  and  at  last  he  jumped  up  with  n 
praile  on  his  wan  face,  uttering  those  confused 
words  of  acknowledgment  which  so  readilj 
come  to  the  lips  of  any  one  conscious  ot' 
Lbeing  caught  sleeping  too  late,  to  tlie  neglect 
^of  his  worldly  duties.  He  had  been  dreaming 
—and  in  his  dreams  he  was  again  at  Ball)- 
cloran — again  sitting  over  the  warm  turf  fire, 
talking  with  his  father,  after  his  hard  day'i 
work,  of  their  lands,  and  their  rents,  and  theii 
difficulties.  Father  John's  presence — the  cold 
close  white  wall  and  his  own  memory  sooo 
made  him  again  conscious  of  the  truth  ^  and 
as  he  pressed  his  hands  to  his  forehead,  re- 
membering that  he  should  never  again  feel  the 
luxury  of  sleep,  the  expression  of  his  face  was 
dreadful  to  be  seen. 

There  is  nothing  further  to  relate  respe< 
him.  As  the  clock  struck  eight  he  was  stani 
on  the  iron  grate  over  the  front  entrance  into 
Carrick  gaoh  He  had  supported  himself  firmly 
— though  evidently  with  difficulty.  The  cap 
was  over  his  face — his  hands  were  tied  behind 
his  back— and  the  rope  was  round  his  neck. 
The  last  sound  that  met  his  ear  was  the  final 
prayer  which  Father  John  sobbed  forth  that 
God  would  receive  him  into  his  mercy;  the 
bolt  was  drawn^and  Thady  Macdermot  was 
soon  no  more. 

Not  one  human  form  appeared  before  the 
gaol    that   moiami,.     "^ox^  ^n^-^  ^  ^^ssj^n^^ 
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crossed  over  the  bridge  from  half-past  seven 
till  after  eight,  as  from  thence  one  might  just 
catch  a  glimpse  of  the  front  of  the  prison.  At 
the  end  of  the  bridge  stood  three  or  four  men 
guarding  the  street,  and  cautioning  those  who 
came,  that  they  could  not  pass  by;  and  as 
their  behests  were  quietly  obeyed  the  police 
did  not  interfere  with  them.  Among  them 
were  Joe  Reynolds  and  Comey  Dolan,  and 
they  did  not  leave  their  post  till  they  were 
aware  that  the  body  of  him  to  whom  they 
showed  this  last  respect  had  been  removed. 
The  shops  were  closed  during  the  whole  day ; 
but  it  was  many  days  before  the  sad  melan- 
choly which  attended  the  execution  of  Thady 
Macdermot  wore  away  from  the  little  town  of 
Carrick-on-Shannon. 
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